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NoTwiTHfTiXDiNG tlie imnibcr of literary men to 
Mrboin Irelaod has given birth, there is very little 
connected with their names which conveys to us 
any thing of a national association ; for the land 
of their nativity scarcely enjoys a single ray of 
that brilliant mind, which slieds its intellectual 
l>rightness over the sister country. Coogreve was 
an apostate, and Swift only by accident a patriot; 
whilst Goldsmith was weak enough lo affect an 
air of contempt for a people whose accent was 
indelibly stamped on his toogne. We could pro- 
tract ihe list of her ungrateful and thoughtless 
• men of mind • even to our own day ; but the 
task would be invidious, and we gladly turn from 
it to one who forms a splendid exception — one 
who is not ashamed of Ireland, and of whom Ire- 
land is justly proud. — 

Land of the Miuc ! in flory't lay. 

In biitory'i leaf thy name shall soar. 
When, like a nirtcor i noiiotis rar, 

The reign of Inannr ii o'er ; 
lauBortal namet have hooovi'd thee — 

A Sheridan, a Wellesley: 
And still ii beaming roand thy shore 

The spirit hri{;bt of Liberty, 
For thoa canst boast a {latriol, Moore ! 

Mr Moore is every way an Irishman, in heart, 
iu feelings, and in principles. For his country 
he has done more than any roan living : he has 
assocuted her name, her wrongs, and her attri- 
butes, with poetry and music, neither of whirh 
can ever die, while tMte, patriotism, and literature 
subsist in the world; and whilst these sunive, 
Ireland will form the theme of Beauty's song, and 
Irish miuic the charm of every cultivated mind. 
Bnt, all extrinsic circumstances apart, there is in 
the melodies of Mr Moore a sacred fire, which con- 
veys its vividness to the soul of his readers ; and 
ibey roust be made of sterner stuff than the ordi- 
nary race of men, if their bosoms do not glow with 
liberal and patriotic enthusiasm, while they pe- 
ruse the harmonious creations of a poet who has 
clothed the wild and eccentric airs of his coon- 
try iu words that bum, and sentiments that find 
an echo in every generous breast. 



Had Mr Moore done no more than this, he 
would lie entitled to the gratitiMle of his coun- 
trymen; bnt his genius, like his own Peri, seems 
never pleased, but while hovering over the re> 
gion he loves ; or if it makes a short excursioo, 
it is only in tlie hope of securing some advantage 
I hat may accelerate the removal ef those disqua- 
lifications, which are supposed to exclude happinesa 
from the limits of his country. In • Lalla Rookb • 
he has given his fire-worshippers the wrongs and 
feelings of Irishmen ; while, in the • Memoirs of 
Ca|>t.iin Rock,* he has accomplished a most diffi- 
cult task— written a history of Ireland that liai 
been read. 

On such grounds we may well clairo for Mr 
Moore what he deserves— the crown of patriotism ; 
but it is not on ibis head alone he is eatilked lo 
our praise. As a poet, since the lamented death 
of Byron, he stantU alaiost without aconpetitor; 
and as a prose-writer, he is highly respectable. 

Mr Moore is the only son of the late Mr Garret 
Moore, forroerly a resfiectable tradesman in Dub- 
lin, where our |»oet was born on the aSlh of May, 
1 780. lie has two sisters ; and his infiiBlina days 
seem to have left the roost agreeable impressions 
on his memory. In an epistle to his eldest sis- 
ter, dated November, i8o3, and written from 
Norfolk in Virginia, he retraces with delight their 
childhood, and describes the endearments of 
home, with a sensibility as exqnisite as thai which 
breathes through the lines of Cowper on receiv- 
ing his mother's picture. 

He acquired the rudiments of an ezcdlent 
education under the care of the late Mr Samuel 
Whyte, of Grafton -street, Dublin, a geollemau 
extensively known and respected as the early, tu- 
tor of Sheridan. He evinced such talent in early 
lifp, as determined his folhertogive him the ad- 
van tagps of a superior education, and at the early 
sge of fourteen, he was anlered a student of Tri- 
nity College, Dublin. 

Mr Moore was greatly distinguished while at 
(he l^niversity, by an enthusiastic attachment to 
the lilierty and independence of his country'. 
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which he more than ouce publicly asserted wilk 
uncommon energy and eloquence, aud he was 
equally admired for the splendour of his classical 
attainments, and the sociability of his disposition. 
On the 19th November, 1799, Mr Moore entered 
himself a member of the honourable Society of 
the Middle Temple, and in the course of the 
year 1800, before he had completed the 20th 
year of his age, he published his translation of 
the ■ Odes of Anacreon « into English verse with 
notes, from whence, in the vocabulary of fashion, 
he has ever since been designated by the appella- 
tion of Anacreon Moore. ''So early as his twelfth 
year he appears to have meditated on executing 
this performance, which, if not a close version, 
must be confessed to be a fascinating one, of this 
favourite bard. The work is introduced by a 
Greek ode from the pen of the Translator, and 
is dedicated, with permission, totiisBoyal High- 
ness the Prince of Wales, now George the Fourth. 
When Mr Moore first came to London, his youth- 
ful appearance 'was such, that being at a large 
dinner-party, aild getting up to escort the ladies 
to the drawing-room, a French gentleman ob- 
served, « Ah! le petit bon hdmme qui s*en va!» 
Mr Moore's subiMquent brilliant conversation, 
however, soon proved him to'be, though little of 
stature, yet, like Gay, sin wit a man.« Assum- 
ing the appropriate name of Little, our author 
published, in 1 80 1 , a volume of original poems, 
chiefly amatory. Of the contents of this volume 
it is impossible to speak in terms of unqualified 
commendation. Several of the poems exhibit 
strong marks of genius: they were the productions 
of an age, when the passions very often give a 
colouring too warm to the imagination, which 
may in some degree palliate, if it cannot excuse, 
that air of lubricity which pervades too many of 
them. In the same year, his ■ Philosophy of Plea- 
sure » was advertised, but was never published. 

Mr Moore's diffidence of his poetical talents 
induced him to adopt, and with reluctance to re- 
ject, as a motto for this work, the quotation from 
Horace, 

Primuui ego me illorum, quibiu dcUeriui esse poelis, 
EjKcrpam nutnero; nequc «aiin conrludcre ver;ius 
Dixeris esse satis— 

and at a later period, ^hen his reputation was 
fully established, he spoke of himself with his 
wonted modesty. « Whatever fame he might have 
acquinkl, be attributed principally to the verses 
which he had adapted to the delicious strains of 
Irish melody. His verses, in themselves, could 
boast of but little merit, but, like flies preserved 
in amber, they were esteemed in consequence of 
the precious material by which they were sni- 
rounded. • 



Mr Sheridan, in speaking of the subject of 
this memoir, said, « That there was no man who 
put so much of his heart into his fancy as Tom 
Moore : that his soul seemed as if it were a parti- 
cle of fire separated from the sun, and was al- 
ways fluttering to get back to that source of light 
and heat. » 

Towards the autumn of i8o3, Mr Moore em- 
barked for Bermuda ;' where he had obtained the 
appointment of Registrar to the Admiralty. Hiis 
was a patent place, and of a description so un- 
suitable to his temper of mind, that he soon 
found it expedient to fulfil the duties of it by a 
deputy, with whom, in consideration of circum- 
stances, be consented to divide ihc profits accru- 
ing from it. From thiis situation, however, he 
never derived any emolument; though, a few 
years since, he suffered some pecuniary inconve- 
nience, owing to the misconduct of his deputy. 
Alluding to his trip across the Atlantic, in a work 
published soon after his return to Europe, he says : 
■ Though curiosity, therefore, was certainly not 
the motive of my voyage to America, yet it hap- 
pened that the gratification of curiosity was the 
only advantage which 1 derived 'from it. Hav- 
ing remained about a week at New York, > lie 
continues, « where I saw Madame, the half repu- 
diated wife of Jerome Buonaparte, and felt a 
slight shock of an earthquake, the only things 
that particularly awakened my attention, I sailed 
again for Norfolk, where I proceeded on my tour 
northward through Williamsburgh, Richmond,* 
etc. In October, i8o4, he quitted America on 
his return to England, in the Boston frigate, com- 
manded by Capt. Douglas, whom he has Iiighly 
eulogized for his attention duriug the voyage. In 
1806, he published his remarks on the Manners 
and Society of America, in a work entitled Odes 
and Epistles. The preface to this little work 
sufficiently evinced the talent of Mr Moore as u 
writer of prose. 

The fate of Addison with'his Countess Dowager 
holding out no encouragement for the ambitious 
love of Mr Moore, he wisely and happily allowed 
his good taste to regulate his choice in a wife, 
aud some years ago married Miss Dyke, a lady 
of great personal beauty, most amiable dispo- 
sition, and accomplished manners, in whose so- 
ciety he passes much of his time in retirement 
at his cottage near Devizes, diversified by occa- 
sional visits to London. To complete this picture 
of domestic happiness, he is the father of several 
lovely children, on whose education he bestows the 
most jadicions and attentive care. 



« The sceDe of Shakspearc's tDimitable tragedy of « The 
Tempest,* is said to have been laid in tbe island of Ber- 
muda. 
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Mr Moore appears equally to have cultivated a 
taste for mnsic at well oi for poesy, and the late 
celebrated Dr Bumey was perfectly astonished at 
his talent, which he emphattcally called • pecu- 
liarly his own.* Nor has he neglected those more 
solid attainments which should ever distinfpiish 
the well-bred gentleman, for he is an excellent 
{general scholar, ami particulariy well read in the 
literature of the-middle ages. His conversational 
powers are great, and his modest and unassum- 
ing manners have placed him in the highest rank 
of eollivated society. 

The cel ih ili d fuon of LaHa Rookh appeared 
in 1817; in the summer of which year onr poet 
visited the French capital, where he collected the 
materials for th.it humorous production, ■ The 
Fudge Family in Paris.* In the following year, 
he went to Ireland, on which occasion a dinner 
was given to him, on the 8th of June, 1818, at 
Morrison's Hotel in Dublin, which was graced by a 
large assemblage of the most distinguished lite- 
rary and political characters. The F^rl of Charle- 
mont took the head of the table; Mr Moore sat 
on his right hand, and-Mr Moore sen. (since dead), 
a venerable old gentleman, the father of our 
bard, was on his left. As soon as the cloth 
was removed, Non nobis, Domine^ was sung by the 
vocalists present; nnmerous loyal and patriotic 
toasts followed. The Y'jltI of Charleinoot then 
proposed the memory of the late lametite<l Prin- 
cess Charlotte, which was drank in solemn silence, 
after which a sweet and plaintive song was song, 
in commemoration of her late Royal Highness. 
After a short interval, the Karl of Charlemout 
again rose, and, with a suitable eulogium, pro- 
posed the health of the distinguished Irishman 
who had honoured the country with his presence^ 
When the applause had subsided, Mr Moore rose 
much affected, and spoke to the following ef- 
fect:— 

« I feel this die very proudest moment of my 
whole life; to receive such a tribute from an as- 
sembly like this around me, composed of some of 
the warmest and manliest hearts that Ireland can 
boast, is indeed a triumph that goes to my very 
heart, and awakens there all that an Irishman 
ought to fed, whom Irishmen like you have se- 
lected for such a distinction.— Were my merits a 
hundred times beyond what the partiality uf tlie 
noble chairman has invested me with, this mo- 
ment, this golden moment of my life, would far 
exceed them all. There are some among you, 
geutlemeo, whose friendship has been the strength 
and ornament, the 'dnice decus* of my existence; 
who, however they differ from my public senti- 
ments, have never aHowed that transient ruffle 
on the surface lo impede the progress of the ilerp 
tide of friendship beneath ; men who feel that 



there is something more sacred than party, and 
whose noble natures, in the wont of times, urould 
come out of the conflict of public opinion, like 
pebbles out of the ocean, but more smooth and 
more polished from its asperities by the very agi- 
tation in which they had been revolving. To 
see them beside me on a day- like this, is piensnre 
that lies too deep for words. To the majority of 
you, gentlemen, I am unknown; but at yoar 
countryman, as one who has ventured to touch 
the chords of Ireland's Harp, and whose best feme 
is made out of the echoes of their sweetness ; as 
one whose humble talents have been e%er devoted, 
and, with the blessing of God, ever shall be de- 
moted to the honour and advancement of his 
country's name; whose love for that country, 
even they, who condemn his manner of showing 
it, will at least allow to be sincere, and jterhaps 
forgive its intemperance for its truth— setting 
liiro down as * one who loved, not wisely, but too 
well :'— to most of yon, gentlemen, I sty, I am 
bat thus known. We have hitherto been stran- 
gers to each other; but may I not flatter myself 
that from this night a new era of communion be- 
gins between us? The giving and receiving of a 
tribute like this is the very hot-bc«l of the heart, 
forcing at once all its feeling into a fulness of 
fruit, which it would take years of ordinary ri- 
pening to produce ; and there is not a man of you 
who has pledged the cup of fellowship this night, 
of whom I would not claim the privilege of 
grasping by the hand, with all the cordiality of a 
long and well-ccmentrd friendship. I emild not 
say more if I were to speak for ages. With a 
heart foil as this glass, I thank yon for your 
kindness to me, and have the sincere gratification 
of drinking all your healths.* 

Lord Allen gave • the memory of MrCurran;* 
on which a very modest, pathetic, and eloquent 
speech was deK\ ered by his son, in a tone and 
manner that produced the most lively emotion 
throughout the room. 

A gentleman afterwards sang a lively and 
well-written song, composed for the occasion. 
The subject was the poets' Fllection in Olympus, 
at which there were several candidates, such as 
Byron, Scott, Sonthey, etc. ; but which ended in a 
due return of Moore, who had a great majority of 
votes. This^eu tf esprit produced much merriment, 
and the health of the author was drank with 
applause. 

Ixird Oharlemont then gave ' the living Poets 
of Groat Britain ;* on which Mr Moore said : 

■ Gentlemen, notwithstanding the witty song 
which you have just heard, and the flattering 
clevatiun which the author has assigned me, I can- 
not allow such a mark of respect to \^e paid to 
the illustrious names that adorn the literature of 



IV 



A SKETCH OF THOMAS MOOBE. 



the present day, without calling your attention 
awhile to the liugnlar constellation of geoios, and 
asking you to dwell a little on the brightness 
of each pariicolar star that forms it. Can 1 
name to you a Byron, without recalling to yonr 
hearts recollections of all that his mighty genius 
h'M awakened there; his energy, his boming 
words, his in teitse passion, that disposition of fine 
&ncy to wander 4>nly among the ruins of the 
heart, to dwell in places which the 6re of feeling 
has desolated, and, like the chesnut-tree, that 
grows best in volcanic soils, to luinriate most 
where the confiagration of pauioo has left its 
mark? Need 1 mention to you a Soott, that fer- 
tile and fascinating writer, the vegetation of 
whose mind is as rapid as that of a northern sum- 
mer, and as rich as the most golden harvest of 
the south, whose beautiful creations succeed each 
other like fruits in Armida's enchanted garden — 
'one scarce is gathered ere another grows!* Shall 
I recal to yon a Rogers (to me endeared by friend- 
ship as well as geiiins), who has hung up his own 
name on the shrine of memory among the roost 
imperishable tablets there? A Sonthey, not the 
Laureate, bnt the author of • Don Roderick,- one 
of the noblest and most eloquent poems in any 
language? A Campbell, the polished and spirited 
Campbell, whose song of «Innisfal* is the very 
tears of our own Irish muse, crystalized by the 
touch of genius, and made eternal ? A Words- 
worth, a poet, even in his puerilities, whose ca- 
pacious mind, like the great |)ool of Norway, 
draws into its vortex not only the mighty things 
of dM deep, but its minute weeds and refiue ? A 
Crabbe, who has shown what the more than gal- 
vanic power of talent can effect, by giving not 
only motion, but life and soul to subjects that 
seemed incapable of it? I could enumerate, gen- 
tlemen, still more, and from thence would pass 
with delight to dwell upon the living poets of our 
own laud;— the dramatic powers of a Maturin 
aud a Sheil, the former consecrated by the ap- ! 
plause of a Scott and a Byron, and the latter by 
the tears of some of the brightest eyes in the em- 
pire; the rich imagination of a Phillips, who has 
courted successfully more than one mnse— the 
versatile genius of a Morgan, who was the first 
that mated our sweet Irish strains with poetry 
worthy of their pathos and their force. But I 
feel 1 have already trespassed too long upon your 
patience and your time. I do not regret, how- 
ever, that you have deigned to listen with pa- 
tience to this humble tribute to the living mas- 
ters of the English lyre, which I, * the meanest of 
the throng,' thns feebly, but heartily, have paid 
them.> 

In i8aa, onr author made a second visit to Pa- 
ris, where he resided £iir a considerable time 



with his amiable wife and family. The fame of 
his genius, his social yet unpretending manners, 
and his musical talents and conversation, ac- 
qnired him much esteem with the most eminent 
literary and literary-loving characters of the 
French capital. During his stay in this city, at 
the request of Messrs Galignani, he sat for his 
portrait, which was most ably eKecnled by F. 
Sieuivc, and is allowed by aO who have seen Mr 
Moore to be a masterly likeness. An excellent 
engraving from it, by that distinguished artist, 
Wedgwood, is prefixed to the present edition of 
his works. The writer of this sketch may per- 
ha|)S be excused for introducing here an im- 
promptu he wrote, in the blank leaf of a book 
belonging to a little girl, the daughter of Mr 
Moore, at his house in the Champs Elys^es, 
Paris: — 

Sweet chHd ! whcD en thy bcaateoas fuce, 
The bluA of ionocenre I view, 
Thy fiende motber'i feaUirct trace, 
Thy fiither • eye of genios too« 
If envy wiiket a transieut ugh. 
That fac« ii my apology. 

Previous to Mr Moore leaving Paris, the British 
nobility and gentry resident in that capital gave 
him a most splendid dinner at Roberts's. About 6o 
persons were present; Lord Trimblestown was in 
the chair, supported on his right by Mr Moore, 
and on his left by the Earl of Granard. The 
vice-presidenU were Sir Godfrey Webster, Sir 
John Byerley, and the Reverend Archibald Dou- 
glas, who superintended the preparations for the 
banquet, which consisted of every luxury the 
gastronomic art could produce. Mr Moore was 
in high health and spirits; songs, catches, and 
glees, blended delightfully with the sparkling 
Champagne. Several speeches were made by Lord 
Trimblestown, Messrs Byerley, Renney, Grattan, 
etc.; and Mr Moore introduced the toast of 
« Prosperity to Old England > in the following 
eloquent language: — 

« As the noble chairman has, in compliment 
to the land of my birth, given the ever-welcome 
toast of ' Prosperity to Ireland,' I beg leave to 
suggest a similar tribute to that other country to 
wbicli we all belong, and to whose real greatness 
and solid glory— all Irishman as I am, and with 
my political and historical recollections fresh 
about me— I am most ready to bear testimony 
and homage before the world. Yes, gentlemen, 
there may be, and there are (for God forbid tliat 
I should circumscribe virtue within any particu- 
lar latitude), there may be, and there are high 
minds, warm hearts, and brave arms every 
where. But for that genuine high-inindcdness, 
which has honesty for its basis— the only sure 
fbnndation upon which any thing lofty was ever 
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bailt— which caa diifiBgiiiih hetwwa rwl« Mib> 
•ftiiituil greatiMM, and that faiia, iaflatad glory 
•f the BOMent. wboaa cIcvalioB, like that of the 
halkwa» is owing to iu enptinett, or if not to iti 
aeipthien, at least, to the levity of its Ireighc— 
for that good fiiith, that ponctnality in engage- 
■enti, which is tha sool of all commercial as well 
as all moral rtlatioos, and which, while it gives 
to hnsiness the confidence and good nnderstand- 
log of friendship, introduces into friendship the 
regnlarity and matter-of-fiKt steadiness of bnsi« 
(—for that spirit of fiumcss and Ulierality 
pnhlk men, wliich extracts the Tims of 
personalily out of party aeal, and exhibits so 
often (too often, 1 am sorry to say, of late) the 
toochiag spectacle of the most sturdy political 
chieftains pouring out at the grsTe of their most 
TBolent antagonists such tributes, not alone of 
justice, but of cordial eulogy, as show how free 
from all private rancour was the hostility that 
separated them— and lastly (as 1 trust I may say, 
not only without infringing, but in strict accord- 
ance with, that wise tact which excludes party 
politics from a meeting like the present), fior that 
true and well-understood love of liberty, which, 
through ail changes of chance and time, has kept 
the old vessel of the Constitution sea-worthy— 
which, in spite of storms from without, and mo- 
mentary dissensions between the crew within, 
stall enables her to ride, the admiration of the 
world, and will, I trust in God, never suffer her 
to founder — for all these qualities, and many, 
many more that could be enumerated, equally 
lolty and equally valuable, the most widely-tra- 
velled Englishman may proudly say, as he sets 
foot once more on the chalky clif&, — * This 
ly own, my native land, and 1 have seen no- 
that can, in the remotest degree, compare 
with it.'— Gentlemen, 1 could not help, — in that 
fiilaem of heart, which they alone can feel to- 
wards England who have been dooased to live 
for some time out of it— paying this foeble tri- 
Imte to that most noble country, nor can 1 doubt 
the oordiality with which you will drink- 
' Prosperity, a long prosperity to Old England.'* 
This speech was hailed with the warmest ac- 
damataons, and the utmost hilarity prevailed till 

• momiqg grey began to peep. > Never did more 
gaiety, good humour, and oordiality grace a 
poet's festival, than at this farewell dinner to 

• Tom Moore.* 

To tha above specimens of our author's orato- 
rical powers, we subjoin here two other speeches, 
•f more recent daU, which be delivered on occa- 
sions which called forth all the glow of hb heart, 
and sympathy of his nature. 

On the 6th of last May, the anniverssky meet- 
ing of the patroM and friands of tha • ArtisU' 



Benevolent Fund > was held al the Freemasont' 
Tavern, the Right Hon. Frederick Robinson, 
Chancellor of the Exchequer, in the chair, la 
the course of the evening, Mr Shee, R. A., proposed 
as a toast • The health of Thomas Moore, and 
Thomas Campbell, • which was drank with en- 
thusMstic applause. Inunediately after this Mr 
Moore rose, and rotnrned thanks as follows:*— 

« I assure the meeting that 1 feel very sensibly 
and very strongly the high honour which has 
been conferred on roe, nor do 1 feel it the less 
sensibly, from the kind and warm-hearted maa* 
ner in which the loast has been proposed by my 
excellent friend and felh>w-countryroaa. To 
have my name coopled with that of BIr Gamp- 
bell, 1 feel to be no onlinary distinction. If a 
critical knowledge of the arts wera necaasary for 
a just admiration of them, I must at once adaut, 
mach as I delight in them, that I cannot boast of 
that knowledge. I am one of those uninitiated 
worshippers who admire %ery sinceroly, thongh 
perhaps I could not. Tike the initiated, give a 
perfectly satiilBctory reason for my admiration. 
1 enjoy the arts, as a roan unacquainted with 
astronomy enjoys the beauty of sun-set, or the 
brilliant wonders of a starry night. Amongst 
the many objects of commiseration with which 
the woHd unfortanately abounds, thero is not 
one that appeals more intensely to the feeUags 
(ban the family which a man of genius leaves be- 
hind him, drsolate and forsaken ; 4heir only die- 
tiuction the reflected light of a naasa which rea- 
ders their present misery more oonspicaons, aad 
the coutempbtioD of which must add poignancy 
to their sufferings. Then is no object andar 
heaven more sure to be visited with the blessings 
of success than that which has in view the alio- 
viaticm of such misery. 1 am happy to find that 
the Government, of which the Bight Honourable 
Chairman forms a ]»art, has taken the fine arts 
under their protection. It is for them a proud 
and honourable distinction, that, while they 
show they possess the talents of statesmen, they 
also prove they have the liberal feelings which 
belong to men of taste.* 

This speech was received with repeated cheer- 
ing, and the eloquent speaker sat down amidst 
the loudest applause. 

At the 37 th Anniversary of the • Utarary Fund 
Society,- Sir John Malcolm introduced the health 
of our poet in the following manner: — 

• It is another renmrk^le feature of this In- 
stitution, that its applause may be valuable lo ge- 
nius, when its money is not wanted. 1 allade to 
one now present amongst us, whom I have no& 
the honour of knowing personally, but whose 
fame is well known all over the world. I now 
claim the liberty to pay my tribute of admiration 
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to the individual in question; for, although I have 
spent a great part of my life in distant clinies, 
his fame has reached me ; and the merit of one 
of his works I am myself well able to appreciate 
— I mean Lalla Rookh — in which the author has 
combined the truth of the historian with the ge- 
nius of the poet, and the vigorous classical taste 
of his own country with the fervid imagination of 
the East. I propose the health of Mr Thomas 
Moore. > 

The health was then received with all the ho- 
nonrs ; upon which Mr Moore rose and 'said : — 

• I feel highly flattered by the compliment 
now paid me, although there are others who 
might more justly have laid claim to it — 1 allude 
to the translator of Oberon (Mr Sotheby), whose 
genius instructed, enlightened, and delighted the 
world, long ere a lay of mine appeared before the 
public. I cannot, however, but feel myself highly 
honoured by the manner in which my health has 
been received in such an assembly as the present. 
T^e soldier is delighted with the applause of his 
companions in arms ; the sailor loves to hear the 
praisei of those who have encountered the perils 
of the deep and of naval warfare; so I cannot 
help feeling somewhat like a similar pleasure 
from the approbation of those who have laboured 
with me in the same field. This is the highest 
honour which they can offer, or I can receive. 
As to the Honourable Baronet who has proposed 
my health in «o flattering a manner, I feel that 
much of what he has said may arise from the in- 
fluence of the sparkling glass which has been cir- 
culating among us. (A laugh.) I do not by any 
means say that we have yet reached the state of 
double vision (a laugh), but it is well known that 
-objects seen through a glass appear magnified and 
of a higher elevation. There is an anecdote in 
the history of literature not unconnected with 
this topic When the art of printing was first 
introduced, the types with which the first works 
were printed were taken down and converted 
into drinking-cups, to celebrate the glory of the 
invention. — To be sure, there have been other 
literary glasses not quite so poetical ; for it has 
i>een said, that as the warriorsof the North drank 
their mead in the hall <of Odin out of the skulls 
of those whom they had slain in battle — so book- 
'seHers drank their wine oat of the diulls of au- 
thors. ^Laughter and applause.) But different 
times have now arrived^ for authors have got 
their share ef the aurum potabile, and book- 
sellers have got rather tiie worst of it. There is 
one peculiarity attendant upon genius, which is 
well worth mentioning, with reference to the 
great objects of this admirable Institution. Men 
of genius, like the precious perfumes of the East, 
4ire exceedingly liable to exhaustion; and the jie- 



riod often comes when nothing of it remains but 
its sensibility; and the light, which long gave life 
to the world, sometimes terminates in becoming 
a burden to itself. (Great applause.) When we 
add to that the image of Poverty— when we con- 
sider the situation of that man of genius, who, 
in his declining years and exhausted resources, 
sees nothing before him but iudigcnce — at is 
then only that we can estimate the value of this 
Institution, which stretches out its friendly hand 
to save him from the dire calamity. (Applause.) 
This is a consideration which ought to have its 
due effect upon the minds of the easy and opu- 
lent, who may themselves be men of genius; but 
there may be others who have no property to be- 
stow upon them ; and the person who now ad- 
dresses you speaks the more feelingly, because he 
cannot be sure that the fate of genius, which he 
has just been depicting, may not one day be his 
own.» (Immense applause.) 

in 1823, Mr Moore published «The Loves of 
the Angels, » of which two French translations 
soon after appeared in Paris. While Mr Moore 
was composing this poem. Lord Byron, who then 
resided in Italy, was, by a singular coincidence, 
writing a similar poem, with the title of ■ Heaven 
and Earth,* both of them having taken the sub- 
ject from the second verse of the 6th chapter of 
Genesis: • And it came to pass, that the sons of 
God saw the daughters of men that they were 
fair ; and they took them wives of all which they 
chose. > 

The two poets presumed that the Sons of God 
were angels, which opinion is also entertained 
by some of the fathers of the Church. 

We have already alluded to our author s « Me- 
moirs of Captain Rock,* the celebrated «Rinaldo 
Rinaldini* of Ireland ; or rather the designation 
adopted by the «Rob Roys* of that unfortu- 
nately divided country. Mr Moore has since in- 
creased his reputation, as a prose writer, by his 
publication of the Life of the late Right Honour- 
able Richard Brinsley Sheridan, which, from the 
superior sources of information at his command, 
is, in a literary point of view at least, a valuable 
acquisition to the lovers of biography. 

We here annex a list of Mr Moore's works, with 
their respective dates of publication, as far as we 
have been able to verify them. 

The Odes of Anacreon, translated into English 
verse, with notes ; dedicated by permission to his 
Royal Highness the Prince of Wales (his present 
Majesty). J^to, 1800. 

A Candid Appeal to Public Confidence, or Con- 
siderations on the Dangers of the Present Crisis. 
8vo. i8o3. 

Corruption and Intolerance, two poems. 

Epistles, Odes, and other Poems. 1806. 
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Poems, under the SMumed name of the Ute 
Thomas Liule, Esq. 8vo. 1808. 

A Letter to the Roman Catholics of Dublin. 
8vo. 1810. 

M. P., or the Blue Stocking, a comic opera in 
tliree acts, perforaietl at the Lyceum. 1811. 

Intercepted Letters, or the Twopenny-Post Bag 
(in verse), by Thomas Brown the Younger. 8vo. 
1811.— Of this upwards of fourteen editions 
have appeared in Engbnd. 

A Selection of Irish Melodies, continued to 
9 nnmbers. 

Mr Moore completed the translation of Sallost, 
which had been left un6nished by Mr Arthur 
Murphy, and he superintended the printing of 
the wark for the purchaser, Mr Carpenter. 

The Sceptic, a philosophical satire. 

Lalla Rookh, an oriental romance, dedicated to 
Sanrael Rogers, Esq. 1817. 

The Fudge Family in Paris, letters in verse. 
1818. 

National Airs, continued to four numbers. 

Sacred Soufrs, two numbers. 

Ballads, Songs, etc. 

Ton Crib*s Memorial to Congress, in verse. 

Trifles Reprinted, in verse. 

Loves of the Angels. 1 8 1 3 . 

Rhymes on the Road, extracted from the jour- 
nal of a travelling member of the Pococurante 
Society. 

Bliicellaneons Poemi, by difFerent members of 
the Pococurante Society. 

Fables for the Holy Alliance, in verse. 

Ballads, Songs, Miscellaneous Poems, etc. 

Memoirs of Captain Rock. 

The Life of the late Right Honourable Richard 
Brinsley Sheridan. 

For Lalla Rookh Mr Moore received 3,ooo 
guineas of Messrs Longman and Co. For the 
Life of Sheridan he was paid a,ooo guineas by 
the same bouse. — Mr Moore enjoys an annuity 
of 5oo/. from Power, the music-seller, for the Irish 
Melodies and other lyrical pieces. He has, more- 
over, lately, we understand, engaged to write for 
the Tinas nevrspaper, at a salary of Sool. per 
annum. 

It is well known that the Memoirs of the late 
Lord Byron, written by himself, had been 
deposited in the keeping of Mr Moore, and de- 
signed as a legacy for his bene6t. It is also 
known that the latter, with the consent and at 
the desm of his lordship, had long ago sold the 
manoscripc to Mr Murray, the bookseller, for the 
amm of two thousand guineas. These memoirs 
•re, however, lost to the world: the leading facts 
relative to which were related in the following 
letter addressed by BIr Moore to the English 
jonroab:— 



• Without entering into the respective cUimS 
of Mr Murray and myself to the property in 
these memoirs (a question which, now that they 
are destroyed, can be but of little moment to any 
one), it is sufficient to say that, believing the 
manuscript still to be mine, 1 placed it at the 
disposal of Lord Byron's sister, Mrs Leigh, with 
the sole reservation of a protest against its total 
destruction— at least without previous perusal 
and consultation among the parties. The ma- 
jority of the persons present disagreed with this 
opinion, and it was the only point upon wkich Utere 
did exist any difference between us. The manu- 
script was, accordingly, torn and burnt before 
our eyes; and I immediately paid to Mr Murray, 
in the presence of the gentlemen assembled, two 
thousand guineas, with interest, etc., being the 
amount of what I owed him upon the security 
of my bond, and for which I now stand indebted 
to my publishers, Messrs Longman and Co. 

« Since then the family of Lord Byron have, in a 
manner highly honourable to themselves, pro- 
posed an arrangement, by which the sum thus 
paid to Mr Murray might be reimbursed to ne; 
but, from feelings and considerations which it 
is unnecMsary here to explain, I have respect- 
fully, but peremptorily, declined their ofler.* 

More we proceed to offer a few unprejudiced 
observations on this unpleasant subject, we deem 
it proper to lay before our readers the varioos 
opinions, pio et contra, to which this letter of 
Mr Moore gave rise. It is but justice, however, 
to Mr Moore's high and unblemished reputation 
to premise, that neither by those who regretted 
the burning of Byron's Memoirs, as a public loss, 
nor by those who condemned it as a dereliction 
of the most important duty he owed to the me- 
mory and fame of his noble-minded friend — by 
none of these, nor by any one we ever heard of, 
has Mr Moore's honour, disinterestedness, or 
delicacy— extreme delicacy— ever been, in the 
slightest degree impeached. 

The enemies of 'The Burning* said, that Mr 
Moore*s explanatory letter was an ingenious but 
not an ingenuous one — for that, at any rate, it 
threw no light on the subject.— They cavilled at 
the words • and it was the only point on which 
there did exist any difference between us,> pro- 
fessing to wonder what other • point* of any 
consequence conid possibly have been in discus- 
sion, save that of preserving or destroying the 
manuscript. They could not see, or were inca- 
pable of feeling, what paramount sense of deli- 
cacy or duty could operate upon a mind like 
Mr Moore's to counterbalance the delicacy and 
duty due to his dead friend's fiime, which, ac- 
cording to them, he had thus abandoned to a 
sea of idle specolation.— Moreover, they were 
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unable to comprehend what business Mr Murray 
the bookseller, or auy of the gentlemeu present, 
had with the business, when Mr Moore had re- 
deemed the MS., «with interest, etc.,> and with 
his oum money (that is, the sum he borrowed for 
the purpose). Finally, it was past their under- 
standing to con'ceiTe, how any person could allow 
his own fair, just, and honourably-acquired pro- 
perty to lie burnt and destroyed before his eyes, 
and against his own protested opinion, even if, 
from an honest but too sensitive deference for 
others, he had conceded so far as to withhold 
its publication to • a more convenient season;* 
or simply to preserve it as a precious relic in his 
family. 

To this, the firm supporters of church and 
state ^ the pure sticklers for public morals — the 
friends of decorum and decency— the respecters 
of the inviolability of domestic privacy — the foes 
to unlicensed wit and poetic license — the disin- 
terested and tender regarders of Lord Byron's 
character itself,— one and all, proudly replied, that 
Mr Moore had performed one of the most diffi- 
cult and most delicate duties that ever fell to the 
lot of man, friend, citizen, or christian to per- 
form, in the most manly, friendly, patriotic, and 
christian-like manner. As a man, he had nobly 
sacrificed his private interest and opinion, out of 
respect to Lord Byron's living connexions; «s a 
friend, he had evinced a real and rare friendship 
by withholding, at his own personal loss, those 
self-and- thoughtlessly-intruded specks and de- 
formities of a great character from the popular 
gaze, which delights too much to feast on the 
infirmities of noble minds. As a citizen, he had 
forborne to display sparkling wit at the expense 
of sound morality; and, finally, as a christian, he 
bar* acted like a good and faitJiful servant of the 
church, in leaving his friend's memory, and expo- 
sing his own reputation, to martyrdom, from the 
most religious and exalted motives. 

The private and particular friends of Mr 
Moore briefly and triumphantly referred to his 
unspotted character, 

Which never yet the breath of calumny had tainted, 

and they properly condemned uncharitable con- 
jecture on a subject of which the most that could 
be said was 



— — Caasa latet, vis est notisuma. 

The Examiner newspaper gave the subjoined 
statement, which, if it were properly authen- 
ticated, would at once set the matter at rest, to 
the entire justification of the Bard of Erin. 

• We were going to allude again this week to 
the question between Mr Moore and the public, 
respecting the destruction of Lord Byron's Me- 



moirs. Wc have received several letters expressing 
the extreme mortification of the writers on learn- 
ing the fact, and venting their indignation in no 
very measured tenns against the perpetrators, 
and we should not have concealed our own opi- 
nion that, however nobly Mr Thomas Moore may 
have acted as regards his ovrn interest, his pi/>- 
Ushed letter makes out no justification either in 
regard to his late illustrious friend, whose repu- 
tation was thiu abandoned without that defence, 
which probably his own pen could alone furnish, 
of many misrepresented passages in his conduct; 
or in regard to the world, which is thus robbed 
of a treasure that can never be replaced. But 
we have learnt one fact, which puts a different 
face upon the whole matter. It is, that Loiy/ 
Byron himself did not wish the Memoirs published. 
How they came into the hands of Mr Moore and 
the bookseller— for what purpose and under 
what reservations — we shall probably be at liberty 
to explain at a future time; fur the present, we 
can only say that such is the fact, as the noble 
poet's intimate friends can testify. • 

This is indeed an explanation « devoutly to be 
wished,* nor can we conceive why it should l>e 
still delayed. It is highly |irobable, however, that 
Mr Moore will himself fully and satisfactorily 
elucidate the affair, in the life he is said to be 
writing of Lord Byron. 

Such were the conflicting opinions of the time 
relating to this mysterious and painfully delicate 
subject; on which, however, we are bound to 
introduce a few summary remarks. 

When Lord Byrou's death was once ascertained, 
the whole interest of society seemed centered in 
his Memoirs. Curiosity swallowed up grief; and 
people, becoming wearied by the comments of 
other writers on him who was no more, turnetl 
with unexampled anxiety to know wliat he had 
written npon himself. Whether or not the pub- 
lic had a right to these Memoirs, is a question 
which it is not, perhaps, quite useless to discuss. 
It is, at any rate, our opinion that they had the 
right; and that the depository of the manuscript 
was no more than a trustee for the public, how- 
ever his individual interest was concerned or con- 
sulted. Lord Byron bequeathed his Memoirs to 
the world. The profits of their sale were alone 
meant for Mr Moore. Lord Byron's family had 
no pretension whatever to the monopoly. And 
though the delieate consideration of Mr Moore 
prompted his offer of having the manuscript 
perused and purified, if such be the proper word, 
by the neai'est surviving relative of Lord Byron, 
we maintain that he was right, strictly right, in 
protesting against its unconditional destruction. 

For ourselves, we think that, in respect to the 
burning, Mr Moore's conduct is not clearly un- 
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derstood or appreciated. Some blame, as we 
have shown, appears to have been attached to his 
•hare in the matter, not only in Great Britain. 
bat on the continent, where the subject eicitcd 
an interest quite as lively as in England. But it 
is our opinion that Mr Moore's conduct in the 
affair has been too hastily condemned. One duty, 
we think, remains for his performance— but onr, 
and that most imperative: it is to give to the 
world the genuine work of Lord Byron, if it be 
iu his power to do so. The opinion is at all 
events wide spread, if not well founded, that one 
ci>py at least of the original work is in existence. 
That opinion is afloat, and nothing will sink it. 
If the Life which Mr Moore is supposed to be 
preparing come out as his own production, it 
will be difficult, if not impossible, to con%ince 
the public that it \% not a compilation from the 
copy which we allude to, or from a memory pow- 
erfnlly tenacious of the original. If it be not 
avowed u» such, its genuineness will l>e doubted, 
and a doten spurious lives will probably appear, 
professing to be that^jdentical copy, of whose 
existence no one will consent to doubt. No rea- 
sooing, nothing, in fact, short of Mr Moore's 
positive assertion to the contrary, will persuade 
people that he could, for years, have run the risk 
of leaving so interesting a manuscript, or that he 
could have entrusted it, without possessing a du- 
plicate, in the hands of any one. And, at all 
events, it will be thought morally certain, that 
inon than one of those to whom it was entrusted 
had curiosity enough to ropy it; and very impro- 
bable that anjr one had honesty enough to con- 
fess it. 

Besides these reasons for the publication of 
the rail Memoirs, supposing a copy to exist, 
there is one of such puraroonnt importance, that 
we are sore it most have struck e\-cry l>ody who 
has tbonght at all upon the subject. We mean 
the retrospective injury done to the character of 
the deceased, by the conjectures which are 
abroad, as to the nature of the Memoirs he left 
behind. We do not pretend to be in the secret 
of their contents, but we are quite sure they can 
be io no way so reprehensible, as the public 
inagination, and the enemies of I^rd Byron, 
have figured them to be ; and there is one notion 
eoBceming them, of a nature too delicate to 
to«di opon, and for the removal of which no 
of individual or fimily vanity would be 
tbo high. We have, moreover, good au- 
thority for believing that the Memoirs might and 
oofkc to have been published, with perfert s.if(*tv 
to p«blic morals, and with a very considerable 
gratification to public anxiety. Curiosity, which 
is so contemptible in individuals, aMunies a ver^- 
different aspect when it is shared by society at 



I large; and o satisfEiction which may be, in most 
I instances, withheld from the one, ought very rare- 
I ly to l>e refused to the other. Nothing lias ever had 
' Mich |)ower of excitement upon the mass of man- 
i kind as private details of illustrious individuals, 
i and, most of all, what may Im* called their ronfit' \ 
! Minns: and if those individuals cliiise to make ' 
their opinions as much the property of the 
! world after their death, as their conduct and 
I their works had been l>efore, we repeat, that it is 
nothing short of a fraud uptm the public to 
• snatch away the treasure of which they were the 
! just inhcntors. Nor must it be said that the 
pro|>eity in question is of no intrinsic value. 
Kvery thing which ministers to the public indul- 
gence is of wealth proportioned to its rarity— 
and in this point of view Lord Byron's Memoirs 
were l>eyond price. If they contain gross scan- 
dal, or indecent disriosure, let such |Hirts be sup- 
pressed; and enough will Tmain amply to satiny 
all readers. But we say this merely for the sake 
of supposition, and for the purpose of refuting 
an argument founded in an extreme case; we 
have great plea.^iire in believing that the only pre- 
tence for such an imputation on the manuscrif^, 
was the selfish or squeamish act of its suppres- 
sion. 

We trust that Mr Mimre will yet consider well 
the part he has to perform ; that he is not insen- 
sible to tlie narrow scrutiny which the pnUic dis- 
plays in this affair, and which posterity will con- 
firm ; and that hewill, on this occasion, uphold the 
character for integrity and frankness which is so 
pre-eminently his. We spenk with certitude of 
his disinterested and upright feelings throughout; 
we only hope his delicacy towards others may 
not lead him too far towards the risk of his own 
popularity, or the sacrifice of what we designate j 
once more the public property. 

If credit may be given to Captain Medwin, Lonl 
Ryron was most desirous for the |M>sthumous print- 
ing of his Memoirs ; and he seems, indeed, to have 
intrusted them to Mr Moore, as a s.'ifeguard against 
that very accident into which the high-wronght 
notions of delicacy of the trustee, and his defer- 
ence to the rrlationn and friends of the illustrious 
deceased, actually betrayed them. Lord B)*ron 
seems to have been .iware of the prudery of his 
own immediate connexions; and in the way in 
which he l)e<itowed the manuscript, to have con- 
sulted at once his generous disposition towards a 
friend, and hi!( desire of security against mutila- 
tion or supprefision. On this subject Captain 
Medwin's Journal makes him speak as follows : — 
- 1 am sorry not to have a copy of my Memoirs to 
show yuu. I gave tlieiu to .Moore, or rather to | 
Moore's little boy.*' ! 

» Tbcrr is some triflion iuaivuracr in tliiv m% Mooir't ! 
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« I remember saying, * Here are two thousand 
pounds for yqu, my young friend/ I made one 
reservation in the gift — that they were not to be 
published till after my death. • 

• i have not the least objection to their being 
circulated ; in fact they have been read by some 
of mine, and several of Moore's friends and ac- 
quaintances; among others they were lent to 
Lady Durghersh. On returning the manuscript, 
her ladyship told Moore that she had transcribed 
the whole work. This was un peu fort, and he 
suggested the propriety of her destroying the 
copy, she did so, by putting it into the fire in 
his presence. Ever since this happened, Douglas 
Kinnaird has been recommending me to resume 
possession of the manuscript, thinking to frighten 
me by saying, that a spurious or a real copy» 
surreptitiously obtained, may go forth to the 
world. I am quite indifferent about the world 
knowiiig all that they contain. There are very 
few licentious adventures of my own, or scandal- 
ous anecdotes tliat will afFect others, in the book. 
It is taken up from my earliest recollections, al- 
most from childhood — very incoherent, written 
in a very loose and familiar style. The second 
part will prove a good lesson to young men ; for 
it treats of the irregular life I led at one period, 
and the fatalconsequences of dissipation. There 
are few parts that may not, and none that will 
not, be read by women.* 

In this particular Lord Byron's fate has -been 
singular; and a superstitious person might be 
startled at the coincidence of so many causes, 
all tending to hide his character from the public. 
That scandal and envy should have been at work 
with such a man is not very extraordinary; but 
the burning of his Memoirs, and the subsequent 
injunction on the publication of his Letters to 
his Mother, seem as if something more than mere 
chance had operated to preser\'e unconfuted the 
calumnies of the day, for the benefit of future 
biographers. Of these Letters a friend of ours 
was fortunate enough to obtain a glimpse, and 
never, he told us, was more innocent, and at 
the same time more valuable matter, so withheld 
from the world. It were, he observed, but an 
act of cold justice to the memory of Lord Byron 
to state, publicly, (hat they appear the reflections 
of as generous a mind as ever committed its ex- 
pression to paper: for though, indeed, the traces 
of his temperament, and of his fidse position in 
society, are there, still the sentiments are lofty 
and enthusiastic; and every line betrays the 
wannest sympathy with human suffering, and a 

son was not with him in Italy. It it nevertheleu (rue, 
as we are assured, that this was the turn which Lord Byron 
gave to bis present, in order to make \t more acceptable 
to bis friend. 



scornful indignation against mean and disgrace- 
ful vice. 

The extempore song, addressed by Lord Byron 
to Mr Moore, un the latter s last visit to Italy, 
proves the familiar intercourse and friendship 
that subsisted between him and the subject of 
this memoir. The following stanzas are very 
expressive : — 

Were 't the last drop in the well, 

As I gasp'd upon the brink, 
Ere my fainting spirit fell, 

T is to tliee that I would drink. 
In that watec, as this wine, 

The libation I would pour 
Should be — Peace to thine and mine, 

And a health to thee^ Tom Moore ! 

When Lord Byron had published his celebrated 
satire of « English Bards and Scotch Reviewers,* 
in which our poet, in common with most of his 
distinguished contemporaries was visited rather 
« too roughly* by the noble modern Juvenal, hi» 
lordship expected to be • called out,* as the 
fashionable phrase is ; but no one had courage to 
try his prowess in the field, save Mr Moore, who 
did not relish the joke about « Little's leadlesi 
pistols,* and sent a letter to his lordship in the 
nature of a challenge, but which he, by his leav- 
ing the country, did not receive. On Byron's 
return, Mr Moore made inquiry if he had received 
the epistle, and stated that, on account of certain 
changes in his circumstances, he wished to recal 
it, and become the friend of Byron, through 
Rogers, the author of « The Pleasures of Memo- 
ry,* and who was intimate with both the •distin- 
guished bards. The letter, addressed to the care 
of Mr Hanson, had been mislaid; search was 
made for it, and Byron, who at first did not like 
this offer, of one hand with a pistol, and the other 
to shake in fellowship, felt very awkward. On 
the letter being recovered, however, he delivered 
it unopened to Mr Moore, and they afterwards 
continued to the last most particular friends. 

It is but justice to the uuffueitionabh* courage 
and spirited conduct of the Bard of Erin, to ob- 
serve here, that, though Byron had stated the 
truth about the said « leadless pistols,* he had 
not stated the whole truth. The facts were these: 
Mr Jeffrey, the celebrated critic, and editor of 
the Edinburgh Review, had, in • good set phrase,* 
abused the Poems of Thomas Little, Esq., alias 
Thomas Moore, Esq.; and the latter, not chustug 
to put up with the flagellation of the then mo- 
dem Aristarchus, challenged him. When they 
arrived at Chalk Farm, the place fixed on for 
the duel, the police were ready, and deprived 
them of their fire-arms. On drawing their con- 
tents, the compound of « villanous saltpetre » was 
found, but the cold lead, 
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The piocu metal most in reqiUMlion 
On such occasions, 

t Lad somehow disappeared. The cauM was this: 
One of the balls had fallen oat in the carria^^e, 
and the seconds, with a laudable anxiety to pre- 
serve the public peace, to save the shedding of 
snch valuabla blood, and to make both eqnal, 
drew the other ball. 

In his youth Mr Moore was in the high road 
to court ^vour, and had his spirit been less in- 
dependent, we might even have had a Sir Thomas 
More in oar days. It is said that when the jnve^ 
nile Anacreon was introduced to the then Prince 
of Wales, His Eoyal Highness inquired of him 
whether he was a son of Ur Moore, the celebrated 
author of Zelaco ; and that the bard promptly 
replied, «No, Sir; 1 am the son of a grocer at 
OnUin!. 

The following anecdote shows that His Majest\ 
King George the Fourth did not forget to pay off 
the Frince of Wales*s « old score* with our poet : 
—In the king's presence, a critic, S|ieaking of the 
« Life of Sheridan,* declared that Moore had 
■mrdered his friend. • You are too severe,* said 
bis Majesty, > I caonot admit that Mr Moore has 
murdered Sheridan, but he has certainly attempted 
his life. 9 

It was not till after the Prince of Wales's in- 
vestment with regal power, that Mr Moore Icvel- 
le<l the keen shafts of his « grey goose quill* 
against that illustrious |)ersonage. He had pre- 
vion^y dedicated the translation of Anacreon to 
His Royal Highness, by whom, it is said, hi^ |)oe- 
try was much admired. We qaention, thuu(;h. 
if his verse was as palatable to the Prince Urgent 
as it had been to the Prince of H^aies. Mr Moore, 
perhaps, thought as one of his predecessors had 
done on this subject, of whom the following anec- 
dota is recorded. Pope, dining one day with 
Frederic, Prince of Wales, paid the prince many 
compliments. « I wonder,* said His Hoyal High- 
ness, «that you, who are so severe on kings, 
should be socuropIaiMot to me.* • It is,* replied 

the witty bard, « because 1 like the lion before 
his claws are grown. » 

The name of Anacreon Moore, by which our 
anthor is distinguished, is not so much his due 
from the mere circumstance of his having trans- 
lated the odes of the Teian bard, as from the 
social qualities which he is known to pofsess,and 
the convivial spirit of his muse. Mr Moore seems 
to be of opinion, that 

If with water you fill up your Qta«ses, 
Yon '11 never write an? thing wise 

For wine is the bone of Parnassus, 
Which hurries a bard to the skies. 

He is not, however, nngrateful f )r whatever share 
conviviality may have had in inspiring his muse, 



but has amply acknowledged it in the elegant 
and glowing terms in which he has celebrated 
its praises. No individual presides with more 
grace at the convivial board, nor is there one 
who<ie absence is more liable to be regretted by 
bis friends. 

Being on one occasion prevented from attend- 
ing a banquet where he was an eipected guest, 
and where, in consequence, every thing seemed 
(to use a familiar phrase) out of sorts, a gentle- 
man, in the fervour of his disappointment, ei- 
claimed, • Give us but one Anacreon mortf ye 
go<Is, what4>vcr else you deny us.* 

Presiding once at a tavern dinner, where some 
of the roni|iany were complaining that there was 
no game at the table, a gentleman present, al- 
luding to the fascinating manners of Mr Moore, 
who akept the table in a roar,* said, 'Why, 
gentlemen, whnt bettrr game would you wish 
than mnttr game, of which I am sure you have 
abundance?* 

At another time, after the pleasures of the e%'e- 
ning had been extended to a pretty late hour, 
.Mr 1). proposed, as a concluding bumper, the , 
health of Mr M(N)re; a toast which, having l>een J 
twice drank in the course of the evening, was 
objected to as unnecessary-. Mr !>., however, 
persisted in giving the toast; and quoted in sup- 
port of it the following passage from Mr Moore's \ 
translation of the eighth ode of Anacreon. • Let ! 
us drink it now,* said he, 

For ilcitli mar come with brow unplcat-iot. 
Mar come when lrai!«t we wish him present. 
And beckon to the viblr shore. 
And (jrinilT bid us — drink no More ' 

We here terminate the Biographical part of 
our sketch ; and, after a few introductory and 
general remarks, shall proceed to take a critical 
review of our author's principal works, including 
some interesting sketches and anecdotes of ancient 
minstrelsy, illustrative of the -Irish Melodies.* 

Moore is not, like Wordsworth or Coleridge, 
the poet's poet; nor is it necessary, in order to 
enjoy his writings, that Jwe should create a taste 
for them other than what we recei>ed from nature 
and education. Yet his style is contemned as 
tinsel and artificial, whereas the great praise be- 
stowed on those preferred to it is, that they are 
the only true natural.— Now if it requires study 
and progressive taste lo arrive at a sense of the 
natural, and but common feeling to enjoy the 
beauties of the artificial, then certainly these 
names have changed places since we met them 
in the dictionary. 

Formerly, people were content with estimating 
l>ooks— persons are the present objects univer- 
sally. It is not the pleasure or utility a volume 
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afFordit, which is takeu into consideratioo, bat 
the genius which it indicates. Each person is 
anxious to fonn his scale of excellence, and to 
range great names, living or dead, at certain in- 
tervals and in different grades, self being the 
hidden centre whither all the comparisons vei^e. 
In former times works of authors were composed 
with ideal or ancient models, — the humble crowd 
of readers were content to peruse and admire. 
At present it is olhcrwise, — every one is con- 
scious of having either written, or at least having 
been able to write a book, and consequently all 
literary decisions affect them personally: — 

Scribendi nihil a me alienum puto, 

is the language of the age, and the most insigni- 
ficant calculate on the wonders they might have 
effected, had chance thrown a pen in their way. 
— The literary character has, in fact, extended 
itself over the whole face of society, with all Uie 
evils that D'Israeli has enumerated, and ten times 
more — it has spread its fibres through all ranks, 
sexes, and ages. There no longer exists what 
writers used to call a public — that disinterested 
tribunal has long since merged in the body it 
used to try. Put your finger on any head in a 
crowd — it belongs to an author, or the friend of 
one, and your great authors are supposed to pos- 
sess a quantity of communicable celebrity: an 
intimacy with one of them isasortofprincipaHty, 
and a stray anecdote picked dp rather a valuable 
sort of possession. These people are always cry- 
ing out against personality, and personality is 
the whole business of their lives. They can con- 
sider nothing as it is by itself; the cry is, « who 
wrote it ?• — •• what manner of man is he?» — 
■ where did he borrow it?» They make pup- 
pets of literary men by their impatient cariosity; 
and when one of themselves is dragged from his 
malign obscurity in banter or whimsical revenge, 
he calls upon all the gods to bear witness to the 
malignity he is made to suffer. 

It is this spirit which has perverted criticism, 
and reduced it to a play of words. To liivour 
this vain eagerness of comparison, all powers and 
faculties are resolved at once into genius — that 
vague quaJity, the supposition of which is at 
every one's command ; and characters, sublime in 
one respect, as they are contemptible in another, 
are viewed under this one aspect. The man, the 
poet, the philosopher, are blended, and the attri- 
butes of each applied to all without distinction. 
One person inquires the name of a poet, because 
he is a reasoner; another, because he is mad; 
another, because he is conceited. Johnson*s as- 
sertion is taken for granted— that genius is but 
great natural power directed towards a particu- 
lar object: thus all are reduced to the same 



scale, and measured by the same standard. This 
fury of comparison knows no bounds; its abet- 
tors, at the same time that they reserve to them- 
selves the full advantage of dormant merit, make 
no such allowance to established authors. They 
judge them rigidly by their pages, assume that 
their love of fame and emolument would not al- 
low them to let any talent be idle, and will not 
hear any arguments advanced for their unex- 
pected capabilities. 

The simplest and easiest effort of the mind 
is egotism, — it is but baring one's own breast, 
disclosing its carious mechanism, and giving ex- 
aggerated expressions to every-day feeling. Yet 
no productions have met with such success; — 
what authors cau compete, as to popularity, with 
Montaigne, Byron, Rousseau? Yet we cannot 
but believe that there have been thousands of 
men in the world who could have walked the 
same path, and perhaps met with the same suc- 
cess, if they had had the same confidence. Pas- 
sionate and reflecting minds are not so rare ai 
we sup{K>se, but the boldness that sets at nought 
society is. Nor could waut of courage be the 
only obstacle: there are, and have been, we 
trust, many who would not exchange the privacy 
of their mental sanctuary, for the indulgence of 
spleen, or the feverish dream of popular celebrity. 
And if we can give credit for this power to the 
many who have lived unknown and shanned 
publicity, how much more must we not be in- 
clined to allow to him of acknowledged genius, 
and who has manifested it in works of equal 
beauty, and of greater merit, inasmuch as they 
are removed from self? It has been said by a 
great living author and poet,' that • the choice of 
a Subject removed from self is the test of ge- 
nius. • 

These considerations ought, at least, to pre- 
vent us from altogether merging a writer's ge- 
nius in his works, and from using the name of 
the fioem and that of the poet indifferently. 
For our part, we think that if Thomas Moore 
had the misfortune to be metaphysical, he mi^t 
have written such a (x>em as the Excursion, — 
that had he condescended to borrow, and at the 
same time disguise the feelings of the great Lake 
Poets, he might perhaps have written the best 
parts of Childe Harold— and had he the disposition 
or the whim to be egotistical, he might lay bare a 
mind of his own as proudly and as i>assionately 
organized as the great lord did, whom some one 
describes « to have gutted himself Ltody and son], 
for all the world to walk in and see the show.* 

So much for the preliminary cavils which are 
thrown in the teeth of Moore's admirers. They 

» Coleridfje. 
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liaTe bctn picked np by the umU fry of cricks, 
wlio coBUBenced tlieirT career with a fnriovf at- 
tack on kim, Pope, and Campl>ell, bot have since 
thonght it becoming to grow out of tbeir early 
liking*. And at preieut tbey profen to prefer 
the great works which they have never read, and 
which they will ne^er be able to read, to those 
classic iwems, of which they have been the roost 
deslmctive enemies, by bethumbing and quoting 
tbeir beauties into triteness and common-place. 

The merits of Pope and of Moore have sulTier- 
ed depreciation from the same cante— >the faci- 
lity of being imitated to a certain degree. And 
as vulgar admiration seldom penetrates beyond 
this degree, the conclusion it that nothing can be 
easier than to write like, and even equal to, ei- 
ther of these poets. In the universal self-com- 
pariacHi, which is above Moentioned, as the fbun- 
dalioa of BMKlem criticism, feeling is atsomed to 
be genins— the passive 14 considered to imply the 
active power. No opinion u more common or 
more fallacioas— it is the • flattering unction* 
which has inundated the world with versifiers, 
and which seems to under-nite the merit of com- 
positiotts, in which there is more ingenuity and 
elegance than passion. Genins is considered to 
be little more than a ca|iahility of excitement^ 
the greater the passion the greater the merit ; 
and the school-boy key on which Mr Moore's 
love and heroism are usually set, is not considered 
by any raider be^-ond his reach. This is cer- 
tainly Moore's great defect ; but it is more that 
of hb taste than of any superior fsculty. 

We shall now proceed to notice the most la- 
boured and most splendid of Mr Moore's produc- 
tiooa — > Lalla Rookh • : — 

Then if, while «crae« so gtand* 

So braatifuU iliioe before thee, 
Frirfe, Cmr thine own dear land. 

Should haply b« ttealinf o'er thee; 
Oh ! let grief come firkl. 

O'er pride itielf victnriooi. 
To think how man hath cnrtt. 

What Heaven hath made 10 gloriooa. 

Several of our mcMleni |»oets had already cho- 
sen tbe loznriant climate of the East for their ima- 
gioaCioBs to revel in, and body forth their shapes 
of light; bot it is no less observable that they 
had ganerally failed, and the cause we believe to 
be tbb— that the partial conception and confined 
knowledge which they naturally |>ossessed of a 
conntry, so opposed in the character of its iuha- 
bitants and the aspect of its scenery to their own, 
occasioned them, after the nuiuiier of all imper- 
fect apprehenders, to seixe u|n>u its prominent 
features and obvioiu characteristics, without en- 
tering more deeply into it* spirit, or catching its 
retired and less palpable beauties. The sudden 
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transplantation of an Kuropeanmind into Asiatic 
scenes can »eldom be favourable to its welM>eing 
and progress ; at least none but those of the first 
order would he enabletl to keep their imagina- 
tions from degenerating into inconsistency and 
bombast, amid the swarms of novelties which 
start up at every step. Thus it is that, in nearly 
all the oriental poems added to our literature, 
we had the same monotonous assemblage of ii>> 
sipid images, tlrawn from the peculiar phenomena 
and natural appeArances of the country. 

We have always considered Asia as natmrally 
the home of poetry, and the creator of poets. 
What makes Greece so poetical a country' is, that 
at every ste]> we stumble over recollections of 
departetl grandeur, and behold the scenes where 
the human mind has glorified itself for ever, 
and played a |tart the records of which cm 
never ilie. Rot in .\sia, to the same cham^of 
viewing the pl.ioes of former power— of compar- 
ing the present with the pa»l~ there is added a 
loiurinnre of climate, and an irarivalled beauty 
of external ii.ilnre, which, ever according with 
the |N)et's soul. 

Temper, and do befit him to obey 
Hi|;h iiitpiratHin. 

It was reserved for Mr Moore to redeem the 
character of oriental |>oetry, in a work which 
stands distinct, alone, and proudly pre-eminent 
.'ibove all that had preceded it on the same sub- 
ject. 

Never, indee<I, has the land of the sun shone 
out so bri|;htly on the children of the north — nor 
the sweets of Asia }>een poured forth— nor her 
gorgeousness displayed so profusely to tbe de-> 
lighted senses of tlurope, as in the fine oriental 
romance o( Lalla Rookh. The beauteous forms, 
the dazzling splendours, the breathing odours of 
the East, found, at last, a kindred |M>et in that 
Green Isle of the West, whose genius has long 
been suspecte<l to be derived from a warmer 
clime, and here wantons and luxuriates in these 
voluptuouA regions, as if it felt that it had at 
length recognised its nativeelement. It is amaxing, 
inde<'d, how much at home Mr Moore seems to be 
in India, Persia, and Arahia ; and how purely 
and strictly Asiatic all the colouring ond imagery 
of his poem ap|>ears. He is thoroughly ioihueii 
with the character of the scenes to which he traos- 
|K>rts us ; and yet the extent of his knowledge is 
less wonderful than the dexterity and apparent 
facility with which he has turned it to a<'Count, 
in the elucidation and embellishment of his poetry. 
There is nut a simile, a description, a name, a 
trait of history, or allusion of romance, which 
belongs to European experience, or does not iu- 
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(licate entire familiarity with the life, nature, and 
learning of the East. 

Nor are the barbaric ornaments thinly scat- 
tered to make up a show. They are showered 
lavishly over the whole work; and form, perhaps, 
too much the staple of the poetry, and the riches 
of that which is chiefly distinguished for its rich- 
ness. We would confine this remark, however, 
to the descriptions of external objects, and the 
allusions to literature and history — to what may 
be termed the nMtiricl of the poetry we are speak- 
ing of. The characters and sentiments are of a 
different order. They cannot, indeed, be said to 
be copies of an European nature ; but still less 
like that of any other region. They are, in truth, 
poetical imaginations ;— but it is to the poetry of 
rational, honourable, considerate, and humane 
Europe that they belong— and not to the child- 
ishness, cruelty, and proHigacy of Asia. 

Tnere is something very extraordinary, we 
think, in this work — and something which indi- 
cates in the author, not only a great exuberance 
of talent, but a very singular constitution of ge- 
nius. While it is more splendid in imagery — and 
for the most part in very good taste— more rich 
in sparkling thoughts and original conceptions, 
and more full indeed of exquisite pictures, both 
of all sorts of beauties, and all sorts of virtues, 
and all sorts of sufferings and crimes, than any 
other poem we know of; we rather think we speak 
the sense of all classes of readers, when we add, 
that the effect of the whole is to mingle a certain 
feeling of disappointment with that of admira- 
tion,— to excite admiration rather than any warm- 
er sentiment of delight— to dazzle more than to 
enchant — and, in the end, more frequently to star- 
tle the fancy, and fatigue the attention, with the 
constant succession of glittering images and high- 
strained emotiotis, than to maintain a rising in- 
terest, or win a growing sympathy, by a less pro- 
fuse or more systematic display of attractions. 

The style is, on the whole, rather diffuse, and 
too unvaried in its character. But its greatest 
fault is the uniformity of its brilliancy — the want 
of plainness, simplicity, and repose. We have 
heard it observed by some very zealous admirers 
of Mr Moore's genius, that you cannot open thi« 
book without finding a cluster of beauties in every 
page. Now, this is only another way of expressing 
I what we think its greatest defect. No work, 
t consisting of many pages, should have detached 
and distinguishable beauties in every one of them. 
No great work, indeed, should have many beau- 
ties: if it were perfect it would have but one, and 
that but faintly perceptible, except on a view of 
the whole. Look, for example, at what is the 
most finished and exquisite production of human 
art — the design and elevation of a Grecian temple. 



in its old severe simplicity. What penury of or- 
nament — what neglect of beauties of detail — 
what masses of plain surface— what rigid econo- 
mical limitation to the useful and the necessary ! 
The cottage of a peasant is scarcely more simple 
in its structure, and has nut fewer parts that are 
superfluous. Yet what grandeur — what elegance 
— what grace and completeness in the « effect! 
The whole is beautiful— because the beauty is in 
the whole ; but there is little merit in any of-the 
parts except that of fitness and careful finishing. 
Contrast this with a Dutch, or a Chinese plea- 
sure-house, where every part is meant to be 
beautiful, and the result is deformity— where 
there is not an inch of the surface that is not 
brilliant witli colour, and rough with curves and 
angles,— and where the eH^ect of the whole is dis- 
pleasing to the eye and the taste. We are as for 
as possible from meaning to insinuate that Mr 
Mooi-e's poetry is of this description ; on the con- 
trary, we think his ornaments are, for the most 
part, truly and exquisitely beautiful; and the 
general design of his pieces extremely elegant and 
ingenious: all that we mean to say is, that there 
b too much ornament — too many insulated and 
independent beauties— and that the notice and 
the very admiration they excite, hurt the interest 
of the general design, and withdraw our attention 
too importunately from it. 

Mr Moore, it appears to us, is too lavish of his 
gems and sweets, and it may truly be said of 
him, in his poetical capacity, that he would be 
richer with half his wealth. His works are not 
only of rich materials and graceful design, but 
they are every where glistening with small beau- 
ties and transitory inspirations — sudden flashes 
of fancy that blaze out and perish ; like earth- 
bom meteors that crackle in the lower sky, and 
unseasonably divert our eyes from the great and 
lofty bodies which pursue their harmonious 
courses in a serener region. 

We have spoken of these as faults of style — 
but they could scarcely have existed without 
going deeper; and though they first strike us as 
qualities of the composition only, we find, upon 
a little reflection, that the same general character 
belongs to the fable, the characters, and the sen- 
timents — that they all are alike in the excess of 
their means of attraction — and fail to interest, 
chiefly by being too interesting. 

We have felt it our duty to )K)int out the faults 
of our author's poetry, particularly in respect to 
Lalla Rookh, but it would be quite unjust to cha- 
racterize that splendid poem by its faults, which 
are infinitely less conspicuous than its manifold 
beauties. There is not only a richness and bril- 
liancy of diction and imagery spread over the 
whole work, that indicate the greatest activity and 
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^legance of foncy in the aathor; bat it is erery 
where penraded, still more ftrikingly, by • 
strain of tender and noble feeling, poared out 
with such warmth and abundance, at to steal in- 
senaibly on the heart of the reader, and gradually 
to overflow it with a tide of sympathetic emotion. 
liiere are passages indeed, and these neither few 
nor brief, over which the very genius of poetry* 
seems to have breathed his richest enchantment 
— where the melody of the verse and the beauty 
of the images conspire so harmoniously with the 
force and tenderness of the emotion, that the 
whole ia blended into one deep and bright 
streaiB of sweetness and feeling, along which the 
spirit of the reader is borne passively through 
long reaches of delight. Mr Moore's poetry, 
indeed, where his happiest vein is opened, realizes 
more exactly than that of any other writer, 
die splendid account which is given by Comus ' 
of the song of 

Kb oiolhrr Circe, and the ureos three. 

Amid the flowenr-kirtled Naiadn, 

Who, •• tbev tone, would take the prisoa'd soul. 

And lap it in El^^nni. 

And tboogh it is certainly to be regretted that he 
shcmld occasionally have broken the measure with 
move frivolous strains, or filled up its intervals 
with a tort of brilliant falsetto^ it should never 
be forgotten, that his excellencies are as peculiar 
to himself as his faults, and, on the whole, we 
may assert, more characteristic of liis genius. 

The legend of Lalla Rookh is ver^- sweetly aud 
gaily told; and is adorned with many tender a« 
well aa lively passages— without reckoning amonj; 
the latter the occasional criticisms of the omni- 
scient Fadbdeen, the majjnificent and most in- 
fallible grand chamberlain of the hararo— who«p 
sayings and remarks, by the by, do not agree ver^ 
well with the character which is assigned him — 
being for tUe most part very smart, snappish, and 
acnte, and by no means solemn, stupid, and pom- 
pons, aa one would have expected. Mr Moore'si 
genius, perhaps, is too inveterately lively, to 
make it possible for him even to counterfeit dul- 
ness. We must now take a slight glance at the 
poetry. 

The first piece, entitled the Veiled Prophet of 
Rborasnn,u the longest, aud, we think, certainly 
not the best of the series. The story, which is not 
in all itsparu extremely intelligible, is founded 
on a vision, in d'Uerbelot, of a daring impostor 



• MilUMi, who was much patrontwd by the illutlrioa* 
of Egenoa, wrote ihe Mask of ComuM upon John 
Egertoo, ibeo £ari of Bridfjewater, when that nobleman, 
io ig34« was appointed Lord President of the principaliiv 
of Wales. It was performed by three of his Lordship's 
children, before the Earl, at Lndlow Castle.->5ce the Work s 
of tibe preumt Bmrl of Bridytwuter, 
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of the early age* of blamism, who pretended to 
have received a later and more authoritative 
mission than that of the Prophet, and to be des- 
tined to overturn all tyrannies and superstitions 
on the earth, and to rescue all souls that believed 
in him. To shade the celestial radiance of his 
brow, he always wore a veil of silver gauxe, and 
was at last attacked by the Caliph, and extermi- 
nated with all his ailherents. On this story Mr 
Moore has engrafted a romantic and not very 
prol>able tale: yet, even with all its faults, it pos- 
sesses a charm almost irresistible, in the volume 
of sweet sounds and beautiful images, which are 
heaped together with luxurious profosioo in the 
general texture of the style, and invest even the 
faults of the story with the gracefol amplitude of 
their rich and figured veil. 

• Paradise and the Peri> has none of the faults 
jtut alluded to. It is full of spirit, elegance, and 
beauty; and, though slight in iu structure, breathes 
throughout a most pure and engaging morality. 

• The Fire-worshippers ■ appears to ns to be 
indisputably the finest and most powerful poem 
of them all. With all the richness and beauty of 
diction that lielong to the best parts of Mokanna, 
it has a far more interesting story ; and is not 
liable to the objections that arise against the con- 
trivance and structure of the leading poem. 1 he 
general tone of the Fire*worshippers is certainly 
too much strained, but, in spite of that, it is a 
work of great genius and beauty ; and not only 
delights the fsncy by its general brilliartcy and 
spirit, but moves all the tender and noble feelings 
with a deep and [)owerful agitation. 

The last piece, entitled • The light of the 
Haram," is the gayest of the whole ; and is of a 
very slender fabric as to fuble or invention. In 
truth, it has scarcely any story at all; but is 
made up almost entirely of beautiful songs and 
fascinating descriptions. 

On the whole, it may lie said of • Lalla Rookh,* 
that its great fault consists in its profuse finery ; 
but it should be obser>'e<i, that this finery is not 
the vulgar ostentation which so often disguises 
poverty or meanness— but, as we have before 
hinted, the extravagance of excessiva wealth. Its 
great chano is in the inexhaustible copiousness of 
its imagery — the sweetness and ease of its diction 
— and the beauty of the objects and sentiments 
with which it is conceived. 

Whatever popularity Mr Moore may have ac-* 
quired as the author of l.alla Rookh, etc., it is as 
theauthnruf the « Irish Mclo<lies> that he will go 
down to |>OHterity unrivalled and alone in that 
delightful species of composition. Lord Byron has 
very justly and prophetically ol>ser%-ed, that 
> Moore is one of the few writers who will survive 
the age in which he so deservedly flourishes, lie 



will live in his ' Irish Melodies' ; they will go down 
to posterity with the music; hoth will last as long 
as Ireland, or as roasic and )ioetry.» 

If, indeed, the anticipation of lasting celebrity 
be the chief pleasure for the attainment of which 
poets bestow their labour, certainly no one can 
have engaged so much of it as Thomas Moore. 
It is evident that writers who fail to command 
immediate attention, and who look only to pos- 
terity for a just estimate of their merits, must 
feel more or less uncertainty as to the ultimate 
result, even though they should appreciate their 
own productions as highly as Milton his Paradise 
Lost ; while they who succeed in obtaining a laqje 
shafe of present applause, cannot but experience 
frequent misgivings as to its probable duration : 
prevailing tastes have so entirely changed, and 
works, the wonder and delight of one generation, 
have -been so completely forgotten in the next, 
that extent of ceputation ought rather to alarm 
than assure an author in respect to his future 
fame. 

But Mr Moore, independently of poetical 
powers of the highest order — independently of the 
place he at present maintains in the public esti- 
mation— > has secured to himself a strong hold of 
celebrity, as durable as the English tongue. 

Almost every European nation has a kind of 
primitive music, {)eculiar to itself ; consisting of 
short and simple tunes or melodies, which at the 
same time that they please cultivated and scien- 
tific ears, are the object of passionate and almost 
exclusive attainment by the great body of the 
people, constituting, in fact, pretty nearly the 
sam of their musical knowledge and enjoyment. 
Being the first sounds with which the infant 
is soothed in his nursery, with which he is lulled 
to repose at night, 'and excited to animation in 
the day, they ifaake an impression on the imagina- 
tion that can never afterwards be effaced, and 
are consequently handed down from parent to 
child,from generation to generation, with as much 
uniformity as the family features and dispositions. 
It is evident, therefore, that he who first success- 
fully invests them with language, becomes thereby 
himself a component part of these airy existences, 
and commits his bark to a favouring wind, before 
which it shall pass on to the end of the stream of 
time. 

Without such a connexion as this with the na- 
tional music of Scotland, it seems to us, that Allan 
Ramsay's literary existence must have terminated 
its earthly career long since ; but, in the divine 
melody of • The Yellow-Jiaird Laddie,* he has se- 
cured n passport to future ages, which mightier 
poets might envy, and which will be heard and 
acknowledged as long as the world has ears to 
hear. 



This is not a mere fancy of the uninitiated, 
or the barbarous exaggeration of a musical savage 
who has lost his senses at hearing Orpheus's hurdy- 
gurdy, because he never heard any thing better. 
One of the greatest composers that ever charmed 
the world— the immortal Haydn— on being re- 
quested to add symphonies and accompaniments 
to the Scotch airs, was so convinced of their du- 
rability, that he replied — « Mi vanto di questo 
lavoro, e per cio mi lusingo di vivere in Scoua 
molti anni dopo la mia morte.» 

It is not without reason, therefore, that Mr 
Moore indnlges in this kind of second-sight, and 
exclaims (on hearing one of his own melodies 
re-echoed from a bugle in the mountains of Ril- 
lamey), 

Ob, forgive it, while litteaiag to music, whose breath 
Secin'd to circle bit name with a charm a^inst death. 
He should feel a proud spirit within him proclaim. 
Even so shalt thou live in the echoes of fame; 
Even so, though thy mem'ry should now die away, 
'T will be can(;ht up apain in some happier day. 
And the hearts and the voices of Erin prolong. 
Through the answering future, thy name and thy soof! 

In truth, the subtile essences of these tunes present 
no object upon which time or violence can act. 
Pyramids may moulder away, and bronzes be 
decomposed ; but the breeze of heaven which 
fanned them in their splendour shall sigh around 
them in decay, and by its mournful sound awaken 
'all the recollections of their former glory. Thus, 
when generations shall have snnk into the grave, 
and printed volumes been consigned to oblivion, 
traditionary strains shall prolong our poet's exist- 
ence, and his future fame shall not be less certain 
than his present celebrity. 

Like the gale that sighs along 

Beds of oriental flowers. 
Is the grateful breath of song. 

That once was heard in happier hours; 
Fill'd with balm the gale sighs on, 

Though the flowers have snnk in death ; 
So when the Bard of Love is gone. 

His mem'ry lives in Mu:iic's breath ! 

Almost every European nation, as we before 
observed, has its own peculiar set of popular 
melodies, differing as much from each other in 
character as the nations themselves ; bat there 
are none more marked or more extensively 
known than those of the Scotch and Irish. Some 
of these may be traced to a very remote era; 
while of others the origin is scarcely known; md 
this is the case, especially, with the airs of Ire- 
land. With the exception of those which were 
produced by Carolan, who died in 1738, there 
are few of which we can discover the dates or 
comj>osers. | 



A SKETCH OF THOMAS MOORE. 



XVII 



That nnny of thefe airs poatgn (^at beauty 
and pathos, do one can doabt who u acqaainted 
with the flelections that have heen made by Mr 
Moore; hot as a genus or a style, they also ex- 
hibit the roost nneqaiTocal proofs of a rode and 
barfasnms origin ; and there b scarcely a more 
striking instance of the proneness of mankind to 
exalt the sapposed wisdom of their ancestors, and 
to lend a ready ear to the manrellons, than the 
ezaggtaratad praise which the authors of this mn- 
SIC have obtained. 

It is natural to suppose that in music, as in all 
other arts, the p ro g r as a of savage man was gra- 
dual ; that there is no more reason for supposing 
he should have discovered at once the seven notes 
of the scale, than that he should have been able 
at <»ce to find appropriate language fur all the 
nice distinrtions of morals or metaphysics. We 
shall now pass to some interesting accounU of the 
Bards of the «olden time,* which come within the 
scope of our subject when speaking of the present 
BanI of Erin, and his • Irish Melodies.* 

Dr Aimey observes, that « the first Greek roo- 
sidaoa were gods ; the second, heroes ; the third, 
banlt; the fourth, beggars!* During the infancy' 
of magic in every country, the wonder and af- 
foctioas of the people were gained by surprise; 
but when musicians became numerous, and the 
art was regarded of easier acquirement, they 
lost dieir fcvonr, and, from being seated at the 
Ublea of kmgs, and helped to the first cut, thry 
were reduced to the most abject state, and rankeil 
amongst rogues and vagabonds. That this wa<i 
the cause of the supposed retrogradation of Irish 
mnacy we shall now proceed to show, by some 
curious extracts firom contemporary writers. 

The Bards, the eariiest professors of whom we 
haive not any account, having united to their 
capacity of musicians the function of priests, 
could not iail to obtain for themselves, in an age 
of ignorance and credulity, all the influence and 
respect which that useful and deserving class of 
men have never £iiled to retain, even among na- 
tions who esteem themselves the most enlight- 
ened. But the remotest period in which their 
character of musician was disengaged from that 
of primt is also the period assigned to the high- 
est .triuasph of their secular musical skill and re- 
ipeetubility. • It is certain,* says Mr Bunting 
(in his Historical and Critical Dissertation on the 
llarp), • C^f the further we exphrr, whiU ytt any 
Uykt remains, the more highly is irish border min" 
Mireby extoUed,* 

• The oUlest Irish tunes (says the same writer) 
are iuid to be the most perfect^* and hutory ac- 
cords with this opinion. Vin. Galilei, Bacon, 
SCaniihnrst, Spenser, ami Camden, in the i6th 
ceatvry, spaak warmly of Irish version, but not 



so highly as Pulydore Virgil and Major, in the 
tSth, Clynn, in the middle of tlie i4th, or For- 
dun, in the i3th. As we recede yet further, we 
find Giraldus Cambrensis, G. Brompton, and John 
of Salisbury, in the lath century, bestowing still 
more lofty encomiums ; and these, again, falling 
short of the science among us in the 1 1 th anil 
loth centuries. In conformity with this. Fuller, 
in hu account of the Crusade conducted by God- 
frey of Bologne, says, • Yea, we might well think 
that all the concert of Christendom in this war 
would have made no music, if the irisk Harp had 
been wanting.* 

In thoae early times the Irish bards were in- 
vested with wealth, honours, and influence. 
They wore a robe of the same colour as that 
used by kings ; were exempted from taxes and 
plunder, and were billeted on the country from 
Allhallow-tide to May, while every chief bnnl 
had thirty of inferior note under his orders, and 
e%ery second-rate bard fifteen. 

John of Salisbury, in the lath century, says, 
that the great aristocrats of hb day imilate<l 
Nero in their extravagant love of fi«ldling and 
singing ; that • they prostituted their favour by 
bestowiiig it on minstrels and buffoons; and 
that, by a certain foolish and shamrfol munili- 
cence, they expended immense suns of UMney on 
their frivolous exhibitions.* • The courts of 
princes,* says another contemporary writer, « are 
filled with crowds of minstrels, who extort from 
them gold, silver, horses, and vestments, by tlieir 
flattering songs. I have known some princex 
who have bestowed on these minstrels of the De- 
vil, at the very first word, the most curious gar- 
ments, Iteautifully embroidered with flowers and 
pictures, which had cost them twenty or thirty 
marks of silver, and which they had not worn 
altove seven days !• 

From the foregoing account, by Salisbury 
John, the twelfth century must, verily, have been 
the true golHen age for the sons of the lyre ; who 
were then, it seems, clothed in purple and fine 
linen, and fared sum|)tuonsly e^ery day. It i« 
true, they were flatterers and parasites, and did 
• dirty work * for it in those days ; but, at any 
rate, princes were then more generous to their 
poet-laureates, and the sackbut and tlie song 
were better paid for than in a simple butt ot 
sack. 

According to Stowe, the minstrel had still a 
ready admission into the presence of kings in the 
4th century. S|>eaking of the celebration of the 
feast of Pentecost at Westminster, he says, • In 
the great hall, when sitting royally at the table, 
with his peers about him, there entered a woman 
adorned like a minstrel, sitting on a great horse, 
trapped as minstrels then used, who rode about 
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the table thowiug paitine^ and at length came 
op to the king's table, and laid before him a let- 
ter, and, forthwith tnmiiig her hone, tainted 
every one and defiarted: when the letter was 
read, it was found to conlain animadversions on 
the king. The door-keeper, being threatened 
for admitting her, replied, that it was not the 
custom of the king's palace to deny admission to 
minstrels, especially on such high solemnities 
and feast-clays.* 

In Froissart, too, we may plainly see what ne- 
cessary appendages to greatness the minstrels 
were esteemed, and upon what familiar terms 
they lived with their masters. When the four 
Irish kings, who had submitted theonselves to 
Richard II. of England, were sat at table, • on 
the first dish being served they made their min- 
strels and principal servants sit beside them, and 
eat from their plates, and drink from their 
cups.* The knight appointed by Richard to at- 
tend them having objected to this custom, on 
another day • ordered the tables to be laid out 
and covered, so that the kings sat at an upper 
table, the minstrels at a middle one, and the ser- 
vants lower still. The royal guests looked at 
each other, and refused to eat, saying, that he 
deprived them of their good old custom in which 
fhey had been brooght up.* 

However, in the reign of Edward II., a public 
edict was issued, putting a check upon this li- 
cense, and limiting the number of minstrels to 
four per diem admissible to the tables of the 
great. It seems, too, that about this period the 
minstrels had sunk into a kind of upper servants 
of the aristocracy : they wore their lord's livery, 
and sometimes riiaved the crown of their heads 
like monks. 

When war and hunting formed almost the ex- 
clusive occupation of the great; when their sur- 
plus revenues could only be employed in sup- 
porting idle retainers, and no better means could 
he devised for passing the long winter evenings 
than drunkenness and gambling, it may readily 
be conceived how welcome these itinerant musi- 
cians must have been in baronial halls, and how 
it must have flattered the pride of our noble an- 
cestors to listen to the eulogy of their own 
achievements, and the length of their own pedi- 
grees. 

Sir William Temple says, « the great men of 
the Irish septs, among the many officers of their 
family, which continued always in the same races, 
had not only a physician, a huntsman, a smith, 
and such like, but a poet and a tale-teller. The 
first recorded and sung the actions of their ances- 
tors, and entertained the company at feasts; the 
latter amused them with tales when they were 
melancholy and conld not sleep; and a very gal- 



lant gentleman of the north of Ireland has told 
me, of his own experience, that in his wolf4iiail- 
ings there, when, he used to be abroad in fhm 
mountains three or four days together, and lay 
▼ery ill a-nights, so as he could not well sleep, 
they would bring him one of these tale-tellers, 
that when he lay down would begin a story of a 
king, a giant, a dwarf, or a damsel, and such 
rambling stuff, and continue it all night long in 
snch an even tone, that you heard it going on 
whenever you awaked, and believed nothing 
any physicians give could have so good and so 
innocent an effect to make men sleep, in any 
pains or distempers of body or mind.* 

In the reign of Elizabeth, however, civilisation 
had so far advanced, that the music which had 
led away the great lords of antiquity no longer 
availed to delude the human understanding, or 
to prevent it from animadverting on the perni- 
cious effects produced by those who cultivated 
the tuneful art. Spenser, iu his view of the state 
of Ireland, says, « There is amongst the Irish a 
certain kind of people called Banles, which are 
to them instead of poets, whose profession is Co 
set forth tlie praises or dispraises of men in their 
poems or rithmes ; the which are had in so high 
regard and estimation among them, that none 
dare displease them, fur fear to run into reproach 
through their offence, and to be made infamous 
in the mouths of all men. Fur their verses are 
taken up with a general applause, and naually 
snng at all feasts and meetings by certain other 
persons whose proper function that is, who also 
receive for the same great rewards and reputa- 
tion amongst them. These Irish Rardes are, for 
the most part, so far from instructing young men 
in moral discipline, that themselves do more de- 
serve to be sharply disciplined ; for they seldom 
use to choose unto themselves the doings of good 
men for the aqruments of their poems; but whom- 
soever they find to be most licentious of life, most 
bold and lawless iu his doings, most dangerous 
and desperate in all parts of disobedience and 
rebellious disposition : him they set up and glo- 
rifie in their rithmes; him they praise to the peo- 1 
pie, and to young men make an example to fol- 
low.* The moralizing poet then continues to 
show the « effect of evil things being decked with 
the attire of goodly words,* on the affections of 
a young mind, which, as he observes, « canoot 
rest ; * for, « if he be not busied in some goodness, 
he will find himself such business as shall soon 
busy all about him. In which, if he shall find 
any to praise him, and to give him encourage- 
ment, as those Rardes do for little reward^ or a 
share of a stolen cow, then waxeth he most inscH 
lent, and half mad with the love of himself and 
his own lewd deeds. And as for words to set 
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Ibffth tadi ItfwdaeM, it is bo€ hard for ikem to 
give a goodly aod pointed tbow tkereooto, bor- 
rowed eves from the pmUm which are proper to 
virtne ittelf ; at of a moet notorioos tliief aod 
wicked outlaw, whiuh bed lived all hi« life-time 
of spoilt and robberies, oao of their bardes i« 
his pndte will say, that he was none of the idle 
milksops that was brooght up to the fire-side; 
bot that most of his days he spent in arms and 
valiant enterprises— that he did never eat his 
meat before he had won it with his sword ; that 
he lay not all night in slogging in a cabin nnder 
hb mantle, but nted commonly to keep others 
waking to defend their lives; and did light his 
candle at the Hemes of their booses to lead him 
•n the darkness; that the day was his night, and 
the night his day ; that he hived not to be long 
wooing of wenches to yield to him, but, where he 
came, he took by force the spoil of other men's 
love, and left but lamentation to their lowers ; 
that his mnsic was not the harp, nor the lays of 
love, but the cries of peo|>le and the clashing of 
armonr; and, finally, that he died, not bewailed 
of many, hot made many wail when he died, that 
dearly booght his death.* 

It little occurred to Spenser that, in thus re- 
probating these poor bards, he was gi%ing an ad- 
■rirable analysis of the machinery and effects of 
almost all that poets have ever done ! 

In 1 563 severe enactments were issued against 
these gentlemen, to which was annexed the fol- 
lowing — • /(»N, for that those r^/merf do, by their 
ditties and rhymes, made to dyvers lordes and 
geatlamen in Ireland, in the commtetuiacion and 
kigkt ^rmiteofextonion, rrbrllitm, rape, raven, and 
OM^tn injtuUee, encourage those lordes mnd gentU- 
tmem wmtker to follow those vices tfutn to leve them, 
mnd for mmh'ng of such rhymes, rewards are given 
kjr the aaid lordes and gentlemen ; that for abo- 
lishiage of soo beynouse an abase,* etc., etc. 

The fendal system, which encouraged the po- 
etical state of manners, and afforded the min- 
strels worthy subjects for their strains, received a 
severe blow from the policy pursued by Elizabeth. 
This was followed up by Cromwell, and consum- 
mated by King William, of Orange memory. 

Move recently a Scotch writer oliserves, « In 
Ifvlaiid the harpers, the original composers, and 
tha chief depositories of that mosic, have, till 
lately, been uniformly cherished and supported 
by the nobility and gentry. Iliey endeavoured 
to outdo one another in playing the airs that 
were most esteemed, with correctness, and with 
their proper expression. The taste fur that style 
of performance seems now, however, to lie de- 
clining. The native harjiers arc not much en- 
couraged. A nuinlier of their airs have come ! 
into the hands of foreign musicians, who have : 



attempted to feshion them according to tha mo- 
dal of the madam music; and these acts are ooo- 
siderad in the country as capital improvements. • 

We have gone into the above deiaik, not 
only because they are in themselves inleretl- 
tiig and illustrative of the « Irish Blelodiet,* b«f 
because ire fully coincide with the bard of 
• Childe Harold,* that the lasting celebrity of 
Moore will be found in his lyrical compositions, 
with which his name and fame will ba insepar- 
ably and immortally connected. 

Mr Moore |>ossesses a singular focility of seis- 
ittfi and expressing the prevailing association 
which a given air is calculated to inspire in 
the minds of the greatest number of hearers, and 
has a very felicitous talent in making this disco- 
very, even through the envelopes of prejudice or 
vulgarity. The alchemy by which he is thus 
accustomed to torn dross into gold is really 
surprising. The air which now seems framed 
for the sole purpose of giving the highest effect 
to the refined and elegant ideas contained in the 
stauias "Sing, sing— >music was given,* has for | 
years been known only as attached to the words | 
of, « Oh ! whack ! Judy O'Flanagan, etc,* and the j 
words usually foiig to the tune of Cumi/Min are of | 
the same low and ludicrous description. He I 
possesses, also, in a high degree, that remarkable 
gift of a poetical imagination, which consists in 
elevating and dignifying the meanest subjects on 
which it chuses to exfuitiate: 

At thcT, who to their couch at night 
WouM wrlcoiuc deep, 6nt quench the lifbt, 
So mutt the hopes that keep thb bmU 
Awake, he quenrfa'd, ere it can reat. 
Cold, colii niT heart muat grow, 
L'nrbanged hr either jot or woe. 
Like frerfingfountt, where all that's thrown 
Within their current turns to ttonc. 

The ingeimity with which the above simife is 
applied, is not more remarkable than the success 
with which the homely image of putting ont the 
bed-candle before we sleep, is divested of every 
particle of vulgarity. 

In the same way, and with equal feciKty, the 
sudden revival of forgotten feelings, at meeting 
with friends from whom we have been long sepa- 
rated, is compared to the discovering, by the 
application of heat, letters written invisibly with 
sympathetic ink : 

What 4often*cl remembrance* come o'er the heart 

In gating on ihote we 've been loaf to to kmg! 
The torrowv the jort, of which oooe they were pait. 

Still rouaJ thrui. like vinioot of yetterday, throng. 
A» letters tome hand luth iuviaihly traced, 

Wlirn lifld in the flame will strut nut tn the tight, 
Sn iiuinv a frrliiig th-it long M*rm'd cfYaced, 

The waimlk of a meeting like this bring* to light. 
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« Rich and Rare,* taken music, words and all, 
is worth an epic poem to the Irish nation, — sim- 
ple, tender, elegant, sublime, it is the very essence 
of poetry and music; — there is not one simile or 
conceit, nor one idle crotchet to be met with 
throughout. 

The musical as well as the poetical taste of the 
author is evident in every line, nor is one allowed 
to shine at the expense of the other. Moore has 
composed some beautiful airs, bnc seems shy of 
exercising this faculty, dreading, perhaps, that 
success in that pursuit would detract from his 
poetical fame. The union of these talents is 
mre, and some have affirmed that they even 
exclude one another. When Gretry visited 
Voltaire at Femey, the philosopher paid him a 
compliment at the expense of his profession: 
m Vous 6tes mnsicien,* said Voltaire, • et voug 
avez de Tesprit : cela est trop rare pour que je 
ne prenne pas k vous le plus vif interdt.* Nature 
certainly may be supposed not over-inclined to 
be prodigal in bestowing on the same object the 
several gifts that are peculiarly hers; but, as far 
as the assertion rests on experience, it is power- 
fully contradicted by the nnmes of Moore and 
Rousseau. 

The late Mr Charles Wolfe, having both a lite- 
rary and a musical turn, occasionally employed 
himself in adapting words to national melodies, 
and in writing characteristic introductions to po- 
pular songs. Being fond of « The Last Rose of 
Summer* (Irish Mel. No V), he composed the fol- 
lowing tale for its illustration: 

« This is the grave of Dermid : —He was the best 
minstrel among os all, — a youth of romantic ge- 
nius, and of the most tremulous, and yet the most 
impetuous feeling. He knew all onr old nation- 
al airs, of every character and description : ac- 
cording as his song was in a lofty or a mournful 
strain, the village represented a camp or funeral ; 
but if Dermid were in his merry mood, the lads 
and lasses hurried into a dance, with a giddy and 
irresistible gaiety. One day our chieftain com- 
mitted a cruel and wanton outrage against one 
of our peaceful villagers. Dcrmid's harp was in 
his hand when he heard it: — with all the thought- 
lessness and independent sensibility of a poet's 
indignation, he struck the chords that never 
spoke without response, and the detestation be- 
came universal. He was driven from amongst 
us by our enraged chief; and all his relations, and 
the maid he loved, attended the minstrel into the 
wide world. For three years there were no tid- 
ings of Dermid ; and the song and the dance were 
silent; when one of our little boys came running 
in, and told us that he saw onr minstrel ap- 
proaching at a distance. Instantly the whole 
village was in commotion; the yonths and maid- 



ens assembled on the green, and agreed to cele- 
brate the arrival of their poet with a dance ; they 
fixed npon the air he was to play for them ; it 
Mras the merriest of his collection ; the ring was 
formed; all looked eagerly to the quarter from 
which he was to arrive, determined to greet their 
favourite bard with a cheer. But diey were 
checked the instant he appeared ; he came slowly, 
and languidly, and loiteringly along; his coun- 
tenance had a cold, dim, and careless aspect, 
very different from that expressive cheerfulness 
which marked his features, even in his more me- 
lancholy moments; his harp was swinging hea- 
vily upon his arm ; it seemed a burthen to him ; 
it was much shattered, and some of the strings 
were broken. He looked at us for a few moments, 
then, relapsing into vacancy, advanced without 
quickening his pace, to his accustomed stone, 
and sate-down in silence. After a pause, we ven- 
tured to ask him for his friends; — he first looked 
up sharp in our faces, next down upon his harp; 
then struck a few notes of a wild and desponding 
melody, which we had never heard before ; bat 
bis hand dropped, and he did not finish it. — 
Again we paused: — then knowing well that, if 
we could give the smallest mirthful impulse to 
his feelings, hi^ whole soul would soon follow, 
we asked him for the merry air we had chosen. 
We were surprised at the readiness with which 
he seemed to comply ; but it was the same wild 
and heart-breaking strain he had commenced. 
In fact, we found that the soul of the minstrel 
had become an entire void, except one solitary 
ray that vibrated sluggishly through its very 
darkest part ; it was like the sea in a dark calm, 
which you only know to be in motion by the 
panting which you hear. He had totally for- 
gotten every trace of his former strains, not only 
those that were more gay and airy, but even 
those of a more pensive cast; and he had gotten 
in their stead that one dreary simple melody ; 
it was about a Lonely Rose, that had outlived ail 
its companions; this he continued singing and 
playing from day to day, until he spread an un- 
usual gloom over the whole village : he seemed 
to perceive it, for he retired to the church-yard, 
and continued repairing thither to sing it to the 
day of his death. The afflicted constantly re- 
sorted there to hear it, and he died singing it 
to a maid who had lost her lover. The orphans 
have learnt it, and still chaunt it over Dermid's 
grave.* 

• The Fudge Family in Paris •> is a most humo- 
rous work, written partly in the style of « The 
Twopenny-Post Bag.* These poetical epistles re- 
mind many persons of the Bath Guide, but a com- 
parison can hardly be supported; the plan of Mr 
Moore's work being less extensive, and the sob- 
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ject more ephemeral. Wc pity the man, however, 
who has not felt pleated with this hook ; even 
those who disapprove the anthor's politics, and 
his treating Royalty with so little reverence, most 
he bigoted and loyal to an excess if they deny 
his wit and hnmonr. 

Mr Moore, in his ptefeee to the • Loves of the 
Angels,* rtates, that he had somewhat hastened 
his pohlication, to avoid the disadvantage of 
having hu work appear after his friend Lord By- 
fv.t's « Heaven and Earth;* or, as he iogeniootly 
expresses it, « by an earlier appearance in the 
literary horiiou, to give myself the chance of what 
astronomers call a heliacml rising, before the lu- 
minary, in whose light I was to be lost, shonld 
appear.* This was an amiable, but by no means 
a reasonable modesty. The light that plays round 
Afr Moore's verves, tender, exquisite, and brilliant, ! 
was in no danger of being extinguished even in 
the snllen glare of Lord Byron s genius. One might 
as wdl expect an aurora boreal is to be pnt out 
by an eruption of Mount Vesuvius. Though lioth 
bright Stan in the firmament of modem poetry, 
they were as distant and unlike as Saturn and 
Mcrcory ; and though their rising might be at the 
same time, they never moved in the same orb, uor 
met or jostled in the wide tr»Jdess way of fiincy 
and invention. 

Though these two celebrated writers in some 
measure divided the poetical public between them, 
yet it was not the same public whose &vour they 
severally enjoyed in the hi|;hest degree. Though 
both read and admired in the same extended circle 
of tasle and £uhion, each was the favourite of a 
totally different set of readers. Thus a lover may 
pay the same attention to two different women ; 
but he only means to Hirt with the one, while the 
other is the mistress of his heart. The gay, the 
feir, the witty, the happy, idolise Mr Moore's de- 
lightful flSttse, on her |)edestal of airy smiles or 
transient tears. Lord Byron's severer verse u 
enshrined in the breasts of those whose gaiety 
has been turned to gall, whose fair exterior has a 
canker within ~whose mirth has received a re> 
buke as if it were folly, from whom happiness has 
fled like a dream ! By comparing the odds upon 
the known chances of human life, it is no wonder 
that the admirers of his lordship's works should 
be more numerous than those of his more agree- 
able rival. We are not going to speak of any pre- 
ference we may have, but we beg leave to make a 
distinction. The poetry of Moore is essentially that 
oi fancy, the poetry of Byron that of passton. If 
there is passion in the effusions of the one, the fin- 
cy by which it is expressed predominates over it ; 
if fsncy is called to the aid of the other, it is still 
subservient to the paMioii. Lord Byron's jesis 
are downright earnest; Mr Moore, when he is 



most serious, seems half in jest. The latter dallie 
and trifles with his subject, caresses and grows 
enamoured of it ; the former grasped it eagerly to 
his bosom, breathed death upon it, and turned 
from it with loathing or dismay. The fine aroma 
that is exhaled from the flowers of poesy, every 
where lends its perfume to the verse of the hard 
of Erin. The noble bard (less fortunate in his 
muse) tried to extract poison from thenn. If 
Lord Byron cast his own views or feelings upon 
outward objects (jaundicing the sun), Mr Moore 
seems to exist in the delights, the virgin fanciesof 
nature. He is free of the Rosicmcian society ; and 
in ethmal existence among troops of sylphs and 
spirits, — in a perpetual virion of wings, flowers, 
rainbows, smiles, blushes, tears, and kisses. Every 
page of his works is a % ignette, every line that 
he writes glows or sparkles, and it would seem 
(to quote again the expressive >vords of Sheri- 
dan) • as if his airy spirit, drawn from the sun, 
continu.illy fluttered with fond a.«pirations, to re- 
gain that native source of light and heat.* The 
worst iji, our authors mind is too vivid, too active, 
to suffer a moment's repose. We are cloyed with 
sweetness, aini dazzled with splendour. Every 
image must biu^h celestial rosy red, love's proper 
hue;— >every sylUble must breathe a sigh. A 
seutiment is lost in a simile— the simile is over- 
loaded with an epithet. It is • like mom risen 
on mid-noon.* No e%'entful story, no powerful 
contrast, no moral, none of the sordid details of 
human life (all is etherial); none of its sharp ca- 
lamities, or, if they inevitably occnr, hu muse 
throws a sofi, glittering, veil over them. 

Like inoonlinbt on a troabicd sea, 
BrigbteoinQ the itorm it csonoC cahn. 

We do not believe that Mr Moore ever writes a 
line that in itself would not pass for poetry, that 
is not at least a vivid or harmonious common- 
place. Lord Byron wrote whole pages of snllen, 
crabbed prose, that, like a long dreary road, 
however, leads to doleful shades or palaces of 
the blest. In short Mr Moore's Parnassus is a 
blooming Kden, and l^rd Byron's a rugged wil- 
derness of shame and sorrow. On the tree of 
knowledge of the Bnit you can see nothing but 
perpetual flowers and verdure; in the last you 
see the naked stem and rouf;h bark ; but it heaves 
at intervals with inarticulate throes, and you 
hear the shrieks of a human voice within. 

Critically speaking, Mr Moore's poetry ischarge- 
able with two peculiarities : first, the pleasure or 
interest he conveys to us is almost always derived 
from the first impressions or physical properties 
of objects, not from their connexion* with passion 
or circumstances. His lighu dazzle the eye, his 
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perfumes soothe the smell , his sonnds riirish the 
«ar ; bat then they do so for and from themseWes, 
and at all times aud places equally— for the heart 
has little to do with it. Hence we observe a 
kind of fastidious eztravagrance in Mr Moore's 
serious poetry. Each thing roust be 6ne, soft, ex- 
quisite in itself, for it is never set off by reflec- 
tion or contrast. It glitters to the sense through 
the atmosphere of indifference. Our indolent 
luxurious bard does not whet the appetite by set- 
ting us to hunt after the game of human passion, 
and is therefore obliged to hamper ns with dain- 
ties, seasoned with rich fancy and the sauce pi- 
quanU of poetic diction. Poetry, in his hands, 
becomes a kind of cofm«Ctc art — it is the poetry of 
the toilet. His muse must be as fine as the Lady of 
Loretto. Now, this principle of composition leads 
not only to a defect of dramatic interest, but also 
of imagination. For every thing in this world, the 
meanest incident or object, may receive a light and 
an importance from its assocbtion with other ob- 
jects, and with the heart of man; and the variety 
thus created is endless as it is striking and profound. 
But if we begin and end in those objects that are 
beautiful or dazzling in themselves and at the first 
blush, we shall soon be confined to a human re- 
ward of self-pleasing topics, and be both superficial 
and wearisome. It is the fault of Mr Wordsworth's 
poetry that he has perversely relied too much (or 
wholly) on this reaction of the imagination on sub- 
jects that are petty aud repulsive in themselves, 
aud of Mr Moore's, that he appeals too exclusively 
to the flattering support of sense and fancy. Se- 
condly, we have remarked that Mr Moore hardly 
ever describes entire objects, but abstract quali- 
ties of objects. It is nut a picture that he gives 
us, but an inventing of beauty. He takes a blush, 
or a smile, and runs on whole stanzas in ecsta- 
tic praise of it, and then diverges to the sound 
of a voice, and « discourses eloquent music* on 
the subject; but it might as well be 'the light of 
heaven that he is describing, or the voice of 
echo — We have no human figure before us, no 
palpable reality answering to any substantive 
form or nature. Hence we think it may be ex- 
plained why it is that our author has so little 



picturesque effect— > with such vividness of con- 
ception, such insatiable ambition after ornament, 
and such an inexhaustible and delightful play of 
fiincy. Mr Moore is a colourist in poetry, a mu- 
sician also, and bar a heart full of tenderness and 
susceptibility for all that is delightful and amia- 
ble in itself, and that does not require the ordeah 
of suffering, of crime, or of deep thought, to stamp 
it vrith a hold character. In this we conceive 
consists the charm of his |K)etry, which all the 
world feels, but which it is difficult to exptaln 
scientifically, and in conformity to transcendanl 
rules. It has the charm of the softest and most 
brilliant execution ; there is no wrinkle, no defor- 
mity on its smooth and shining surface. It has 
the charm which arises from the continual de- 
sire to please, and from the spontaneous sense 
of pleasure in the authors mind. Without be- 
ing gross in the smallest degree, it is voluptuous 
in the highest. It is a sort of sylph-like spiritu- 
alised sensuality. So far from being licentious in 
his Lalla Rookh, Mr Moore has become moral 
and sentimental (indeed he was always the last), 
and tantalizes his young and fair readers vrith 
the glittering shadows and mystic adnmbra- 
tions of evanescent delights. He, in fine, in his 
courtship of the Muses, resembles those lovers 
who always say the softest things on all occasions; 
who smile with irresistible good humour at their 
own success; who banish pain and truih from 
their thoughts, and who impart the delight they 
feel in themselves unconsciously to others! Mr 
Moore's poetry is the thornless rose— its touch is 
velvet, its hue vermilion, and its graceful form is 
cast in beauty's mould. Lord Byron's, on the 
contrary, is a prickly bramble, or sometimes a 
deadly upas, of form uncouth and uninviting, 
that has its root in the clefts of the rock, and iu 
head mocking the skies, that wars with the thnn- 
der-cloudand tempest, aud round which the loud 
cataracts roar. 

We here conclude our Shetch of 

Anacreon Moore, 
To whom the Lyre and Laurels have been given. 
With all the trophies of triumphant sou(*— > 
He won them well, and mny he wear them long ! 
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LALLA ROOKH 



In the devcBCh year of the reiQO of Aantnfxebe, AlxlalU, 
kiof ol the Lnaer Bucfaaria, a lioeaJ detceodant from 
the Greaf Zinsia, havinc abdicated the throoe in favour 
of fa» tea, cec out on a pilgrimage to the Shrioe of the 
Prophet; and, poising hito India throng the delightful 
valley of Gashmere, rested for a short tin>« at Delhi on 
hit way. Be was entertained by Aurungtebe in a style 
of BBagnificeat hospitality, worthy alike of the visitor 
and the host, and was afterwards escorted with the same 
splendour to Sural, where he embarked for Arabia. 
During the stay of the royal pilgrim at Delhi, a marriage 
was agreed upon between the prince, his son, and the 
youngest daughter of the emperor, LalU Rookh;'-^a 
princess described by the poets of her time, as more 
beautiful than Leila, Shirine, Dewild^, or any of those 
heroines whose names and loves embellish the songs of 
Pcrua and Hindostan. ft was intended that the nuptials 
»hould be celebrated at Cashmere; where the young 
king, as soon as the cares of empire would permit, mm 
to meet, for the fi ret time, his lovely bride, and. after a 
few months' repose in that enchanting valley, conduct 
her over the snowy hills into Bocharia. 

The day of Lalla Rookh's departure from Delhi was as 
spletidid as sunsliine and pageantry could make it. The 
boxaari and baths were all covered with the richest 
tapestry ; hundreds of gilded barges upon tlie Jumna 
floated with their banners shining in the vratrr; while 
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through the fttreeu groups of beautiful chiUlm went 
ftirewing tlie most delicious flowers around, as in that 
Peruan festival called the Scattering of the Rotes;* till 
every part of tlie city was as fragrant as if a caravan of 
musk from Khoten had passed through it. The Frinceas, 
having taken Irave of her kind father, who at parting 
hung a cornelian of Yemen round her neck, on which 
was inscribed a verse from the Koran,— and haring sent 
a conniderable present to the Fakirs, who kept up the 
Perpetual I^mp in her sisters tomb, meekly ascended 
the palankeen prepared for her; and, while Anrungaebe 
stood to take a last look from his halcooy, the p r ocea 
sion moved slowly on the road to Lahore. 

Seldom had the Eastern world seen a cavalcade so 
superb. From the gardens in the saburba to the iape> 
rial paUce, it was one unbroken line of 4>lendoar. The 
gallant appearance of the Ri^as aud Mogul lorda, daa> 
tinguished by tboae insignia of the emperor's favour, 
the feathers of the egret of Cashmera in their turfaam, 
and the small silver-rimmed kettle-drums at the bows of 
their satkllen; — the costly armour of their cavaliert, who 
vied, on this occasion, with the guards of the great 
Keder Klian, in the brightness of their aalver battle-axes, 
and the massiness of tlirir maces of gold ;— the glittering 
of the gilt pine-apples on the tops of the palankeens ;-» 
the embroidered trappings of the elephants, bearing on 
their backs small turrets, in the shape of little antique 
temples, within which the ladies of Lalla Rookh lay, as 
it were, enshrined ; — therose<olo«red veils of the Prin- 
cess's own sumptuous htter, at the front of which a fair 
young frmale slave sat inning her throogh the oir- 
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taius, with feathers of the A rgiu pheasant's wing; — 
and the lovely troop of the Tartarian and Cashmcrian 
maids of honour, nFhom the younj; king had sent to 
accompany his bride, and who rode on each side of the 
Utter, upon small Arabian horses; — all was brilliant, 
tasteful, and majjnificent, and pleai^cd even the critical 
and fastidious Fadladeen, {jreat Nnzir or Chamberlain 
of the Iluram, who was borne in his palankeen imme- 
diately after the Princess, and considered himself not 
the least important personage of the pageant. 

Fadladeen was a judge of every thing, — from the 
penciliiig of a Circassian's eye-lids to the deepest ques' 
lions of science and literature; from the mixture of a 
conserve of rose-leaves to the composition of an epic 
poem : and such intlucnce had his opinion upon the 
various tastes of the day, that all the cooks and poets of 
Delhi stood in awe of him. His political conduct and 
opinions were founded upon that line of Sadi, — 
u Should the prince at noon-day say. It is night, declare 
that you behold the moon and stars. » — And his zeal for 
religion, of which Aurungzebc was a munificent pro- 
tector, was about r..s disinterested as that of the gold- 
smith who fell in love with the diamoud eyes of the idol 
of Jagheruaut. 

During the first days of their journey, Lalla Rookh, 
who had passed all her life within the shadow of the 
royal gardens of Delhi, found enough in the beauty of 
the scenery through which they passed to interest her 
mind and delight her imagination ; and when, at even- 
ing or in the heat of the day, they turned off from the 
high road to those retired and romantic places which 
hud been selected for her encampments, — sometimes 
on the banks of a small rivulet, as clear as the waters 
of the Lake of Pearl ; sometimes under the sacred shade 
of a Banyan-tree, from which tiie view opened upon a 
glade covered with antelopes; and often in those hid- 
den, embowered spots, described by one from the Isles 
of the WcKt, as « places of melancholy, delight, and 
safety, where all the company around was wild peacocks 
and turtle-doves ;» — she felt a charm in these scenes, so 
lovely and so new to her, which, for a time, made her 
indifferent to every other amusement. Dut Lalla Rookh 
was young, and the young love variety; nor could the 
conversation of her ladies and the great chamberlain, 
Fadladeen (the only persons, of pourse, admitted to her 
pavilion), sufficiently enliven those many vacant hours, 
which were devoted neither to the pillow nor the palan- 
keen. There was a little Persian slave who sung sweetly 
to the Vina, and who, now and then, lulled the Princess 
to sleep with the ancient ditties of her country, about 
the loves of Wamak and Ezra, the ^ir-haircd Zal and 
his mistress Rodahver; not forgetting the combat of 
Rustam with the terrible White Demon. At other times 
she vas amused by those graceful dancing-girls of 
Delhi, who liad been permitted by the Bramius of tlte 
Great Pagoda to attend her, much to the horror of the 
good Mussulman Fadladeen, who could see nothing 
graceful or agreeable in idolators, and to whom the 
very tinkling of their golden anklets was an-abomina- 
lion. 

Rut these and many other diversions were repeated 
till they lost all their charm, and the nights and noon- 
days were beginning to move heavily, when, at length, 
it was recollected that, among the attendants sent by 
the bridegroom, was a young poet of Gishmere, much 
celebrated throughout the valley for iiis manner of 



reciting the stories of the east, on whom his royal master 
had conferred the privilege of being admitted to the 
pavilion of tlie Princess, that he might help to beguile 
the tcdiousness of the journey by some of his most 
agreeable recitals. At the mention of a poet, Fadladeen 
elevated his critical eye-brows, and, having refreshed 
his faculties with a dose of that delicious opium which 
it distilled from the black poppy of the Thebais, gave 
orders for the minstrel to be forthwith introduced into 
the presence. 

The Princess, who had once in her life seen a poet 
from behind the screens of gauze in her father's hail, 
and had conceived from that specimen no vei*y favour- 
able ideas of the caste, expected but little in this new 
exhibition to interest her ; — she fell inclined however 
to alter her opinion on the very first appearance of 
Feramorz. lie was a youth about Lalla Rookh's own 
age, and graceful as that idol of women, Cnshna,* — 
such as he appears to their young imaginations, heroic, 
beautiful, breathing music from his very eyes, and ex- 
alting the religion of his worshippers into love. His 
dress was simple, "y^t not without some marks of cost- 
liness, and the ladies of the Princess were not long in 
discovering that the cloth, which encircled his high 
Tartarian cap, was of the most delicate kind that the 
shawl-goats of Tibet supply. Here and there, loo, over 
his vest, which was confined by a flowered girdle of 
Kasjian, hung strings of fine pearl, disposed with an air 
of studied negligence; — ^iior did the exquisite embroidery 
of his sandals escape the observation of these fair critics; 
who, however they might give way to Fadladeen upon 
the unimportant topics of religion and government, had 
the spirit of martyrs in every thing relating to such mo- 
mentous matters as jewels and embroidery. 

For the purpose of relieving the pauses of recitation 
by mu$ic, the young Cashmerian held in his hand a 
kitar; — such as, in old times, the Arab maids of llie 
West used to listen to by moonlight in the gardens of 
the AUiambra — and having premised, with much hu- 
mility, that the story he was about to relate was founded 
on the adventures of that Veiled Prophet of Khorassan, 
who, in the year of tlie Hegira i63, created such alarm 
throughout the eastern empire, made an obeisance to 
the l^rincess, and thus began: — 



THE VEILED PROPHET OF 
KHORASSAN.^ 



In that delightful Province of the Sun, 
The first of Persian lands he shines upon, 
Where, all the loveliest children of his beam, 
FlowrcLs and fruits blush over every stream, 
And, fairest of all streams, the Murga roves 
Among Merou's^ bright palaces and groves; — 
There on that throne, to which the blind belief 
Of millions raised him, sat the Prophet-Chief, 
The Great Mokanna. O'er his features hung 
The Veil, the Silver Veil, which he had dung 



< Tbe laduo A|x>llo. 

* Khoratan •igaiKFt. in ihe old Pcnian Uncaage. Province or lU- 
jion of ibrSun. — Sir W. Josii- 

*One of ib« royal citiea of KboraMin. 
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In mercy cheir, tu hide from mortal sight 

His iUzxliat; brow, till man could bear its light. 

For, Hr less luminous, his %ohiries said. 

Were even the gleams, miraculously shed 

O'er lloussa'j^ ' cheek, wlien down the Mount he trod, 

All Rowing from the presence of his God ! 

On either side, with ready hearts and hands, 
11 i< chosen guard of bold Believers stands; 
Young fire«yed dJ«putaois, who ileem their swords. 
On points of faith, more eloquent than words; 
And such their leal, there's not a youili with brand 
Uplifted there, but, at the Chiefs command. 
Would make his own devoted heart its sheath. 
And bleas the lips that doom'd so dear a death ! 
In hatred to the Caliph's hue of night,' 
Their vesture, helms and all, is snowy white; 
Tlieir weapons various; — some equipp'd, for speed, 
With javelins of the light Kathaian reed ; 
Or bows of buffalo horn, and shining quivers 
Fill'd with the stems' that bloom on Iran '% rivert; 
While some, for war's more terrible attacks. 
Wield the huge mace and ponderous battle-axe ; 
And, as ihey wave aloft in morning's beam 
The milk-white plumage of tlieir helms, ihry seem 
Like a chenar-tree grove, when Winter throws 
O'er all its tufted heads his feathering suow%. 

Between the porphyry pillars, that uphold 
The rich moresque-work of ihe roof of gold. 
Aloft Ihe llararo's curtain'd galleries rise. 
Where, tlirough the silken net-work, glancing eyes. 
From time to time, like sudden gleams that glow 
Through autumn clouds, shine o'er the pomp lieiow. — 
What impious tonyue, ye blushing saints, wnuld dare 
To hint that aught but Heaven hath placed you there ? 
Or chat the loves of this light world could bind, 
in their gross chain, your Prupliet's soaring mind ? 
No— wrongful tlionght ! — commission'd from above 
To people Eden's bowers with shapes of love 
^Creatnret so bright, that the same lips and eyes 
They wear on earth will scrte ii^ Paradise;, 
There to recUne among Heaven's native n>»id<, 
And crown tlie Elect with bliss that never fjdes ! — 
Well hath the Prophet-<.Ihief his bidding done; 
And every beauteous race beneath the sun. 
From those who kneel at Brahma's burning founts^ 
To the fresh nymplu hounding o'er Yemen's mounts; 
From Persia's eyes of full and fiiwn-like ray, 
To the small, half-^hut glanres of Kathay;^ 
And Georgia's bloom, and Azab's darker smiles. 
And the gold ringleu of the Western isle* ; 
All, all'are there; — each land its flower hath given, 
To form that fur young nursery for Heaven ! 

But why this pageant now? this arm'd array? 
What triumph crowds the rich Divan to-day 
With turban'd heads, of every hue and race, 
Bowing before that veil'd and awful face. 



*BUcfc wa« ck« roloar •lioptMl l»y the Caliptia of lli« Immim wi' 
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Like tulip-beds, of different sliape and dyes, 
Ri'ndinf; beneath the invisible West-wind's siglut? 
What new-nude mystery now, for Faith to sign. 
And bloo«l to seal, as genuine and divine.— 
>Vhat dariliug mimickry of (kkTs own piwer 
Ifaih the bold Prophet pUon'd to grace this hour? 
Not such the pageant now, though not less proud, — 
Yon Wiirrior youth, advancing from the crowd. 
With silvrr Low, with b«*lt of broider'd crape. 
And fur-bound Imnnet of Bucharian shape. 
So fierrrly beautiful in form and eye. 
Like war's wild planrt in a summer sky ;-^ 
That youth lo-tlay, — a proselyte, worth fiordes 
Of r(M)Jer spiritii and Icm practised swordh, — 
It come to join, all bnvcry and iNrlicf, 
The creed and standard of the Heaven-sent Chief. 

Thoup,h few his years, llie Wckt already knows 
Young Azim's f.imc; — beyond the Olympian sno«s, 
Ere manhooil ibrken'd ii rr his downy cheek, 
O'erwhelm'd in (iglit and rMpti\e to llir Greek, * 
He lingrr'd there till peiiee di<^solved his chains: — 
Oh! who could, even in lK)nda|;e, tread the plains 
Of ('loriouK Greece, nor feel his spirit rise 
Kindling wiihio him? who. mith heart and eyes, 
(>>tdd w.ilk vliere Lil>ertv h<id been, nof see 
The »hiuiit(; fiKtt-prinis of her iVily, 
Nor fed those G(Mt-like bre.iihin);s in the air, 
Which niiiiely (old her spirit h.id been there? 
Not he, that youthful wnrrior, — no, too well 
For his souls quiet work'd the awakeuiug spell; 
Aiul, now returning to his own dear land, 
Full of those dreams of good (liat. vainly grand, 
ILiunt the youn^; heart ; — proud \iews of human-kiud. 
Of men to ywU e\.ilte.l and refined; — 
False «iev^-s, like that horiton's fair deceit. 
Where earth and lie.iveu but jeem, alas, to meet I— 
StK>n as he heard an arm divine was raised 
To right the n.itions, and beheld, emblazed 
On the white ting Mokann.i's ho^t unfurl'd. 
Those wonU of sunshine, •« Freetlom to the Worhl!ii 
At onre \iU faidi, his svonl, his soul, ol^ey'd 
Tlie in<pirint; summons: every choHcn blade. 
That fou|;ht l>eneatli that banner's sacred teU, 
Secm'd doujjly eilged — for this world and the next; 
And ne'er did Faith with her smooth bandage bind 
Kyes more de\ouilv billing to be blind, 
In Virtue's cans**; — never was soul inspired 
With li\elier trust in what it most desirnl, 
Than his, the enthusiast there, who kneeling, pak 
With pious awe, before that Silver Veil, 
Bi'iioes the form to whieli he lM*nds his knee. 
Some pure. re<leeming .mgel, wnt to free 
This fetter'd world from every bond and stain. 
And bring its primal glories back again! 

Low as young Azim knelt, that molJey crowd 
Of all earth's nations sunk the knee and buw'd. 
With shouts of « Alla'.H echoing long and loud; 
While hi(*h in air, aliove the Prophet's hea<l, 
Huudretis of b.uitieni, to the sunbeam spread. 
Waved, like the wings of the white birds that fan 
Tlie flying throne of star-taught Soliman! 
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Tbeo thiuhetpoke; — «Slraogcr, though new the frame 
Thy soul inhabits now, I 've track'd its flame 
For many an age, * in every chance and change 
Of that Existence, through whose varied range, — 
As through a torch-race, vhere, from hand to hand 
The flying youths transmit their shioiug brand, — 
From frame to frame the unextinguish'd soul 
Rapidly passes, till it reach the goal '. 

« Mor think 't is only the gross Spirits, warm'd 
With duskier 6re and for earth's medium form'd, 
That run this course ; — Beings, the most divine, 
Thus deign throuf^ dark mortality to shine. 
Such was tlie Essence that in Adam dwelt. 
To which all Heaven, eicept the Proud One, knelt : ' 
Such the refined Intelligence that glow'd 
In Moussa's frame; — and, thence descending, flow'd 
Through many a prophet's breast; — in Issa' shone. 
And in Mohammed buru d ; till, hasteniog on, 
(As a bright river that, from fall to fall 
In many a maze descending, bright through all. 
Finds some fair region where, each labyrinth pass'd. 
In one full lake of light it resu at last!) 
That Uoly Spirit, settling calm and free 
From lapse or shadow, centres all in me !» 

Again, throughout the assembly at these words, 
Thousands of voices rung ; the warriors' swords 
Were pointed np to heaven ; a sudden wind 
In the open banners play'd, and from behind 
Those Penian hangings, that but ill could screen 
The Huram's loveliness, white hands were seen 
Waving embroider'd scarves, whose motion gave 
A perfume forth ; — like those the Houris wave 
When beckoning to their bowers the Immortal Brave. 

« But these,* pursued the Chief, « are truths sublime. 
That claim a holier mood and calmer time 
Than earth allows us now ;-^ this sword must first 
The darkling prison-house of mankind burst. 
Ere Peace can visit them, or Truth let in 
Her wakening day-light on a worid of sin ! 
But then, celestial warriors, then, when all , 

Earth's shrines and thrones before our banner fall ; 
When the glad slave shall at these feet lay down 
His broken chain, the tyrant lord his crown. 
The priest his book, the conqueror his wreath. 
And from the lips of Truth one mighty breath 
Shall, like a whirlwind, scatter in its breexe 
That whole dark pile of human mockeries; — 
Then shall the reign of Mind commence on earth, 
And surting fresh, as from a second birth, 
Man, in the sunshine of the world's new spring, 
Shall walk transparent, like some holy thing ! 
Then, too, your Prophet from his angel brow 
Shall cast the Veil, that hides iu splendours now. 
And gladden'd Earth sliall, through her wide eipanse, 
Bask in the glories of this countenance! 

« For thee, young warrior, welcome! — thou hast yet 
Some tasks to learn, some frailties to forget, 

* Ttic traDuni(;ritio« of toitk «•• om »f bu docteioti— S«« D'Hsa- 
fftLOr. 
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Ere the white war-plume o'er thy brow can wave ;— > 
But, ouce my own, mine all till. in the grqve!* 
The pomp is at an end, — the crowds are gone- 
Each ear and heart still haunted by the tone 
Of that deep voice, which thrill'd like Alla'l own! 
The young all dazzled by the plumes and lancet. 
The glittering throne, and Uaram's half-caught glances; 
The old deep pondering on the promised reign 
Of peace and truth ; and all the female train 
Ready to risk tlieir eyes, could tliey but gaae . 
A moment on that brow's miraculous blaze! 

Rut there was one among tlie chosen maids 
Who blush'd behind the gallery's silken shades, — 
One, to whose soul the pageant of to-day 
Has been like death ; — yon saw her pale dismay. 
Ye wondering sisterhood, and heard the burst 
Of exclamation from her Ups, when first 
She saw that youtli, too well, too dearly known, * 
Silently kneeling at the Prophet's throne. 

Ah Zelica ! there was a time, when bliss 
Shone o'er thy heart from every look of his ; 
When but to see him, hear him, breatlte the air 
In which he dwelt, was thy soul's fondest prayer! 
Wlien round him hung such a perpetual spell, 
Whate'cr he did, none ever did so well. 
Too happy days! when, if he tduch'd a flower 
Or gem of thine, 't was sacred from that honr ; 
When thou didst study him till every tone 
And gesture and dear look became thy own, — 
Thy voice like hb, the changes of his face 
In thine reflected with still lovelier grace. 
Like echo, sending back sweet music, fraught 
With twice the aerial sweetness it had brought! 
Yet now he comes — brighter than even he 
E'er beam'd befbro, — but ah ! not bright for thea; 
No— dread, unlook'd for, like a visitant 
From the other world, he comes as if to haunt 
Thy guilty soul with dreams of lost delight. 
Long lost to all but Memory's aching sight : — 
Sad dreams! as when the Spirit of our Youth 
Returns in sleep, sparkling with all ihe truth 
And innocence once ours, and leads us back, 
In mournful mockery, o'er th'e shiniug track 
Of our young life, and points out every ray 
Of hope and peace we 've lost upon the way ! 

Once happy pair ! — in proud Bokhara's groves. 
Who had not heard of their first youthful loves ? 
Born by that ancient flood,' which from its spring 
lo the Dark Mountains swiftly wandering, 
Enrich'd by every pilgrim brook that shines 
With relics from llucharia's ruby mines 
And, lending to the Caspian half its strength. 
In the cold Lake of Eagles sinks at length ; — 
There, on the banks of that bright river bom. 
The flowers, that hung above the wave at mom, 
Blets'd not the waters as they murmur'd by, 
With hoUer scent and lustre, than tlie sigh 

* Tb« Aboo. vtbirh rites in ibo Belur Taf . or Dark MouMaia*. mai, 
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VM eknce of firat affeciioa catt 
itir yoMih • Moooih corrmt «• it pMi'd ! 
r dklorb'd Uiis visioo-^r awty 
ler food eyes, sammoii'd to join Uie arniy 
ia • warriore oo ibe bilk of Tkrtce, 
Ufa ezclmngcd his tyUan dweUing-place 
rade teot and war-fields dcalliful dash,—- 
ca's sweet fiances for the fla*h 
iaa wild-fire, — and Love's gentle chains 
ediii0 boodage on Byantiam's plains. 

h after month, in widowhood of soul- 
ig^ the maiden saw two summers roll 
ins away — but ah ! how cold and dim 
immer suns, when not beheld with him ! 
me to time Ul-omen'd rumours came 
Mfit-tongues, muttering the sick manj name, 
t be dies) ; at length, tho^ sounds of dread 
bering on her soul, « Aiim i$ dead !■ 
f, beyond ail other griefs, when f^te 
tvea the young heart lone and desolate 
ride world, without that only lie 
icb it loved to live or fear'd to die; — 
the buog-up lute, that ne'er hath spoken 
m sad day its master-chord was broken ! 

maid, the sorrow of her soul was such 
aaon bUghled sunk beneath it« touch ; 
Migh, ere long, her san(;uiue spirit rose 
be first dead pressure of its woes, 
I health aud bloom return 'd, the delicate chain 
ifbl, once tangled, never clear'd ag^in. 
lively, soft as in youth's liappiest day, 
nd was still all there, but tum'd astray; — 
lering bark, upon whose pathway sliooe 
s of heaven, except the guiding one ! 
tbe smiled, nay, much and brightly smiled, 
•a a lustre, strange, unrral, wild ; 
Mn she sung to her lute's touching strain, 
ike Ibe notes, half ecsucy. half pain, 
Ibol* utters, ere her soul depart, 
nmqoish'd by some minstrel's powerful art, 
I upon the lute whose sweetness broke her heart! 



the mood in which that mission found 
Zelica, — that mission, which around 
Mem world, in every region bless'd 
'Oman's smile, sought out its loveliest, 
c Cbat galaxy of lip« and eyes, 
the Veil'd Prophet dr<(iinrd for tlir kkies! — 
rfa quick welcome us a spark receiver 
I on a bed of autumn's wiiher'd ieavea, 
Tf tale of these eniliuniasu find 
irild maiden's %orrow-blighted mind. 

at once the madd'ning seal she caught; — 
fFaradise! blest, rapturous thought; 
iaed bride, in heaven's eternal dome, 
e brave youth — ha ! durst they say « of $oimg /» 

ibe one, one only object traced 
bean's core too deep to be effoced ; 
e whose memory, frrsli as hfe. is twined 
rery broken link of Iter lost mind ; 
image live;*, though Heasion's self be wreck'd, 
id the ruins of her intellect! 

* TIm ■•gfaungalc. 



Alas, poor Zelica ! it needed all 
The fiintasy, wliich held thy mind in thrall, 
To see in that gay llaram's glowing maids 
A sainted colony for Eden's shades ; 
Or dream that he, — of whose unholy flame 
Thou wert loo soon the victim, — shining came 
From Paradise, to people its pure sphere 
With souls like thine, which he hath ruin'd here ! 
!(o— had not Reason's light totally set. 
And left thee dark, thou hadsl an amulet 
In the loved image, graven on thy heart. 
Which would have saved tliee from the tem|her's art. 
And kept alive, in all its bloom of breath. 
That purity, whose fading is love's death ! — 
But lost, inflamed, — a restless real took place 
Of the mild virgin's still and feminine grace; — 
First of the Prophet's favourites, proudly fira 
In seal and charms, — too well the Impostor nurted 
Her soul's deUrium, in whose active flame. 
Thus lighting up a young, luxuriant frame, 
lie saw more potent sorceries to bind 
To his dark yoke the spirits of mankind, 
3lore subtle chains tlian hell itself e'er tvrined. 
No art was sparrd, no vtilehery; — all the «kiU 
His demons taught him was employ d to fitt 
Her mind with gloom and ecstacy by turns — 
Tliai gloom, through which Frenzy but firrrer bums; 
That ecstacy. which from the depth of sadness 
Glares like the maniac's moon, who»e light is madness' 

T was from a brilliant Itanquet, where the sound 
Of pomy and music lireatlir<l around. 
Together picturing to liei* mind and ear 
The glories of tltat heaven, her destined sphere, 
Where all was pure, where every stain that lay 
Upon the spirit's light should pass away. 
And, realiung more tli.m youthful love 
t'er wish'd or drcam'd, %Ue should for ever rove 
Through fields of fragrance by Iier Arim's side. 
His own bless'd, purified, eternal bride! — 
T was from a sceue, a witching trance like this, 
He hurried her aw^ay. yet breathing hlLns, 
To the dim chaniel-house ; — through all its steams 
Of damp and deatii, led only by those gleams 
Which foul Corruption lights, as with dfsign 
To show tlic gay and proud she too can sliine! — 
And, passing on through upright raukkof dead, 
Which to tiie maiden, doubly crared by dread, 
Serm'd, through tiie bluish dcathNigbt round tliem cast. 
To mo«e their lips in mutteryigs as she pass'd — 
There, in the awful place, when each liad qiiaffd 
And ple<lged in silence such a fearful draugtit. 
Such — oh! the look and taste of tliat red bowl 
Will haunt her till she dies — he bound her soul 
By a dark oath, in hell's own language framed. 
Never, while earth his mystic pretence claim'd. 
While the blue arch of day hung o'er them both. 
Never, by that all-imprecating oath. 
In joy or sorrow from his side to sever. — 
She swore, and the w ide chamel echoed, « Never, iwver ! ■ 

From that dread hour, entirely, wildly given 
To him and — she believed, lost maid!— to Heaven; 
Her brain, lier heart, her passions all inflamed. 
How proud she stood, when in full llaram named 
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Thp Priestess of the Faith I— how flash'il her eyes 

>Vith lipht, alas ! that was not of the skies, 

When round, in trances only less than hers. 

She saw the Haram kneel, her prostrate worshippers! 

Well might Mokanna think that form alone 

llatl spells enoufjh to make the world his own: — 

Light, lovely limbs, to which the spirit's play 

Cave motion, airy as the dancing spray, 

VVlien from its stem the small bird wings away ! 

l/ips in whose rosy labyrinth, when she smiled, 

Tlie soul was lost; and blushes, swift and wild 

As are the momentary meteors sent 

Across the uncalm, but beauteous firmaroeot. 

And then her look! — oh! where 's the heart so wise, 

CAtuld uubewilder'd meet thase matchless eyes? 

Ouick, restle<is, strange, but exquisite witlial. 

Like tJio«; of angels, just before iheir fell; 

Now shadow'd with the shames of earth — now cross'd 

Hy glimpses of the heaven her heart had lost ; 

In every glance there broke, without control, 

The flashes of a bright but troubled soul, 

Where sensibility still wildly play'd. 

Like lightning, ro6nd the ruins it had made! 

And such was now young Zelica — so changed 
From her who, some years siuce, delighted ranged 
The almond groves that shade Ik>khnra's tide. 
All life and bliss, with Azim by her side! 
So alter d was she now, this festal day, 
W'hen, 'mid the proud Divan's dazzling array. 
The vision of that Youth, whom she had loved. 
And wept as dead, before her breathed and moved ; — 
When— bright, she thought, as if from Kden's track 
But half-way trodden, he had wander'd back 
Again to earth, glistening with Eden's light — 
Her beauteous Azira shone before her sight. 

Oh Reason ! who shall say what spells renew, 
When least we look for it. iliv broken clew I 
Through what small vistas o'er the darkcn'd brain 
Thy intellectual day-beam bursts again ; 
And how, like forts, to which beleaguerers win 
Tnhoped-for entrance through some friend within, 
One clear idea, waken'd in the breast 
By Memory's magic, lets in all thf rest ! 
Wouhl it were thus, unhappy jprl, with thee! 
But, though light came, it came but partially; 
Enough to show the maze in which thy sense 
Wander'd about, — but not to guide it thence; 
F.nough to gHmmer o'er the yawniug wave. 
But not to point the harbour which might save. 
Hours of delight and peace, long left behind. 
With that dear form came ru<iliing o'er her mind ; 
But oh! to think bow deep her soul had gone 
In shame and falsehood siuce those moments shone ; 
And then her oath — Hure madness lay again. 
And, shuddering, back she sunk into her chain 
Of mental darkness, as if bless'd to flee 
From light, whose every glimpse was agony! 
Yet, one relief this glance of former years 
Brought, mingled with its pain, — tears, floods of tears. 
Long frozen at her heart, but now like rills 
l^t loose in spring-time from the snowy hills, 
And gushing warm, after a sleep of frost. 
Through valleys where llieir flow liad long been lost! 



Sad and subdued, for the first time her framtf 
Trembled with horror, when the summoiu cmme 
(A sutoimons proud and rare, which all but she. 
And she, till now, had heard with ecstacy). 
To meet Slokanna at his place of prayer, 
A garden oratory, cool and fair. 
By the stream's side, where still at close of day 
The Prophet of the Veil retired to pray; 
Sometimes alone — but oftener far, with one, 
One chosen nymph to share his orisoa. 

• 

Of late none found such favour in \m sight 
As the young Priestess; and though, since that night 
tVhcn the death-caverns echoed every tone 
Of the dire oath that made her all his own. 
The Impostor, sure of his infatuate prize, 
Had, more than once, thrown off his soul's disguisr. 
And utter'd such unhraveuly, monstrous tliin(»s. 
As even across the desperate wanderings 
Of a weak intellect, whose lamp was out, 
Threw startling shadows of di<imay and doiiht ; — 
Yet zeal, ambition, her tremendous vow, 
The thought, still haunting her, of that bright brow 
Whose bla/e, as yet from mortal eye conceal'd, 
>Vonld soon, proud triumph! be to her reveal'd. 
To her alone; and then the hope, most dear, 
Most vkild of all, that her transgression here 
Was but a passage through earth's grosser fire, 
From which the spirit would at last aspire. 
Even purer than before, — as perfum(« rise 
Through flame and smoke, most welcome to the skies — 
And that when Azim's fond, divine embrace 
Should circle her in heaven, no darkening trace 
Would on that bosom he once loved remain, 
But all he bright, be pure, be hi% again! — 
These were the wildering dreams, whose cursed deceit 
Had chain'd her soul beneath the tempter's feet^* 
And made her think even damning falsehood sweet 
But now that Shape, which had appaU'd her view. 
That Semblance — oh how terrible, if true! — 
Which came across her frenzy's full career 
W'ith shock of consciousness, cold, deep, severe. 
As when, in northern seas, ai midnight dark, 
An isle of ice encounters some swift bark. 
And startling all its wretches from their sleep. 
By one cold impulse hurls them to the deep; — 
So came that shock not frenzy's self could bear. 
And waking up each long-lull'd image there. 
But chcck'd her headlong soul, to sink it in despair! 

Wan and dejected, through the evening dusk. 
She uow went slowly to that small kiosk. 
Where, pondering alone his impious schemes, 
Mokanna waited her — too wrapt iu dreams 
Of the fair-ripening future's rich success. 
To heed the sorrow, pale and spiritless, 
Tliat sat upon his victim's downcast brow, 
Or mark how slow her step, how aller'd now 
From the quick ardent Priestess, whose light bound 
Came like a spirit's o'er th' unechoing ground, — 
From that wild Zelica, whose every glance 
Was thrilling lire, whose every thought a trance! 

Upon his couch the Veil'd Mokanna lay. 

While lamps around — not such as lend their ray, 

Glimmering and cold, to those who nightly pr.iy 
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oom/ or Mecca'* dim arcMlct, — 

wt, toft, such ligbU as lovely DiakU 

liest in, shed chetr Iniuriouft glow 

■If die Veil's white gliuerio^ How. 

n, 'stead of beads and books of prayer, 

e world fondly thought he mused on there, 

et. fiU'd with Kishmee's * golden wine, 

«d weepings of the Shiras vine; 

his cnrtain'd lips full many a draught 

omly. as if each drop they quaffd, 

irm's Spring of Holiness, ^ had power 

D the soul's virtues iuto flower! 

\te drank and ponder'd — nor could see 

inching maid, so deep his rr%erie; 

, with heodisli langh, like thnt which broke 

is at the Fall of Man, he i^poke : — 

file race, for lieirK amusemeut (',iveu, 

I for earth, yet claiming kin with heaven; 

get, fursooth ! — such go<U as he 

dia serves, tlie monkey drily; — 4 

res of a breath, proud thing<i of clay, 

, if Lucifer, as grandam<« say, 

though at llie forfeit of Heaven's light, 

n wondiip, Lurifpr was ri(fht! — 

I I plant this foot u|>on tlie neck 

Mil race, and without fear or check. 

Iff in hate, avenge my shame, 

ielt, loDg-ourted loathing of man's name! — 

be head of myriads blind and fierce 

1 falcons, through the universe 

my darkening, desolating way, 

my instrument, curst man my prey! 

ae, ye leam'd, who grope your dull way on 
D twinkling gleams of ages gone, 
milioiis thieves, «ho think the light 
d men's marrow guides them best at night' — 
ave honours — wealth, — yes, sages, yes — 
rave fook, your wisdom's nothingness; 
it can track yon starry sphere, 
slick, a bauble blinds it here. 
lU bugh, when trum|>eted along, 
peeeh, and still more lying song, 
nm'd slaves, the meanest of the throng; 
( bought up, their wisdom shrunk so small, 
s puny point can wield it all ! 

9, believers of incredible creeds, 

ich inshrines the inousirrs which it breeds; 

iereven ttian Nemrod, think to rise 

lae heap'd on nonsen^ to the skies ; 

live miracles, ay, sound ones too, 

rd, attested, every tiling— but true. 

tching zealots, too inspired to seek 

1 of meaning for tlie things they speak ; 
tyrs, ready to shed out their blood 

I too heavenly to be understood : 

m 9l C«m (or Roob) and C«th«B mn fall of BO«^«n. 

, ami acpMlciirr* of ibi deMoniUni* of Aii. lb«> mioU of 

k«»t*. 

I {• Um Pmio* Cnir, eclchraiMl for itt •hitr wta*. 

i mJ » — mM •( Mecra ; •« ratlod, ••%• Sale. froM Ui« amr- 

Bonaaaun. 

<f laBtem f«nn<rly ■•«J I«t rebbrr*. e*lUi ib« Hav^of 
tail* for wliirli «m Madr of ika fal of a 4rad aahfocMr. 
rr, WM rathar a aoatrra ikaii as eaairra ••prrMiiiMi. 



And your state priests sole venders of the lore 
That works salvation ; — as on Ava's slmre, 
, Where none but priests are privileged to trade 
In tliat bcht marble of which Gods arr made ;■ — 
They shall have mysktcries — ay, precious stuff 
For knaves to thrive by — mysteries enough; 
t>ark, tangled doctrines, dark as fraud can weave, 
Which simple votaries sliall on iru<t receive. 
While craftier feign belief, till they believe. 
A h<*aven too ye must have, ye lords of dnst, — 
A splendid Paradise, — pure souls, ye must : 
That IVophet ill sustains IiIh holy call. 
Who finds not llea%eni» to suit the tastes of all ; 
llouris for boys, omniscience for sages, 
Aud wiugs and glories for ail ranks and ages. 
Vain tilings! — as hut or vanity inspires. 
The lleaveu of each is but what each desires. 
And, soul or u>nse, whatc'er tlie object be, 
Man would be man to all eieruity! 
So let him — Eblis! grant tliis crowning curse, 
But keep him what he is. no Hell were worse.* — 

••Oh my lost soul!i> exclaim'd the shuikiering maid, 
Who^e ears had drunk like poison all he said. — 
Mokaniia started — not abasli'd, afraid, — 
He knew no more of fear than one mho dwells 
lleneiith the tropics knows of icicles! 
Rot, in thtne dismal words that reach'd his ear, 
« Oh my lo*>t soul !i* there was a sound so drear, 
So like that voice, among the sinful dead. 
In which the legend o'er Hell's Gale is read. 
That, new as t was from her, whom nought could dim 
Or Milk till now, it startled even him. 

« Ha, my fiir Priestess !i» — thus with ready wile, 
Tlir Impostor turn'd to greet her — « thou, whose smile 
Hath inspiration in its rosy beam 
Iteyoad the enthusiast's hope or Prophet's dream ! 
Light of the Faith ! who twinest religion's zeal 
So close with love's, men know not which they frel. 
Nor which to sigh for in th( ir trance of heart, 
The Heaven thou preachest or tlie Heaven thou art ! 
What sl;outd I be without thee? without thee 
How dull were power, how joyless victory ! 
Thoutjh borne by angels, if that smile of thine 
RIess'd not my banner, 'twere but half divine. 
But— why so mournful, child T those eyes, that shone 
All life last night — what ! — is their glory gone? 
Come, come — tliis mom's fatigue hath made them paid 
They want rekindling — suns themselves would fiil, 
Did not llieir comets bring, as I to thee. 
From Light's own fount supplies of brilliancy! 
rhou seest this cup— no juice of eartli is here, 
But the pure waters of that upper sphere. 
Whose rills o'er ruby beds and topaz flow. 
Catching the gem's bright colour, as they go. 
Nightly my Genii come and fill these urns — 
Nay, drink — in every drop life's esaence bums; 
T will make tliat soul all fire, those eyes all light — 
Come, come, I want tliy loveliest smiles to-night : 
There is a youth — why start? — thou saw'st him then; 
Look'd he not nobly I such the god-like men 
Thou'lt have to woo thee in the bowers above; — 
Though he, I fear, hath thoughts too stern for love. 
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Too ruled by tliat cold enemy of bliss 

The world calls Virtue — ve must conquer this; — 

Nay, shrink not, pretty sage; 't is not for tliee 

To scan the maxes of Heaven's mystery. 

The steel roust pass through fire ere it can yield 

Fit iustnimcnis for mi(;hty hands to wifeld. 

This very night I mean to try the art 

Of powerful beauty on that warrior's heart. 

All that my Ilaram boasts of bloom and wit. 

Of skill and charms, most rare and exquisite, 

Shall tempt the boy; — young Mir/ala s blue eye>. 

Whose sleepy lid like snow on violets lies; 

Arouya's cheeks, warm as a spring-day sun, 

And lips that, like the seal of Solomon, 

Have magic in iheir pressure; Zcba's lute. 

And Lilla's dancing fret, that gleam and shoot 

llapid and white as sea-birds o'er the deep! 

All shall combine their witching powers to sleep 

My convert's spirit in that softening trance. 

From which to Hciven is but the next advance; 

That glowing, yielding fusion of the breast, 

On which Religion stamps her image best. 

Rut hear me, Priestess! though each nymph of tliese 

Hath some peculiar practised power to please. 

Some glance or step which, at the mirror tried, 

First charms herself, then all the world beside ; 

There still wants one, to make the victory sure. 

One, who in every look joius every lure; 

Through whom all beauty's beams concenter'd pass. 

Dazzling and warm, as through love's burning-glass; 

Whose gentle lips persuade without a word, 

Whose words, even when unmeaning, are adored, 

Like inarticulate breathings from a shrine. 

Which our faith lakes for granted are divine! 

Such is the uymph we Vani, all warmili and light, 

To crown the rich temptations of to-night; 

Such the rufmed enchantress that must be 

This hero's vanquisher, — and thou art she!" 

With her hands dasp'd, her lips apart and pale, 

The maid had stood, gazing upon ihe Veil 

From which these words, like south-winds through a fence 

Of Kerzrah flowers, came fiU'd with pestilence :* 

So boldly uttcr'd too I us if all dread 

Of frowns from her, of virtuous frowns, were fled, 

And the wretch fell assured that, once plunged in. 

Her woman's soul would know no pause in sin ! 

At first, though mute she listen'd, like a dream 
Seem'd all he said; nor could her mind, whose beam 
As yet was weak, penetrate half his scheme. 
But when, at length, he utter'd «<Thou art she!n 
All flash'd at once, and shrieking ptteou<ily, 
u Oh not for worlds !i> she cried — «< Great God! to whom 
I once knelt innocent, is ihis my doom? 
Are all my dreafns, my hopes of heavenly bliss. 
My purity, my pride, then come to this, — 
To live, the wanton of a fiend ! to be 
The pander of his guilt — oh infamy! 
And sunk, myself, as low as hell can steep 
In its hot flood, drag others down as deep! 
Others? — ha! yes — that youth who came to-day — 
Aothim I loved — not him— oh ! do but say, 

1 • It it rommAnly Mid. in Peniia, ibai if • man braatbe in the liot 
Mulb-«ind wbirfa in June or July paMcf over ibat ilnwer.lbc Rcrtrrrli, 
ii will lilt bim..— T«»T«iior. 



But swear to me tlib moment 't is not be, 

And I will serve, dark fiend! will worship eren thee!* 

M Beware, young raving thing! — in time beware. 
Nor utter what I cannot, must not bear 
Even from diy lips. Go— try thy lute, thy Toice, 
The boy must feel their magic — I rejoice 
To see those lires, no matter whence they riie. 
Once more illuming my ^ir Priestess' eyes; 
Aud should the youth, whom soon those eyes shall wana. 
Indeed resemble ihy dead lover's form. 
So much the happier wilt thou find thy doom. 
As one warm lover, full of life and bloom, 
Excels ten thousand cold ones in the tomb. 
Nay, nay, no frowning, sweet! those eyes were made 
For love, not anger — i must be obey'd.* 

« Obey'd ! — 't is well — yes, 1 deserve it all — 
On me, on me Heaven's vengeance cannot fall 
Too heavily — but Azim, brave and true 
And beautiful — must he be ruin'd tool 
Musi lie too, glorious as he is, be driven 
A renegade like me from lx>ve and Heaven ? 
Like me ? — weak wretch, I wrong him — not like me ; 
No — he's all truth and strength and purity! 
Fill up your madd'ning hell-cnp to the brim. 
Its witchery, fiends, will have no charm for bin. 
Let loose your glowing wantons from their bowars. 
He loves, he loves, and can defy their powers ! 
Wretch as I am, in his heart still I reign 
Pure as wheu first we met, without a stain ! 
Though ruin'd — lost — my memory, like a charm 
Left by the dead, still keeps his soul from liann. 
Oh ! never let him know how deep the brow 
He kiss'd at parting is dislionour'd now — 
Ne'er tell him how debased, how sunk is she. 
Whom once he lov'd— once! — stiU loves dotingly! 
Thou laugh'st, tormentor, — what! — thou 'k brsuMi Biy 

name ? 
Do, do — in vain — he '11 not believe my shame — 
He thinks me true, that nought iteneath God's sky 
Could tempt or change me, and — so once thought L 
But this is past — though worse than death my lot. 
Than hell — 't is nothing, while he knows it Dot. 
F'ar off to some benighted land I '11 fly, 
W^here sunbeam ne'er shall enter till I die : 
Where none will ask the lost one whence she came, 
But I may fade and fall without a name! 
And thou — curst man or fiend, whate'er thou art, 
W^ho found'st this burning plague-spot in my heart. 
And spread^stit — oh, so quick! — through soul aadlirane 
With more than demon's art, till I became m 

A loathsome thing, all pestilence, all flame i— 

If, when I'm gone w 

« Hold, fearless maniac, hold. 
Nor tempt my rage — by Heaven not half so bold 
The puny bird that dares with teaziog hiim 
Within the crocodile's stretch'd jaws to come ! ^ 
And so thou 'It fly, forsooth ? — what ! — give ap all 
Thy chaste dominion in the Haram Hall, 
Where now to Love and now to Alia given. 
Half mistress and half saint, thou hang'st as eTen 



^ Tb« ancieot ttonr conrerniog tbe Trochilut. or LuoiniB^ bird, •■- 
terin; wiib impunity into tbe month of tb« cr»rwJiU, wfiranly ba)i«T(d 
at Java.— B*aaow'a Coekim'-Chimm. 
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iBft • lo«K 'tmiu ImU sad hM«M ! 

-«• maikj May NpcilM nm 

ftke oac0 hath fix'd his «yet opoa ; 

«■ caof^c the pray may ha 

I hk loriof folds, as thoa from me. 

is*d~kt food or Ul beiade, 

• tiU death, tiU death Mohaoiia's brida! 

fffol thy oath i»— 

At this Uraad word, 
hoaa spirit his mda tawits had stirr'd 
ila depths, and roosad aa aa^er there. 
mA h^tca'd even through her despair t — 
I, as if a hli^it were in the breath 
that word, and staffcr'd, pale as death. 

aarom hrida, let other* seek is bowers 
place the charoel-vanlt was oars! 
«ot8 and balms, for thee and ma 
1 steams of sweat mortality ;— 
If daathJifhii shooa while wa 
r foasia, a row of faodly dead 
pirits im their time ao donbt). 
If ahroods apan the rite look'd oat ! 
lea haard'tc aMre hps than thine repeat— 
ihaa shadderesc, lady<^was it sweet T 
I pledged, the characl's choicest 

nd tool all ■ 
that, whether bleta'd or carst 
r, not beU itself shall bnrst ! 
to the Haram, aad look gay, 
look— any thiaf bnt sad ; yet suy — 
U more — from what tkii night hath pass'd, 
OMw'st BM, kaow'st me weU at last. 
id so, load Ihiag, thou thoagbi'st all tme. 
Iota mankind ! — I do, I do- 
love them ; as the sea-dog doats 
imII sweet fry that roaad him Boats; 
ffila-^ird loves the slime that gives 

food on which she hve% ! * 



wed. 



all roaad jHiaainatrd; sobm artisis of Taai- 
tcheon haviaf baaa taat oa previoasly for the parpaae. 
Oa each aide of the graea alley, which led to the Royal 
Pavilion, artttdnl scaaeries of haidboo-work 
erected, rrpreseoiing arrbea, miaarets, aad 
from which haag thonsnads of silkea laateras, paiated 
by the aaost delicaM peaeils of Caatoa. Nodung coald 
be more beantifnl thaa the leaves of the maago-trtes 
and acacias, shining in the light of the bamboo scenery, 
which shed a lastra roaad as soft as that of the aigbto 
of Peristaa. 

Lalla Rookh, however, who waa too ameh occapied 
by the sad slory of Zeiica aad her lovar, la giva a 
thought to any thing eke, except, perhaps, ham who ra- 
bted it, hnrried tm through thn acena of aplaadour to 
her pavilioa, — greatly to the mortificalioa of dia poor 
artiiiu of Yamtchaou,— and waa followed with equal 
rapidity by the Great Cbamberlata, caraing, m he weat, 
that ancient Mandarin, whose parental aaiiety in light- 
ing up the shores of the lake, where his beloved daagb* 
ter bad wandered and beea lost, wm the origin of them 
^tastic rhinaae illnminations. 

Without a moment's delay young FeraaM»n was ia- 
troduced, aad Fadkdeen, who could never aaake ap 
his mind as to the meriu of a poet, till he knew the re- 
ligious sect to which he beloa^ed, was aboat to ask him 
whether ha waa a Shia or a Sooai, whea Lalla Rookh 
impatieatly clapped her haada for sUeace, and the 
youth, bring seated apon the musaad near her, 
ceeded: — 



BW thou sees! my $oul'i angelic hue, 
haae ftmiures were uocurtaio'd too ; — 
wImmc light — oh, rare celestial licUt ! 
laaerved to bleac thy favour'd stgUl ; 
iag eyes, before whose shrouded might 
m immortal Mao kneel down and quake — 
I they were Heaven's Ughtniogs for his sake! 
ad look— then wonder, if thou vrilt, 
lid hate, should take revenge, by guilt, 
land, whose mitcUief or whMC mirth 
tm maim*d and monstrous upon earth ; 
It race who, t}iou{;U more vile they be 
iag apes, are dcmi-gods to me ! 
ge if Hell, with all iu power to damn, 
le curse to the foul thing I am !» — 

d his veil— the Maid tum'd slowly round, 
bim — shriek'd— and sunk upon the ground ! 



p arrival, next night, at the place of eacamp- 
r were surprised and delighted to find the 



rip** (Nili. «f.) •!•• «*i Ikit. Tm ttrfftnm 



rsEPABi thy soul, young Axiro I — thou hau braved 
The bands of Greece, still mighty though eatlaved: 
lla«t faced her phalanx, arm'd with all iu faaM, 
Her Macedonian pikes and globes of Bame ; 
All this hast fronted, with firm heart and brow, 
But a more perilous trial vaits thee now,— 
Woman's bright eyes, a daxzling host of eyes 
From every land wliere woman smiles or si^is ; 
Of every hue, as Love may chance to raise 
His black or axure banner in thrir blase ; 
And rsirh sweet mode of warfare, from the Bash 
Tliat lightens boldly through the shadowy lash, 
To the sly, stealing splendors, almost hid, 
Like swords half'sbeathed, beneath the dovmcast lid. 
Such, Axim, is the lovely, luminous boat 
Now led against thee ; and, let conquerors boast 
Their fields of fame, he who in virtue arms 
A young, warm spirit against beauty's charms, 
Who feels licr brightness, yet defies her thrall. 
Is the best, bravest conqueror of them alL 

Now, through the Haram chambers, moving ligfato 
And busy shapes proclaim the toilet's ritaa;— 
From room to room the ready handmaida hie. 
Some skiil'd to wreathe the turban taatefnlly. 
Or hang the veil, m negligeaca of abada. 
O'er the warm blushes of the youthful maid. 
Who, if between the folds but one eye shone, 
like Seba's Quetn could vaaquash with that one :— * 






kMi ra*MlM4 ay ImmH wiib 



•f ilita« «7««. •—$«/. 
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While some bring leaves of Henna, to imbue 

The finders' end& with a bright roseate hue;' 

So briglit, that in the mirror's depth they seem 

Like tips of coral branches in the stream ; 

And others mix the Kohol's jetty dye, 

To give that long, dark languish to the eye,' 

Which makes the maids, whom kings are proud to cull 

From hlr Circassia s vales, so beautiful. 

All is in motion ; rings and plumes and pearlx 
Are shining every where: — some younger girls 
Are gone by moonlight to the garden beds. 
To gather ^esh cool chaplets for their heads ; 
Gay creatures I sweet, though mournful 't is to see 
How each prefers a garland from that tree 
Which brings to mind her childhood's innocent day. 
And the dear fields and friendships far away. 
The maid of India, blest again to hold 
In her full lap the Champac's leaves of gold,^ 
Tliinks of the time when, by the Ganges' flood, 
Her little play-mates scatter'd many a bud 
Upon her long black hair, with glossy gleam 
Just dripping from the consecrated stream : 
While the young Arab, haunted by the smell 
Of her own mountain flowers, as by a spell, — 
The sweet Elcaya,4 and that courteous tree 
Which bows to all who seek its canopy — ^ 
Sees, call'd up round her by these magic scents. 
The well, the camels, and her father's tents ; 
Sighs for the home she left with little pain, 
And wishes even its sorrows back again ! 

Meanwhile, through vast illuminated halls, 
Silent and bright, where nothing but the falls 
Of fragrant wateis, gushing with cool sound 
From many a jasper fount, is heard around. 
Young Azim roams bewilder d, — nor can guess 
What means this maze of light and loneliness. 
Here the way leads, o'er tessellated floors 
Or mats of Cairo, through long corridors. 
Where, ranged in cassolcts and silver urns. 
Sweet wood of aloe or of sandal bums ; 
And spicy rods, such as illume at night 
The bowers of Tibet,^ sent fortli odorous light. 
Like Peris' wands, when pointing out the road 
For some pure spirit to it<; blest abode ! — 
And here, at once, the gUttering saloon 
Bursts on his sight, boundless and bright as noon ; 
Where, in the midst, reflecting back the rays 
In broken rainbows, a fresh fountain plays 
High as the enamell'd cupola, which towers 
All rich with arabesques of gold and flowers : 



* aThry tia^ed the rndt of her fiofera Karlet with II«BDa, to that 
they reMabled braathe* of conl.*— Story of Primes Futtun in 'a> 
ktrilmmmah. 

* ■ Tb« «oa«B blaek«n tb« incid* of their cye-lidt with a powder 
•aned the bUik Kobnl.*— Rithil. 

'•The appearance of the bloMomt of the 0old-coloured Canpar on 
the blarh hair of the Indian women hattapplieJ tbeSanicrit poet* with 
many elegant alluaioaa.*— Sea Aaimtie Hfsemrchet, rol. ir. 

* • A tre<> famoaa foriia parfame. and common on the hiili of Ye- 
men*. —Niiivia. 

*0f the genua mimoaa. • which droop* it« hranrlm whenever aty 
poraon approai het it, •e>min(; aa if it aalutrd iho«e who retire under 
its abade.* — Nisavna. 

* • Clovea are a principal ingrr ii^nt in the rorapo«itien of the per- 
fumed rod*, which meuof rank keep conataniiy burning in their pre- 
arnre.*— TaaRflt'e Tibet- 



And the mosaic floor beneath shines through 
The sprinkling of that fountain's silvery dew. 
Like the wet, glistening shells, of every dye, 
That on the margin of the Red Sea lie. 

Here too he traces the kind vidtings 
Of woman's love, in those fair, living things 
Of land and wave, whose fate — in bondage thrown 
For their weak loveliness — is like her own ! 
On one side, gleaming with a sudden grace 
Through water, brilliant as the crystal vase 
In which it undulates, small fishes shiu^. 
Like golden ingots from a fairy mine; — 
While, on the other, latticed lightly in 
With odoriferous woods of Gomorin, ' 
Each brilliant bird that wings the air is seen : — 
Gay, sparkling loories, such as gleam between 
The crimson blossoms of the coral tree * 
In the warm isles of India's sunny sea : 
Mecca's blue sacred pigeon, ^ and the thrush 
Of Hindoslan, 4 whose holy warblings gush. 
At evening, from the tall pagoda's top ; — 
Those golden birds that, in the spice time, drop 
About the gardens, drunk with tliat sweet food 
Whose scent hath lured them o'er the summer flood ;^ 
And those that under Araby's soft sun 

Build their high nests of budding cinnamon ; ^ 

In short, all rare and beauteous things, that fly 
Through the pure clement, here calmly lie 
Sleeping in light, like tlie green birds? that dwell 
In Eden's radiant fields of asphodel ! 

So on, through scenes past all imagining, — 
More like the luxuries of that impious king,* 
Whom Death 's dark angel, with his lightning torch. 
Struck down and blasted even in pleasure's porch. 
Than the pure dwelling of a prophet, sent, 
Arm'd with Heaven's sword, for man's en francliisement-- 
Young Azim wander'd, looking sternly round. 
His simple garb and war-boots' clanking sound 
Out ill according with the pomp and grace 
And silent lull of that voluptuous place! 

« Is this then,» thought the youth, « is this the way 
To free man's spirit from the deadening sway 
Of worldly sloth? — to teach him, while he lives. 
To know no bli-ss hut that which virtue gives, 
And when he dies, to leave his lofty name 
A light, a land-mark on the cliffs of fame? 

* aC'eat d'ou rient le boi« d'alon, que lea Arabe« appoUaat Ond 
Comari. et celui du Mndal, qui ay trouve en gmodo pantile.*— 

D'Hc«»tLOT. 

' ■Thouvand* of Tiriegated looriet Ti»it the coral (reoa.*— B«bm»«. 

* • In Merra there are quaniitiet of blue pigeona. wbirll aoaewill 
affright or abuae. much leaa kill.*— Pirr'a Jccouut •/th€ Mahguc 
tantm 

* • The Pagoda throah it eaieemed among the firai rhuriatefv of India. 
It aiia patched on the aarred pagoda*, and from ibeaee deli««n its mr- 
lodiona voog.* — Pthvart'* HindoMtan. 

'Bird* of Paradiae. whirb, at the nutmeg Maaon. r«»me hi i'ghta 
from the southern i*les to Indi* ; and ■ the atroogth of tb« ■■tmi*- 
aay* T^TiaiiiBa, • ao intotic^ite* tbrm that tbey fall dead dnwk t* the 
•arth.* 

* • That bird whirb liveih in Arabia, and buildeth ii« neat wttk cinm 
mon.*— Baowa'a Vntfiitr Errors, 

' • The apiriu of the martyra will be lodged io the eropa of green 
bird«.< — Oiaaoii, vol. it. p. ^i\. 

■ Shedad, who made the delicino* gardes* of Irim, in imitaiie* of 
Paradiae, and vatdestrojed by lightning the firai time 1*« ■iiimiiiid 
to enter thrm. 
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t to, load of the gnierout ihoaghc 
Of deed ! thy god-like Mget taught; 
*t Ihut, in howers of waoton e«M\ 
dom ouncd her sacred energies ; 
leneaih the enfeebling, withering glow 
loll luxury did those myrtles grow, 
ch she wreathed her sword, when she would dare 
1 deeds ; but in the hrjciug air 
■of temperance,— of that high, rare, 
rirtue, which alone can breathe 
Ith, aud lustre into Freedom's wreatti! 
I surveys this span of earth we press, 
k of life in time's great wilderness, 
ow isthmus 'twixt two boundless seas, 
the future, two eternities ! — 
Jly tlie bright spot or leave it bare, 
might build liim a proud temple there, 
hat long siiall hallow all its &pare, 
«ch purer ^oul'^ high rekliag-place? 
it cannot be, that one, whom Go<l 
to break the wizard Falsehood's rod, — 
't of the Truth, whose mission draws 
from Heaven, should thus profane his rauKc 
world's vulgar pomps; — no, no— I see — 
( me weak — this glare of luxury 
tempt, 10 try the eaglet gaie 
OBg soul ; — sliiue on, 't will stand the blase !m 

ifht the youth.— but, even while lie defied 
bing scene, lie felt its witchery (jlide 
every seu^. Tlie perfume breatiiiuj round 
rvading spirit; — flic blill sound 
; waten, lulliog as the song 

bees at sunset, wheu they tbroug 
be fragrant Nilica, and deep 
e blossoms hum tliemfteives to s\eep\ ' 
ic too — dear muftic ! that can touch 
U else the soul that love<i it much — 
d fir off, so far a« hut to seem 
Sunt exquisite music of a dream : — 
N> much for him, too full of bliss: 

could nothing feel, that felt not (his. 

he sunk upon a couch and gave 

ip to sweet thou(;hts, like v^ave on wave 

ig in smooth seas, wheu storms are laid, — 

bt of Zelica, his own dc:ir maid, 

e time when, full of blissful sighs, 

ind look (1 into each other's eye«, 

i happy — as if Cu<l hid gi^cu 

be worth looking at on this side heaven ! 

y loved mistress! whose enchantments still 

me, round me, wander where I will— 

lee, for ihee alooe I seek 

; of glory — to light up thy cheek 

m approval — in that gentle look. 

ay praise, as in an angel's book, 

t all toils rewanieiK when from thee 

nile, worth iinmortility ! 

I f bear tlie moment, wheu restored 

King heart where I alone am lord. 



l« kMMr« »• ibat lb* ptani brl«r« n« (iIm JViUa) •• 
iImi* •aa«d b#«aaM th* brct Mr «a|ip«««J to •Irrfk 



Tliough of such bliss unworthy, — since the best 

Aloue deserve to be the happiest ! — 

When from those lips, unbreathed upon for yeare, 

I shall again kiss off the soul-felt tears. 

And hnd those tears warm as when last they surted, 

llioae sacred kisses pure as when we parted ! 

Oh my own life! — why should a single day, 

A moment, keep me from those arms awayT* 

While thus he tliinks, still nearer on the breeie 
Come those delicious dream-like harmooie*. 
Each note of which but adds new downy links 
To the soft chain in which his spirit sinks. 
He turns bim toward tlie sound, and, fer away 
Through a long vista, sparkling with the pby 
Of countless lamps, — like the rich track which Day 
leaves on the waters, when be sinks from lu ; 
So long the path, its light so tremulous; — 
lie sees a group of female forms advance. 
Some chain'd together in the mary dance 
Dy fetters, forged in the green sunny howers, 
A<( (hey were captives to the King of Flowers; — 
And some disporting round, unlink'd and free. 
Who seem'd to mock their sisters' slavery, 
And round and round them still, in wheeling flight. 
Went, hke gay moths aliout a lamp at night* 
While others waked, a<i gracefully uloug 
Their feet kept time, the very soul of song 
From psaltery, pipe, and lutes of heavenly thrill. 
Or their own youthful voices, lieaveulier still ! 
And now they come, now pass before his eye. 
Forms such as Nature moulds, when she would «ie 
W'itli F.incy's pencil, and gave birth to tilings 
1/Ovely beyoml its fairest picturings! 
Awhile they dance before him, tfien divide. 
Breaking, like rosy clouds at even-tide 
Around the rich pavilion of the sun, — 
Till silently dispersing, one l»y one. 
Through many a path that from the eliamber leatU 
To ganlens terraces, and moonlight meads. 
Their distant laughter comes upon the wind. 
And but one trembling nymph rrinaint behiml, — 
Reckoning them hack in %ain, fur tliey are gone. 
And she is left in ail (hat light alone; 
No veil to curtain o'er lier beauteous bro^v, 
in its young bashfiilness more beauteous now; 
But a light golden chain-work round her hair. 
Such as the maids of Yesd and Shiniz wear, 
From which, on either side, gracefully hung 
A golden amulet, in the Arab tongue. 
Engraven o'er with some immortal line 
From holy writ, or bard scarce less divine; 
While her left liand, as shriukingly she stood. 
Held a small lute of gold and sandal-wood. 
Which once or twice she touch 'd with hurried strain, 
Then took her trembling Gngers off again. 
But when at lengtli a timid glance she stole 
At Aiim, the sweet gravity of soul 
She saw through all his features calm'd her fear. 
And, like a half-tamed antelope, more near, 
Thou);h shriiiking still, slie came; — then sat her down 
Tpon a musnud's ' edge, and, bolder grown. 



* Musnndt art t««bieBC«i Malt, mmmIIy rrMivnt fwr p^rMtnt •( Ait- 
liacUoB. 
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In the pscbetie mode of IsfiibaD * 

Toucb'd a preluding strtin, and thus began :— > 

There *» a bower of roiai by Bendemeer't* stream^ 
And the nightingale dngs round it all the day long ; 

In the time of my childhood 'twas like a tweet djream, 
To sit in the roses and hear the bird's song. 

That bower and its music I nerer forget, 
But oft when alone, in the bloom of the year, 

I think — is the nightingale singing there yet? 
Are the roses still bright by the calm' fiendemeerT 

No, the roses soon wither d that hung o'er the wave, 
fiut some blossoms were gather'd, while freshly they 
shone, 

And a dew was distiU'd from their flowers, that gare 
All the fragrance of summer, when summer was gone. 

Thus memory draws from delight, ere it dies. 
An essence that breathes of it many a year { 

Thus bright to oy soul, as 'twas then to my eyes. 
Is that bower on the banks of the calm Bendemeer ! 

•Poor maiden !» thought the youth, «if thou wert sent. 
With thy soft lute and beauty's blandishment, 
To wake unholy wishes in this heart. 
Or tempt its truth, thou little know'st the art. 
For though thy lip should sweetly counsel wrong. 
Those vestal eyes would disavow its song. 
But thou hast breathed such purity, thy lay 
Returns so fondly to youth's virtuous day. 
And leads thy sottl->-if e'er it waoder'd thence — 
So gently back to its first innocence. 
That I would sooner stop the uncliain'd dove, 
When swift returning to its home of love. 
And round its snowy wing new fetters twine, 
Than turn from virtue one pure wish of thine !» 

Scarce had this feeling pass'd, when, sparkling througli 
The genUy-open'd curtains of light blue 
That veil'd the breezy casement, countless eyes. 
Peeping like stars through the blue evening skies, 
Look'd laughing in, at if to mock the pair 
That sat so still and melancholy there — 
And now the curtains fly apart, and in 
From the eool air, 'mid showers of jessamine 
Which those without fling after them in play. 
Two lightsome maidens spring, lightsome as they 
^ho live in the air on odours, and around 
The bright saloon, scarce conscious of the ground. 
Chase one another, in a varying dance 
Of mirth and languor, coyness and advance. 
Too eloquently, Uke love's warm pursuit : 
While she, who sung so gently to the lure 
Her dream of home, steals thnidly away. 
Shrinking as violets do in summer^s ray, — 
But lakes with her from Adm's heart that sigh 
We sometimes give to forms that pass us by 
In the world's crowd, too lovely to remain, 
Creatures of light we never see again ! 

* TIm PcrauiH, lika the aacieai Greeks, nil their aaHcal modner 
PeHaa by ibe aaaiea of diflercBt couBUie* er cium, m ibe mode of 
ItCakui. the aodc of Iiak. eic. 

* A river which Mova aear the niiot of Cbilninar. 



Around the while necks of the nymphs who danced 
Hung carcanets of orient gems, that glanced 
More brilliant than the sea-glast glittering o'er 
The hills of crystal on the Caspian shore; ■ 
While from their long dark tresses, in a fall 
Of curls descending, bells as musical 
As those that, on the goMen-sfaafted tree* 
Of Eden, shake in the Eternal Breeze, * 
Rung round their steps, at every bound more iweef , 
As 't were the ecstatic language of th«r feet! 
At length the chase was o'er, and they stood wreathed 
Within each others' arms ; while soft there breathed 
Through the cool casement, mingled with the fight 
Of moonlight flowers, music that seem'd to rite 
From some still lake, so llquidly it rose; 
And, as it swell'd again at eaeh fsint close. 
The ear could track, through all that maze of chords 
And young sweet voices, these impassion'd words :— 

A Spirit there it, whose fragrant sigh 
Is burning now through earth and air ; 

Where cheeks are blushing, the Spirit is nigh. 
Where lips are meeting, the Spirit is there! 

His breath is the soul of flowers like these. 
And his floating eyes— oh! Hiey resensble 

Blue water*lilies, ^ when the breeze 
Is making the stream around them tremble ! 

Hail to thee, hail to thee, kindling power! 

Spirit of Love, Spirit of Bliss!. 
Thy holiest time is the moonlight hour. 

And there never was moonlight so sweet at this. 



Dy the fair and brave, 

Who blushing unite. 
Like the sun and wave. 

When they meet at night! 

By the tear that shows 

When passion is nigh. 
As the rain-drop flows 

From the heat of the sky! 

By the first love-beat 

Of the youthful heart. 
By the bliss to meet. 

And the pain to part ! 

By all that thou hast 

To mortals given. 
Which— oh! could it last. 

This earth were heaven ! 

We call thee hither, entrancing Power ! 

Spirit of Love ! Spirit of Bliss ! 
Thy honest time is the moonlight boar. 

And there never was moonlight to tweet at 



* a To the aonh of m (on the ceett of die Cetpiaa, mmt MaMm) 
VM a Bonauin which apai^led like diasMBd*. ariaiag froa tlw«ea> 
glaMand cryMak with which it ab o w o dt. ■ —Jmmrmty mftkt ! ■■■ '— 
dtmkmitmdQr to Persia, 1746. 

> « To which will be added the Maad of the bclla. kaaglog •• the 
tree*, which will be pat ia metioB by the wiad pfoeacdiaf ft -*^- 
lbro•c of God. a* ofWo ae the blewed «i«h far 1 ' 

* Jrhc blae lotoe, which grow* in Caahntra aai ia 
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ImiMitieot of • aeene, wImm Uuruim slok, 
SfMte of himself, too deep into bk tool, 
And where, Bidet all that the yonof iHart loffc* 
Flowert, mooc, uniles, to yidd was to ho loet. 
The yooth had elarled ap, and tura'd away 
From the light Dympht aad iheir luzariotw lay. 
To muae apoa the picturee that hung round, — 
Bright imagea, that spoke withoot a MNiiid, 
And vieva, like Tiaias into huj grooad* 
Bat here agaio new spells came o'er his seasc; — 
All that the pencirs mate omaipotence 
Could call up into life, of soft and fair. 
Of food and paasioaate, was glowing tbare: 
Nor yet loo warm, but looch'd with that ina art 
Which paints of plcasore bat the purer part ; 
Which knows even Beanty when half-veild ia bcM, 
Like her own radiant planet of the west, 
Whoee orb when half retired looks loveliesli 
rXicre hang the history of the Genii-King, 
Traced throngh each gay voluptuous wandering 
W*ith her from Saba's bowers, in whose bright eyes 
lie read that to be blest is to be wisci— ' 
Here food Zuleika * woos with opm arms 
The Hebrew boy, who flies from her young charms. 
Yet, Hying, inms to gate, and, half undone. 
Wishes that Heaven and she c<Nild hoik be won ! 
And here Hohammed, bom for love and guile, 
Forgeu the Koran in his Mary's saaile ;— 
Then beckons some kind angel from above 
With a new text to consecrate their lovel ' 

With rapid step, yet pleased and lingering eye. 
Did the youth pass these pictured stories by. 
And hasten'd to a casement, mliere the light 
Of the calm moon came io, and freshly bright 
The fields without were seen, sleeping as still 
As if no life remain'd in breeie or rill. 
Here paused he, while the music, now less near, 
Breathed with a holier language on his ear, 
As though the distance, and that heavenly ray 
Through which the sounds came floating, took away 
All that had been too earthly in the lay. 
Oh ! coold he listen to such sounds, unmoved, 
And by that fight— nor dream of her he loved ? 
Dream on, unconscions boy ! while yet thou may 'st; 
T is the last bliss thy soul shall ever taste. 
Clasp yet awhile her image to thy heart. 
Ere all the light, that made it dear, depart. 
Think of her smilea as when thou saw 'si them last. 
Clear, beautiful, by nought of earth o'ercast ; 
Recal her tears, to thee at parting given. 
Pure OS they weep, 1/ angels weep, in heaven ! 
Think in her own still bower she waiu thee now, 
W ith the same glow of heart and bloom of brow. 
Yet shrined in soUinde—thine all, thine only, 
Like the one star above thee, bright and lonely? 
Oh, that a dream so sweet, so long enjoy 'd. 
Should be so sadly, cruelly dcatroy'd ! 



« ¥•* Um U*m •/ Kiaf ■ » ! >— (wU «m tmfftmd to pmU* %w»t 
Ike wb*U nnti Gtttii) mitk WaHkim. ik» Qmw •/ 8UU cr Sab«. m* 

* TW wife W follfkmr. thm ua«^ ky tk« Oricaiala. Her Ait—, 
mrm with Um Patrwtk Jowpb m lb* Mibjcit of aMny of iWir fMiw 

* TW fml^ftmlmn tt M il ww * — ■■r •illi Ikry. lb* C mf tit girl, 
ia iM«tfcMM« •€ mkiJk b« addU a aav cbaftor la ib« Ktmm. aay 
ba ra«a4 ia 0«aaiaa'a JTaM ^wa JM/tdm, p. iSi. 



The song is hush 'd, the laughing nymphs are flown. 
And he is left, musing of bliu, alone; — 
Alone ! — 00, not alone — that heavy sigh. 
That tob of grief, which broke from some one nigh — 
Whose could it be ? — alas ! is misery found 
Here, even here,%n this enchanted ground I 
He turns, and sees a fensale form, close veil'd, 
Leaning, as if both heart and strength had fail'd. 
Against a pillar near ; — not glittering o'er 
With gems and wreaths, such as the others wore. 
But io that deep blue, melancholy dress, * 
Bokhara's maidens wear in mindfulness 
Of friends or kindred, dead or faraway; — 
And such as Zelica had on that day 
He left her, — when, with heart tf»o full to speak. 
He took away her bst warm tears upon his cheek. 

A strange emotion stirs within him, — more 
Than mere rompa^hiou ever waked b«-(bre; — 
Uucomwiuudy he oprs Ins arms, while she 
Springs forward, as with life's latit energy. 
But, swoonin(f in that one con«uUi«e hound, 
bioks, ere she reach his arms, u|)on the ground; — 
Her veil falls off — her faint hands clasp his knees — 
T is she herself! — 'tis Zelica he sees! 
But, ah, so pale, so changed — none but a lover 
Could in that wreck of beauty's shrine discover 
The once adored di%iniiy! even he 
Stood for some moments mute, and duuhtingly 
Put hack the rio|;lets from her brow, and gazed 
I'pon tliose lids v)>ere out-e such lujktre bUucJ, 
Ere he could tliink site was indeed his own. 
Own d.irUng maid, whom lie so ion^; liad known 
In joy and sorrow, beautiful in both ; 
Who, even when grief was lieaviest — when loth 
He left her for the wars— in that worst hour 
Sat in her sorrow like the sweet night-flower, ' 
When darkness brings its weeping glories out. 
And spreads its sighs like frankincense about ! 

a Look up, my Zelica— one moment show 
Tliose gentle eyes to me, that I may know 
Thy life, thy lo«eUness is not all gone. 
But C^re, ai least, shines as it ever slione. 
Cooie, h>ok upon thy Aiim— one dear glance, 
Like those of oUl, were heaven ! whatever chance 
Hath brought thee here, oh! 't was a blessed ooe ! 
Tlirre— my sweet lids — they move— tliat kiu liath run 
Like the first shoot of life through every vein. 
And now I clasp her, minf . all mine again ! 
Oh tite delight— now, in this very hour, 
Wlien, had the whole rich world been in my power, 
I should have singled out thee, only thee. 
From the whole world 's collected treasury — 
To have thee here— to hang thus fondly o'er 
lly own best, purest Zelica once morel* — 

It was indeed the touch of those loved lips 
Upon her eyes that chased their short eclipse. 
And, gradual as the snow, at heaven's breath, 
Melu off and shows the ature flowers beneath, 
Her lids uuclosed, and the bright eyes were seen 
Casing on hi<i, — not as they late had been, 

* • Daap Umv m lb«ic aftarataf c«Uar.«— ll*a«>*t. 

* Tb« •avraalal ayctaalbet, abMb bcfiat la tprcarf •<• rub udmmt 
•ft«r Mia^Mi. 
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Quick, restless, ^ild, but mournfully serene; 
As if to lie, even for that traaced minute, 
So near his heart, had consolation in it; 
And thus 10 wake in his beloved caress 
Topk from her soul one half its wretchedness. 
But when she heard him call her good and pure, 
Oh 'twas too much — too dreadful to endure! 
Shudileriiid she broke away from his embrace, 
And, hiding with both hands her guilty face. 
Said, in a tone whoso anguish would liavc riven 
A heart of very marble, « pure I^-oh Heaven. » — 

That toue — those looks so changed — the withering 
blight. 
That sin and sorrow leave where'er they light — 
The dead de&j)ondi'ncy of those sunk eyes, 
Where once, had he thus met her by surprise. 
He would have seen himself, too happy boy. 
Reflected iu a thousand lights of joy; 
And tlieu the plactr, that bright uohuly place. 
Where vice lay hid beneath each winning grace 
And charm of luxury, as the \ipcr weaves 
Its wily covering of sweet balsam-leaves: — ' 
All struck upon his heart, sudden and cold 
As death itself; — it needs not to be told — 
No, no — he sees it all, plain as the brand 
Of burning shame can mark— whatc'er the hand 
That could from heaven and him such brightness sever, 
*T is done — to heaven and him she 's lost for ever! 
It was a dreadful moment, not the tears. 
The lingering, lasting misery of years 
Could match that minute's anguish — all the worst 
Of sorrow's elements in iliat dark burst 
Broke o'er his soul, and, with one crash of fate, 
Laid ihc whole hopes of his life desolate! 

uOh! curse mc not,» slie cried, as wild he toss'd 
His desperate baud tow'rds heaven — u though i am lost, 
Think not that guilt, that falsehood made mc fall. 
No, no — 'twas grief, 'twas madness did it all! 
Nay, doubt me not — though all thy love hath ceased — 
I know it hath — yet, yet believe, at least, 
That every spark of reason's light must be 
Queuch'd in this brain, ere I could stray from thee I 
They told mc thou wert dead — why, Azini, why 
Did we not, both of us, that instant die 
Wheu we were parted? — oh! couldst thou but know 
With what a deep dcvotcdness of woe 
I wept thy absence — o'er and o'er again 
Thinking of ihec, still thee, till thought grew pain, 
And memory, like a drop that, night and day. 
Falls cold and ceaseless, wore my heart away ! 
Didst thou but know how pale 1 sal at home, 
My eyes still turu'd the way thou wert to come, 
And, all the loug, long night of hope and fear, 
Thy \oice and step still sounding iu my ear — 
Oh Cod ! thou wouldst not wonder tliat, at last. 
When every hope was all at once o'ercasi, 
When I heard frightful voices rdund me say 
Jzini is dead! — this wretched brain gave way. 
And I became a wreck, at random driven. 
Without one glimpse of reason or of Heaven — 

• « Ciiorriinni; llii; *i|iri«, wliirb Pliny M)« «rrp rrr<|iicnt amoni; 
ibe balMm-irret. I ui«<{,* very p4iiu'ul,(r iii.|uiry: «<frr«l«icrr l>raujjhi 
me «Htc, l»>ib In Y^otbo ahJ Jiilif«.«~«BtifCc. 



All wild — and even this quenchless love witliin 

Tum'd to foul fires to light me into sin! 

Thou pitiest me — I knew thou wouldst — that iky 

Hath nought beneath it half so lorn as I. 

The fiend, who lured me hither — hist! come near. 

Or thou too, tiioH art lost, if he should hear — 

Told me such things — oh! with such devilish art 

As would have ruin'd ev'n a holier heart — 

Of thee, and of tiiat ever radiant sphere. 

Where, blest at length, if I but served him here, 

I should for ever live in thy dear sight. 

And drink from those pure eyes eternal light ! 

Think, think how lost, how madden'd f must be. 

To hope that guilt could lead to God or dice! 

Thou weep'st for me— do, weep — oh! that I durst 

Kiss off that tear! but, no — these lips are curst. 

They must not touch thee ; one divine caress. 

One blessed moment of forgetfulucss 

I 've had within those arms, and thalihaW lie. 

Shrined in my soul's deep memory till I die! 

The last of joy's last relics here below. 

The one sweet drop in all this waste of woe. 

My heart has treasured from affection's spring. 

To soothe and cool its deadly withering! 

But thou — yes, thou must go — for ever go; 

This place is not for thee — for thee! oh no. 

Did I but tell thee half, thy tortured brain 

Would burn like mine, and mine go wild agaiu ! 

Knougli that guilt reigns here — that hearts, once good. 

Now tainted, chill'd, and broken, are his food. — 

Enough, that we are parted — that there rolls 

A flood of headlong fate between our souls. 

Whose darkness severs me as wide from thee 

As hell from heaven, to all eternity !» — 

uZelica! Zelira!» the youth exclaim'd. 
In all the tortures of a mind inflamed 
.Mmost to madness — u by that sacred heaven. 
Where yet, if prayers can move, thou *lt be fbrgifeu. 
As thou art here — here, in this writhing heart. 
All Sinful, wild, and ruiu'd as thou art! 
By the remembrance of our once pure love, 
Which, like a church-yard light, still burns abo\e 
The ^rA\e of our lost souls — which guilt in tliee 
Cannot extinguish, nor despair in me! 
I do conjure, implore lhe«; to fly hence— 
If thou hast yet one spark of innocence, 

Fly with mc from this place. » 

u With thee ! oh bliss, 
Tis worth whole years of torment to hear this. 
What ! lake the lost one with tliec ! — let her rove 
By thy dear side, as iu those days of love. 
When we were botli so happy, both so pure — 
Too heavenly dream! if there 's on earth a cure 
For the sunk heart, 't is this — day after day 
To be the blest companion of thy way! — 
To hear thy angel eloquence — to sec 
Those virtuous eyes for ever turn'd on me; 
And iu their light, re-cha&ten'd silently. 
Like the stain'd web that whitens in the sun. 
Grow pure by being purely shone upon ! 
And thou will pray for me — I know thou wilt — 
At the dim vcNper hour, when lhoi4;hts of guilt 
Come heaviest o'er the heart, thou 'It lift thine eyetf, 
Full of sweet tears, unto the darkening skies, 
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•lead for me with Heaven, till I can darr 

my own weak, lunfnl glance* there; 
le ^>od angels, when they tee me c)ii>g 
rer near thee, pale and sorrowing, 
for thy sake pronounce my soul forgiven, 
»id thee take thy weeping slave to heaven! 

a, rU fly with thee« 

Scarce had she said 
breathless words, when a voice, deep and dread 
It of Honker, waking up the dead 
their first sleep^so startlio); t was to botli — 
throogh the caxemcnt near, « Thy oath! tliyoath!» 
aven, the ghastlinms of that maid's look ! — 
be,» faintly she cried, while terror shook 
imoat core, nor durst she lift her eyes, 
^ through the casement, now, nouglit but the 

skies 
Dooo-light fields were seen, calm as before— 
be, and I am his — all, all is o'er — 
ly this instant, or iliou'rt ruin'd too- 
th, my oath, oh God! *t is all too true, 
as tlie worm in this cold heart it is — 
Mokanna's bride — his, Azim, iii<( — 
ead stood round us, while I spoke that vow, 
blue lips eclioed it — I hear them now! 
eyes glared on me, while I pledged tliat bowl, 

burning blood — I feel it in my soul ! 
be Veil'd Bridegroom — liist! I've «een to-night 
angels know not of — so foul a sight, 
rrihle — oh ! never may'st thou see 
Aere lies hid from all but hfll and me! 
most hence— off, off — I am not thine, 
leaven's, nor love's, nor auglit that is divine — 
me not — ha! tliink'st thou ilie fiends that sever 
t, cannot sunder iiaud^?— thus, liien— for ever!* 

th all that strength rrhich madness lends the weak, 

ong away his arm ; and. with a shriek, — 

e sound, though he should liiigpr out more years 

wretch e'er told, can ne^cr leave his ears, — 

op through that long avenue of ll(;ht, 

f as some dark ominous bird of night 

» the sun, and soon was out of sight. 



A Rookh could think of nothing all day but the 
f of these two young iovert. Her gaiety was 
and slie looke«l pensively even upon Fadladcrn. 
dt too, without knowing why, a sort of uneasy 
re in imagining that Azini must have been just 
I youth as Feramorz; just as worthy to enjoy all 
eaaings. without any of the pangs of that illusive 
n, which too often, like the itunny apples of Ist- 
, is all sweetness on one side, and all bitterness 
f other. 

they passed along a ^uestered river after san> 
jey saw a young Hindoo girl upon the bank, 

employment seemed to tliem so strange, that 
topped their palankeens to observe her. She had 
1 a small lamp, filled with oil of cocoa, and 
g it in an earthen dish, adorned with a wreath of 
s, had committed it with a trembling Iiand to 
ream, and was now anxiously watching its pro- 
lown the current, heedless of the gay cavalcade 

had drawn up beside her. Lalla Rookh was all 



curiosity :— when one of her attendants, who had lived 
upon the )*anks of the Ganges (where tliis ceremony is 
so frequent, that often, in the dusk of tlie evening, the 
river is seen glittering all o«vr with lights, like the 
Oton-tala or S«>a of Stars), informed the Princess that 
it was the usual way in which the friends of those who 
had gone on dangerous voyages (»ffrrrd up vows for 
their safp return. If the lamp sunk immediately, the 
omen was disastrous ; but if it went shining down the 
stream, and continued to burn till entirely out of 
sight, the return of the beloved object was considered 
as certain. 

I.alla Rookh, as ihey mo«ed on, more tlian once 
looke<l back, to ol>serte how the voung Hindoo's 
lamp proceeded ; and, while she saw with pleasure that 
it was still unrxtin;;ui4khrd, she could not help fearing 
that all the hopes of this life were no better llun that 
feeble light upon the river. The remainder of the 
journey was passed in silence. She now, for the first 
time, felt that shade of meiam-holy, which comes over 
the youthful maiden 'fc heart, as sweet and transient as 
her own breatli upon a mirror; nor was it till she 
heard the lute of Fcramon, touched lightly at the door 
of her pavilion, ih.-it she wake<l from the reverie in 
which she had been wandering. Instantly lier eyes 
were lighted up with pleasure, and, after a few unheard 
remarks from Fadbidcen upon the in«lecf>rum of a 
poet seating himself in presence of a princess, every 
thing was arranged as on the preceding evening, and 
all listened with eagerness, while the story was thus 
continued : — 



Whosi are the gilded tents that crowd the way. 
Where nil was waste and *ilent yestenlay? 
This City of War, wlii( li. in a few sliort hours. 
Hath .sprung up here, as if the magic powers 
Of Him who, in the twinkling of a'star, 
Ruilt the high pillar'd halls of Cliilminar, ' 
Had conjure<l up, far as the eye can see, 
This world of tents and domes ami sun-bright armory! — 
Princely pasilions, screen'd by many a fold 
Of crimson cloth, and lopp'd with balls of gold; — 
Steeds, with their housings of rirb siUer spun. 
Their chains and |>oitrels glittering in the sun; 
And camels, tufted o'er with Yemen's sliells. 
Shaking in every breeze their light-toned bells! 

But yester-eve, so motionless around. 
So mute was this wide plain, that not a sound 
But the far torrent, or the locust-bird ' 
Hunting among the thickets, could be heard; — 
Yet hark ! w hat disconis now, of every kind. 
Shouts, laughs, and screams, are revelling in the wind! 
The neigh of cavalry ; — the tinkling throngs 
Of laden camels and their'drivers' songs ; — 
Ringing of arms, and flapping in the brrete 
Of streamers from ten thousand canopies; — 
War-music, bursting out from time to time 
With gong and tymbalon'x tremendous chime ;— 



* Tb*' vtlifirrt of (Uiilnia«r a«<i Bslbrr arr •appo««<l lo bavr hrm 
baih by lb« Onii, Miing uadrr tb< nnlrr* of Jan ben Jan, «b« •». 
ttrmtii lb* world long brfor* ibr tima of Adam. 

* A nalivr of Kbaraaaaa, and allurtd aouthvarJ bj mrant »( ibt 
vai^ of a foonuin. bciwrrn Sbirat and lapahan. ralird ibr Fonniain 
of Birdfl. of wbwb il it to fond ibat it will foil.tw mhrrr^tr ihat walvr 
it carried. 
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Or, in the )>au6e, whea harsher tonnds are mute, 
The mellbw breathings of some horn or flute, 
That hr off, broken by the eagle note 
Of the Abyssinian trumpet,* swell and float! 

Who lends this mighty army? — ask ye « whoTw 
And mark ye not those banners of dark hue, 
The Night and Shadow, > ofer yonder tent? — 
It is the Caliph's glorious armament. 
Roused in his palace by the dread alarms, 
That hourly came, of the false prophet's arms, 
And of his host of infidels, who hurl'd 
Defiance fierce at Islam ' and (he world; — 
Though worn with Grecian warfare, and behind 
The veils of his bright palace calm reclined. 
Yet brook'd he not such blasphemy should stain, 
Thus unrevenged, the evening of bis reign, 
But, having sworn upon the Holy Graved 
To conquer or to perish, once more gave 
His shadowy banners proudly to (he breeze, 
And with an army nursed in victories, 
Here stands to crush the rebels that o'er-run 
His blest and beauteous Province of the Sun. 

Ne'er did the march of Mahadi display 
Such pomp before ; — not even when on his way 
To Mecca's temple, when both land and sea 
Were spoil'd to feed the Pilgrim's luxury; * 
When round him, 'mid the bumuig sands, he saw 
Fruits of the north in icy freshness thaw. 
And cool'd his thirsty lip, beneath (he glow 
Of Mecca's sun, with urns of Persian snow: — ^ 
Nor e'er did armament more grand than that 
Pour from the kingdoms of the Caliphat. 
First in the van, the People of the Rock, 7 
On their light mountain steeds, of royal stock; ' 
Then, chieftains of Damascus, proud to see 
The flashing of their swords' rich marquetry: 9 
Hen ft^m the regions near the Volga's mouth, 
Mix'd with the rude black archers of the south; 
And Indian lancers, in white turban'd ranks 
From the far Sinde, or Attock's sacred banks, 
With dusky legions from the land of Myrrh, '<> 
And many a mace-arm'd Moor and Mid-Sea islander. 

Nor less in number, though more new and rude 
In warfare's school, was the vast multitude 



1 • Tbi« tram|ict U often ealUd. io AbyMinia. ne$$«r eam0, mhUh 
•i(;nilir» the Note of tht Eml^e.^ — Mote o/B>ocB't E-fitor. 

> Tht (WO Mark •uotUnl* borne bnfora tbe Calipb* of ibo Honio of 
Abba* war* called, allogorioaUy, Tbo Kifbl and ibc Shadow.— Seo 
Ciatnu. 

* Tbe MahomeUn Rvlifion. 

4 • Tbe Fartian* twaar by the Tomb of Shah BeaaJr, who ia barlod 
at Caabin i and when one dcairea another to aMoverato • nutur, bt 
will atk bin. if be dare awear by lb* Holy Grar*.*— Sraor. 

* Mahadi, in a aingl* pilfrimaQC to Mecca, expended aix million* of 
dinar* of gold. 

* Nirrm Mecram apportavtl, r*m ibi nut nnnquam ant mro Timm. 
AapLriaA. 

' The inhabitant* of Ilejai or Arabia Pctrra. called by an Eaatem 
writer ■ The Ptrtiplr of the noik.p— Ea« H4nK*L. 

■ • Tbo*e hnrart, calletl by the Arabian* Korfalani, of whom a writ- 
irn gen^alngi ha* l»«'rn kept for two thoaaand year*. Tbey are aaid 
to derire their origin from King Solomon* aired*. •—NtaaiiRa. 

* • Many of the (if;uie* on the bUdc* of their *word* are wroaght in 
gold ortilTcr, or in marqiieiry with amallgem*.*— ^fiaC Mite. vol. i. 

** Aub or Saba. 



Tliat, fired by zeal, or by opprettion wron^d. 

Round the white standard of the Impostor throof^d. 

Besides bis thousands of bdieven, blind. 

Burning and headlong as the Samiel wind,— 

Many who felt, and more who fear'd to fed. 

The bloody Islamite's converting steel, 

Flock'd to his banner; — chiefe of the Oibek race. 

Waving their heron crests witli martial grace; * 

Turkomans, countless as their flocks, led forch 

From the aromatic pastures of the north ; 

Wild warriors of the turquoise hills,* — and tboae ' 

Who dwell beyond the everlasting snows 

Of Hindoo Kosh, ' in stormy freedom bred. 

Their fort the rock, their camp the lorreot't bed. 

But none, of all who own'd the Chiefs command, 

Rush'd to that battle-field with^lder hand. 

Or sterner hate, than Iran's outlaw'd men, 

Her Worshippers of fire 4 — all panting tlm 

For vengeance on the accursed Saraeea; 

Vengeance at last for their dear coufttry tpani'd. 

Her throne usurp'd, and her bright tbrines o'ercam'd. 

From Yezd's' eternal Mansion of the Tf re. 

Where aged saints in dreams of Heaven expife; 

From Badku, and those fountains o^ blue flame 

That bum into the Caspian,^ fierce they came. 

Careless for what or whom the blow was sped. 

So vengeance triumph'd, and their tyrants bled ! 

Such was the wild and miscellaneons host, 
That high in air their motley banners tost 
Around the Prophet-Chief— all eyes still bent 
Upon that glittering Veil, where'er it went, 
That beacon through the battle's stormy flood. 
That rainbow of the field, whose showers were bload! 



Twice hath the sun upon their conflict 
And risen again, and found them grappling yet; 
While steams of carnage, in his noon-tide blaie. 
Smoke up to heaven — hot as that crimson haae 
By which the prostrate caravan is awed, 
In the Red Desert, when the wind's abroad! 
u On, Swords of God !» the panting Caliph calb, — 
M Thrones for the living — Heaven for him who lalk!»— 
M On, brave avengers, on,» Mokanna cries, 
« And Eblis blast the recreant slave that flies!* 
Now comes the brunt, the crisis of the day — 
They clash — they strive — the Caliph's troops give way! 



* (The duefaof tbe Utbek Tartar* wear n plame aT wlnte 
feather* in their turban*.*— ^ecoHiif of Indtpindmtt Tmrtmiy. 

* In the ouinnuin* of Niabaponr aa^ Ton* (in Ehnran— ) tktf 
find tari|aoi*e*.— Ran ll«vK«t,. 

* For a de«cTipiion of the*e *tnpendoa* ranf** of ■Mmainian, ac« 
Ei.riinaToiii'* Cmmbul. 

* Tbe Obeber* or Ouebre*, lbo«c original uiiTr* of Pnnin. «hn 
adhered to their ancient faith, the religion of Zoroani«r. aa^ wtei 
after th* conqneat of iheir ronoiry by tbe Amb*. wrorc cilher 
cuted at home, or forred to becom* wanderer* abroad. 

* • Yetd, the chief reaidence of tho** ancient nntive*. wba 
the 9nn and the Fire, which latter tbcy have mrrfaUy b«ft K 
wiibont being oar« eitinguitbed for a moment, nbovn ibne 
yoar*. on a monntain near Yecd. called Alcr Qncdah, aignifyii^ dk* 
Uott** or Manaioa of the Fire. He i* reckoned very aafartanew 
who die* off that mountain.* — Srtrai*'* Fenim, 

* ■ When the weather i* haty, the •pringanf Kaptkn (•• aaiabnd 
a*ar Baku) boil up the hiflier, and ^* Napiha aftca lak«« if* •■ 
the aorface of iheeanh, and run* in a flame into the ten \m n diMeart 
almost incredible.* — II*«w«t, on tht Ewtrimtthif Krt mt JlaAe. 
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tdl pJockt tbe bbck Inooer ^wo, 
he Oiiesu World's imperiaJ crovn 
liin hit (p^np^whcn, bark, tUai ilioat '. 
d hftlh cbcck'd ibc Hyiog Moaienu' root, 
liey tarn — they rally — at ibcir bead 
(like those ao^ yootbs, who led, 
» paaoply of hcaTen's own mail, 
pioos of the Faith through Beder's vale) ■ 
^flcd with ten thousand livrs, 
be fierce porsaers' blades, and drives 
c maliitudiooiu torrent back, 
le and courage kindle in his track, 
ich stem ^^ bloody ^Ichion makes 
through which victory breaks ! 
t, 'midst the general tlight, 
le the red mo4a on some stormy night, 
e fngidve doods that, hurrying by, 
f her ■Bshaken in the sky! — 
• yella bit desperate rurstt out, 
h promiscuously to all about, 
lat charge, and coward friends that fly. 
s of all the Great Arch-enemy! 
t prcudt "U miracle !m throughout 
« ranks, « a miracle !» thet shout, 
; on that youth, whone coming seems 
^ory, MM^ as breaks in dreams; 
f sword, true as o'er billows dim 
ie tracks the load-star, following him ! 

ow'rds Mokanaa now he cleaves his «>ath, 
I cleaves, aa though the bolt of wrath 
from heaven withlicid it» awful burst 
iker beads, and souls but luilf-way curst. 

o'er him, the mightiest and the wor^t! 
his speed — though in that hour of blood, 
lod's graphs round Mokanna %too<l, 
>rdt o^fire, ready like Kite to foil. 
I's soul would have defied them all ; — 

the rush of fugitives, too strong 
•n force, hurries even him along; 
le ttrugglet 'mid the wedf^ array 

tbofloaods.. — he i« borne away ; 
sole joy his baftled ft|iirit knows 
treed flight is — murdering, a^ he goes! 
B tiger, whom the torreni\ miplit 
I in some parch'd ravine at night, 
ras in drowning, on the wretched flocks 
iih him in that snow-flood from the rocks, 
Ihe last, devouring on his way, 

tba stream he liath not power to stay! 

U AUa !» — the glad shout renew — 

kbar!*' — the Caliph'n in Merou. 

t your gilded tapestry in the streets, 

It your shrine* and chaunt your liraleets;' 

rdt of God have trinmph'd — on his throne 

%h sitt, and tbe Veil d Chief haUi flown. 

et not envy that young warrior now. 



To whom the Lord of Islam bends his brow, 

In all the graceful gratitude of power, 

For his throne's safely in that perilous hour? 

Who doth not wonder, when, amidst the acclaim 

Of thousands, heralding to heaven his name — 

'Mid ull those holier harmonies of fame. 

Which sound along tbe path of virtuous souls. 

Like music round a planet at it rolls! — 

lie turns away coldly, as if some gloom 

Hung o'rr his heart no triumpliscan Illume: — 

Some sightless grief, upon whose blasted gaae 

Tliough glory's light nuy play, in vain it plays! 

Yes. wretched Aam ! thine is such a grief. 

Beyond all hope, all terror, all relief; 

A dark, cold calm, which nothing now can break. 

Or warm or brighten, — like that Syrian Lake,' 

rpon who^ surface mom and tummer shed 

Their smiles in vain, for all beneath is dead ! — 

llrarls there have been, o'er which this weight of woe 

Came hy long ust of suffirring. tame and slow ; 

Hut thine, lost youth ! was sndden^^ver thee 

It broke at once, when ail seem'd ecsta<y ! 

When Hope look'd up, and saw tlie gloomy past 

Melt ioto splendour, and hlistdawnat last— 

T was then, even then, o'er joys m> freshly blown. 

Til is mortal blight of misery came down; 

F.vrn then the full warm gushings of thy heart 

Were check'd — like fouol-dmpii, frosen b% they star^l 

And there, like them, cold, sunleaa relics hang, 

Each Hx'd and chill'd into a lasting pang! 



One sole dessrt, one passion now remains. 
To keep life's fever still withm his veins.— 
Vrni'ejncc! — dire vengeance on the wretch who cast 
( ) cr him and ail he loved that minous blast. 
For this, when rumount rauch'd him in his fliglii 
Far, faraway, after that fstal night, — 
Rumours of armies, thronging to tbe attack. 
Of tlie Veil'd aiief,— for this he wiog'd him back. 
Fleet as the vulture speeds to flags unfuri'd. 
And came when all seem'd h^t, and wiklly huri'd 
Himself into the scale, and saved a world ! 
For this he jiiili lives on, careless of all 
The wreaths that glory on liis path leta Ml ; 
For thb alone eiists — like liglitniog-fire. 
To speed one bolt of vengeance, and expire! 

Rut safe as yet that Spirit of Evil lives; 
With a small band of desperate fugitives. 
The last sole stubborn fragment, l«f t unriven. 
Of the proud host that late stood fronting hcnven. 
He gain'd Mei^Ni — breathed a short curse of blood 
O'er his lost throne — then past'd the Jibon't flood,' 
And gathering all, whose madness of belief 
Still saw a Saviour in their down-foH'n chief, 
Raised the white banner within Nektheb't gaiet,^ 
And there, untamed, the approaching conqueror waits. 



• fMal wit*»rj gciBMl hj Mti mm ri •! BtJUt, kr «m ••• 
Um MMMilaMB«. by il»r«r thooMiid ••{•U. I*J by C«bri«l 
nUww. S>« Tkt K»rmm mud itt Cwtmrntn^ 



HMfcir, ar «7 vf tkc ArabAi • Alia Abbmr** Mfa Oecuf, 

M k BMM anslitT • 

tt tm lwt •• a kiaJ af rlMfva «Ih«4i ihr ««■»»• mt tW Bmi 



Of all his Haram, all that busy hive, 
With music and with sweets sparkling alive. 
He took but one, the partner of hu flight. 
One, not for love — not for her beauty's light — 

* Th# draJ 9aa, vbidi roaiMM* ■•ithar aainal nor vrf^hU lift. 

* TW ••ciral Otaa. 

* A rity mt Traaaaiiaaia. 
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For Zclica stood witheriag 'midst tlie gay, 

Wan as the blossom that fell ynlerday 

From the Alma tree aud dies, while overhead 

To-day's younf; flower is spriogiog in its stead!' 

No, not for love — the deepest damn'd must be 

Touch'd with heaven's glory, ere such fiends as he 

Can feel one glimpse of love's divinity! 

Rut no, she is his victim ; — there lie all 

Her charms for hiih— charms that can never pall, 

As long as hell witliin his heart can stir. 

Or one faint trace of heaven is left in her. 

To work an angel's ruin, — to behold 

As white a page as Virtue e'er unroll'd 

lUackcn, beneath his touch, into a scroll 

Of damning sins, seal'd with a burning soul — 

This is his triumph — this the joy accurst. 

That ranks him among demons all but first! 

Tliis gives the victim, that before him lies 

Rlighted and lost, a glory in his eyes, 

A light like that with which hell-fire illumes 

The gliastly, writhing wretch whom it coasumcs! 

But other tasks now wait him — tasks that need 
All the deep dariugoess of thought and deed 
With which the Dives' have gifted him— for mark. 
Over yon plains, which night had else made dark. 
Those lanterns, countless as the winged lighu 
Thai spangle India's fields on bhowery nighu,^ 
Far as their formidable gleams they shed. 
The mighty tents of the beleaguerer spread. 
Glimmering along the horizon's dusky line. 
And thence in nearer circles, till they shine 
Among the founts and groves, o'er which the town 
In all its arm'd magnificence looks down. 
Yet, fearless, from Iiis lofty battlements 
Mokanna views tliat multitude of tents; 
Nay, smiles to think that, though entoil'd, beset. 
Not less than myriads dare to front him yet ; — 
That, friendless, ihroncless, he thus stands at bay. 
Even thus a match for myriads such as they! 

Oh ! for a sweep of that dark angel's wing. 
Who brush'd the thousands of tlie Assyrian kingi 
To darkness in a moment, iliai I might 
People Uell's chambers with yon host to-night! 
Dut come what may, let who will grasp the throne. 
Caliph or Prophet, man alike shall groan ; 

Let who will torture htm, priest, caliph, king. 
Alike this loathsome world of his shall ring 
With victims' shrieks and bowlings of the slave,— 
Sounds that shall glad me evenVitiiin my grave !» 
' Thus to himself— but to the scanty train 
Still left around him, a far different strain: 
M Glorious defenders of the sacred crown 

1 bear from heaven, whose light nor blood shall drown 
Nor shadow of eartli eclipse ;— before whose gems 
The paly pomp of this world's diadems. 



» ■ You 0e»«r »■ ntt yonr *ye« oa tbU im, Imt yon meet there 
eicber l»U>Mom« or fr«t : aad m tbe blowom drop* andcrneatli OB the 
ground (wbicb ■• frequently covered wiib ibeec porple-coloored floven). 
«iUier« comr fortb in ibeir •te4d.* etc. etc.— NiMBoer. 

s Tbe denont of tbe rertian nyibology, 

* CtBaBai aeniioBt the fire-Sie* in IndU duriB|; the rainy triMn. 
— Soe hia Trvwtlt. 

« Sennaclienb, called by tbe orienuU King of Mouaaal — Dllaa- 

•ILOI. 



The crown of Gerashid, the pilhir'd throiM 
Of Parviz,' and the heron crest that fArae* 
Magnificent, o'er All's beauteous eyes,' 
Fade like the stars when mora is in the tkica: 
Warriors, rejoice — the port, to which we Vc pav'd 
O'er destiny's dark wave, beams out at last! 
Victory's our own — 't is written in that Book 
Upon whose leaves none but the angels look. 
That Islam's sceptre shall beneath the power 
Of her great foe fall broken in that hour. 
When the moon's mighty orb, before all eyea. 
From Nekidieb's Holy Well portentously shall rise! 
Now turn and see!w — 

They turn'd, and as he spoke 
A sudden splendour all around them broke. 
And they beheld an orb, ample and bri^l. 
Rise from the Holy Well, and cast its li^ 
Round ilie rich city and the plain for milea— 4 
Flinging such radiance o'er the gilded tiles 
Of many a dome and fnir-rooFd minaret. 
As autumn suns sited round them when they sec! 
Instant from all who saw the illusive sign 
A murmur broke — « Miraculous! divine !» 
The Gheber bow'd, thinking his idol star 
Had waked, and burst impatient through the bar 
Of midnight, to inflame him to the war! 
While he of Moussa's cree<l saw, in that ray. 
The glorious Light which, in his freedom's day. 
Had rested on the Ark, ^ and now again 
Shone out to bless tbe breaking of liis chain ! 

•«To victory! is at once the cry of all — 
Nor stands Mokanna loitering at tliat call; 
Rut instant the huge gates are flung aude. 
And forth, like a diminutive mountain-tide 
Into the boundless sea, they speed tliei( course 
Right on into the Moslem's mighty force. 
The watchmen of the camp, — who, in their roonds. 
Had paused and even forgot the punctual sounds 
Of the small drum with which they count tlic oi^t,* 
To guzc upon that supernatural light, — 
Now sink beneath an unexpected arm. 
And in a death-groan give tlicir last alarm. 
» On for the lamps, that light you lofty screen,? 
Nor blunt your blades with massacre so mean ; 
There rests the Cahph — speed— one lucky lance 
May now achieve mankind's deliverance !» 

* Cbotroe*. For tbe deaeriptioB of bit TliroaB or Palace, ••■ Git- 

■OB and DTHBaawor. 

> • The crowu of Geraabid la cloudy and uraiabed baforr khr 
tuft of iby lurbaB.s — Ffnm one of lb« elcgira or tongt ia 
All. «riuen in dtaract«T« of gold round lb* gallery of AifbaiTe 
See Cbabbib. 

* Tbe beauty of Ali'a eyes waa ao reaMrbabU, tkat vWacvcr ibe 
PriMana voald drieribe any ibing a* very larcly, tlivy oaj UUAjn 
llali. or tbe Eyct uf Ali. — CntaaiB. 

4 • II amuM pendant dcui moi« le prapU de U rill* 4« Wefc h ii inb . 
en faiaant aortir tontea lea Buiia du food d'aa pain aa cmrpa loflriaeai 
tembUblc k la lune. qui poruit aa luauire jaafu'b U diauaea de 
pluMcuraaiillet.*— D^llttBu.or. Hence ba «•• callad Saiaaddk aab, 
or tbe Moon-OMker. 

* Tbe Sbecbinab. railed Saklaat in tb« Kotaa. gaa Saua JftSr. 

cbap. ii. 

* Tbe part* of tlie nigbt are aude knowa aa wall Itf lai tni aiBBta ef 
mutio, aa by tbe rounda of the vauUmen with crie* and eaMli d ia a i 
See BoaaiB a Oriental Cuttomt, vol. i. p. 119. 

7 Tbe Serropurda, liiQb tcrrroa of red dolb, atiffeaad viih cane, 
uaed to inilowo •onaidcrablo apai'c ronnd tbe royal icala.— JTaSr* en 
rAe taUitrdmnHih, 
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flhedie. w ch m tbty miy c—t 
ilMre for a world, sad luke their last. 
!*• BO kmeer trith kioi— bUde for bUde 
iploiiicetcliem tkRMfhtheglimi 
Um ckifa M bcord, new IcfMMM 
tiM spot, — like beet of KaiiMrooo/ 
brill timbreTs tnmmoiM. till, at knf tb, 
ktj can^i fvarmt oat in all ict •treofib, 
k lo Nckibeb • fatct« coreriof tbe pkia 
adorn tlaiifbler, drives tbe advenlttroos traia; 
dM laM of vbom, tbe SUver Veil 
^ttering at timet* like tbe vbite tail 
loti'd Tewel, on a •lonny oifbt, 
I tbe icoipcst't momeniary ligbt ! 

Mtb BoC Ais bnmgbt tbe proud spirit low ? 
Ii'd bia brow, nor cbeck'd hin daring t Mo. 
kalf tbe wretcbca, wbom at night be lad 
wa and victory, lie disgraced sod dead, 
mog hears him, with unshrinking crest, 
nt of thrones, and victory to the rest ; — 
f believe him ! — oli. tbe lover may 
that look which steals his soul away ; — 
t amy cease to think that it can play 
avea's raiabow ; — alchymists may doubt 
liag gold their crucible gives out — 
h, foaatie Faith, once wedded fast 
t dear falsehood, hugs it to tbe la%t. 

veil the Impostor knew all lures and arts» 
rtfcr e'er taught to tangle hearts : 
d these last bold workings of his plot 
B«n's soula, is Zelica forgot. 

Zelica t had reason been 

through half the horrors thou hast seen, 

ver couldst have borne it — Death had come 

and taken thy wruog spirit lioroe. 

M not so— a torpor, a snspeniie 

|hl, alaiost of life, came o'er ilie intense 

aoaate struggles of tliai fearful night, 

cr last hope of peace and Iteavrn look (light : 

Bfk, at times, a gleam of frenzy broke — 

^ tome dull volcano's veil of smoke 

I flashiugs now and then will start, 

bow tbe fire 's still bui>y at its heart ; 

she motcly wrapp'd io sullen gloom, — 

I as Afim's, broo<ling o'er its doom, 

a without, as is the brow of death, 

Bay worms are (;oawiag underneath ! — . 

bfamk and pulseless torpor, free 
MWght or pain, a seai'd up iipatby, 
eft her oft, with scarce one living thrill, 
I, pale victim uf lier torturer's will. 

, at in Merou, be had her deck'd 

aly out, tbe prie«teH< of the »ect ; 

her glittrriog forth before the eye» 

ide train, as to a sacrifice ; 

. die, the young devoted bride 

cffce Nile, when, deck'd io all the |iride 

al pomp, she sinks into iiis tide!* 

t^ fr«v«« vT wraag* lrrr« <t lUutttwAM. ikc btr* CmU « 
hMMy,* — MoaiBa'a Trmtnli. 

•MM •till MilMiMiRg at Uti* J.«T •**■*• <■' *" '" r**va ilut 
iui* (mrm€tij t^r^ti • joub^ firgin i<i lUc Owtl wf Uii 



And while the wretched maid bung down her brad. 
And stood, as one just risea from tbe dead. 
Amid that gasing crowd, tbe fiend would tell 
His creduloas tiavet it was toote charm or spell 
Pottets'd her BOW, — aad from that darkea'd traace 
Should dawa era loag their Faith's deliveraace. 
Or if, at tiaiaa« goaded by guilty shame. 
Her soul waa roated, aad words of wildaeia caaM, 
lattaat tbe bold blatpbemer wouU traatlate 
Her raviags iato oracles of fole, 
Would hail Heavea s sigaab ia her flashiag eyet, 
Aad call her shrieks the langaaga of the skies ! 

But vaia at leagth his art*— despair ia teea 

Gathering around; and fomine cooMt to glean 

All that the sword had left aaaeapd : — ia vaia 

Al mora and eve acrott the aorthem plaia 

He looks impatieat for the promised spears 

Of the wild Hordes aad Tarur mouauineers: 

They come not — while bis fierce beleaguerert pour 

Engines of havoc in, unknown before, 

And horrible as new;' — javelins, that fly 

Enwreatbed with smoky flames through tlie dark sky, 

And red-hot globes that, opeamg as they BMNiat, 

IHscbarge, as from a kindled Napcha foaat, 

Sbowen of coosuming fire o'er ail below; 

l^ooking, as through the illumined night they go. 

Like tliose wiM birds* that, by tbe Magians oft. 

At festivals of fire, were sent aloft 

Into tbe air, vrith biasing faggots tied 

To their huge wings, scattering combustion wide ! 

All night, the groans of wretches wlio eipire, 

In agony, beneath these darts of fire. 

Ring through the city — while, descending o'er 

Its shrines and domes aixl streets of sycamore; — 

Its lone basaars, with their bright cloths of gold, 

Since the last peaceful pageant left unroU'd ;-> 

lu beauteous marble bailis, vrhose idle jets 

Mow guth with blood , — and its tall minarets, 

That late have stood up in the evening glare 

CMF the red sun, unhallow'd by a prayer; — 

O'er each, in turn, tbe dreadful (lame4iolts foil, 

And death aad conflagration throughout all 

The desolate city bold bigb festival! 

Mokanna sees tbe world is his no more ; 
One sting at parting, and bis grasp is o'er. 
« What '. drooping now !» — thus, with uoblusliing cheek, 
He hails tbe few, who yet can liear liim speak. 
Of all tho:^ himisb'd slaves, around bim lying, 
And by tbe light of bUsing temples dying; — 
■ What! drooping now T— now, when al length we press 
Home o'er the very threshold of success ; 



Nilr : r«r iWy M« Msk* a alaUBC sf catth ia tkmf •! a |ifl. •• wbitli 
ihtfy |i*« the MM* af iIm ■aira«h«J Wtn4m, aM iImww il Im* Um nmr.* 
S*V«aT. 

* TIm Grcak &re. «ludi «M a«r a aia— ll y lc«l ky Um EiB|»mK« la 
lb«ir alli««. • U "aa,* aay* Gita««. • ailkcr lawKM •■ reJ-bol kaU* 
•f •!••« a»4 «r*a. mt Jan«l in arrsva %m4 javvtiB*. taiticJ ntaaJ ailli 
•ai aaJ !•«. «lM<b Wai i^y iibiht< «k« iataMMaUa •41.* 

■ • At tk« f rvat fcaUTal af firv. calM lk« SImU^ciA. il^y m»«J ( • 
•ct tor* t« Urgv baa* bra of dry caaabaatiblra. CaMr«nl n»«aJ «iU 
brattt ••* biraa. abicb b^iaf Umb Ui laaa«, ib« air and raitb a|»- 
|i«ara«i aa« {rcat iUaaataalioa ; «aJ aa ibaa# lemfieJ rrralait* aaia* 
rally inl t« ib« »ao4 Car aballrr. it i* c«*y to <%iacci*« lb« laaAaiia- 
tM>a» ikcy pi«da(««Lvlltca*a»aoa'« DurrrlaUaH- 



'20 



MOORK'S WORKS. 



When Alia from our ranks hatb diinn'd away 

Those grosser bmockes^ lliat kept out bis ray 

Of favour from u«, and we ttaud at length 

Heirs of bit light and children of his strength, 

The chosen few, who shall survive the fill 

Of kings and thrones, triumphant over all ! 

Have you then lost, weak murmurerv as you are, 

All faith in him, who was your Light, your Star? 

Have you forgot the eye of glory, hid 

l>eueatli this Veil, the Hashing of whose lid 

Could, tike a sun-stroke of the desert, wither 

Millions of such as yonder Gliief brings hither ? 

Long have its lightnings slept — too long — but now 

All earth shall feel the unveiling of this brow ! 

To-night! — yes, sainted men! thu very night, 

I bid you all to a fair festal rite, 

Where, — having deep refresh'd each weary limb 

With viands such as feast Heaven's cherubim. 

And kindled up your souls, now sunk and dim. 

With tliat pure wine the dark-eycd maids above 

Keep, seal'd with precious mu&k, for those they love, — ' 

I will myself uncurtain in your night 

The wonders of this brow's ineffable light; 

Then lead you forth, and with a wink disperse 

Yon myriads, bowling through the universe \» 

Eager they listen — while each accent darts 
New life into their chill'd and hope-sick hearts ; — 
Such treacherous life as the cool draught supplies 
To him upon the siake, who drinks and dies ! 
Wildly they point their lances to the light 
Of the fast-sinkitig sun, and sliout « to-night !» — 
u To-night,i» their Chief re-echoes, in a voice 
Of fiend-like mockery that bids hell rejoice ! 
Deluded victims — never liath tliis earth 
Seen mourning half so mournful as their mirtli ! 
Here, to the few, whoae iron frames liad stood 
This racking waste of limine and of blood. 
Faint, dying wretches clung, from whom the sliout 
Of triumph like a maniac's laugh broke out; — 
There, others, lighted by the smouldering fire, 
Danced, like wan ghosts about a funeral pyre. 
Among the dead and dying, strew'd around ; — 
While some pale wretch look'd on, and from his wound 
Plucking the fiery dart by which he bled. 
In ghastly transport waved it o'er his bead ! 

T was more than midnight now — a fearful pause 
Had follow'd the long shouts, tlie wild applause, 
That lately from those royal gardens burst. 
Where the Veil'd demon held his feast accurst, 
When Zelica — alas, poor ruin'd heart. 
In every horror doom'd to bear its part ! — 
Was bidden to tlie banquet by a slave, 
Who, while his quivering lip the summons gave, 
Grew black, as though the shadows of the grave 
Compass'd him round, and, ere be could repeat 
His message through, fell lifeless at her feet ! 
Shuddering she went — a soul-felt pang of fear, 
A presage tliat her own dark doom was near. 
Roused every feeling, and brought reason back 
Once more, to writhe her last upon the rack. 
All round seem'd tranquil — even the foe had ceased^ 
As if aware of that demoniac feast, 

* ■ Ihr righlcout ftUall br given lo drink of pure wint. ac«le<l . llir 
M«l •hereof •lull b« miicli.*— JFomn, rbjp. iKUiii. 



His fiery bolts; and though the hesveiis look'cl red, 

T was but some distant conflagration's spread. 

But hark! — slie stops — she Ibteos— dreadful tone! 

Tis her Tormentor's laugh — and now, a groaii* 

A long death-groan comes with it— can thb be 

The place of mirtli, the bower of revelry? 

She enters — Holy Alia, what a sight 

Was there before her! By the glimmering li^C 

Of the pale dawn, mix'd with the flare of brands 

That round lay burning, dropp'd from lifdeaa banda. 

She saw the board, in splendid mockery spread. 

Rich censers breathing — gariands overhead,— 

The urns, tlie cups, from which they late had qaafFd, 

All gold and gems, but — what bad been the draufhlT 

Oh! who need ask, that saw those livid guests* 

Witli their swoll'n heads sunk bUckeniiig on Iheir 

breasts. 
Or looking pale to Heaven with glasiy ^are. 
As if they sought but saw no mercy there; 
As if they felt, though poison rack'd them throu^ 
Remorse the deadlier torment of the two ! 
While some, the bravest, hardiest in tlie train 
Of their false Ciiief, who on tlie battle-plain 
Would have met death with transport by bis side, 
Here mute and helpless gasp'd; — but as Uiey died, 
Look'd horrible vengeance with their eyes' last siruo, 
And clench'd the slackening hand at him in vain. 



Dreadful it was to see the ghastly stare. 
The stony look of horror and despair. 
Which some of tliese expiring victims cast 
Upon their souls' tormentor to the last;— 
Upou that mocking Fiend, whose Veil, now 
Show'd them, as in deatli's agony they giued. 
Not the long promised light, the brow, whose 
Was to come forth, all conquering, all 
But features horribler than Hell e'er traced 
On its own brood! — no Demon of the W^aste,* 
No church-yard Gholc, caught lingering in tbifiH^ 
Of the bless'd sun, e'er blasted human sight 
With lineaments so foul, so fierce as those 
The Im|>o$tor now, in grinning mockery, 
M There, ye wise Saints, behold your Light* 
Y^e would be dupes and victims, and ye art. .f|^.. 
Is it enough? or must I, while a thrill 
Lives in your sapieut bosoms, client yon stilll 
Swear that the burning death ye feci within 
U but the trance with which Heaven's joys bcfia; 
That this foul visage, foul as e'er disgraced 
Even monstrous man, is — after God's own taste ; 
And that — but see !— ere I have half-way said 
My greetings through, tlie uncourleous souls am 6sd. 
Farewell, sweet spirits! not in vain ye die. 
If Eblift loves you half so well as I. — 
Ha, my youug bride ! — 't is well — take thou thy seat; 
Nay, come — uo shuddering — did'st thou never meet 
The dead before? — They graced our wedding, sweet; 
And these, my guests to-night, have brimm'd so tme 
Their parting cups, that thou shalt pledge one too. 
But— how is this? — all empty ? all drunk up? 
Hot lips liave beeu before thee in the cup, 



* 



* . Hie Afgluuu* bclir«ee«ib of the nunerott* M>liui«lM •nddeenu 
of iheir rouniry lo be inlubiied by a lonely dcnen, wboa ibey nil 
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Midt, — yet ttt y oa t precuMS drop remains, 

lo warm a gentle PriesleM' veine,— 

ink — and should thy lover'e eonqnerinf arms 

ilhcr, ere thy lip loec ail its charms, 

a hot half this venom in thy kias, 

forfive my baogfaty rival's bliss! 



-I too must die— bttt not like ibeee 
kiinf things, lo fester ui the hreeie ; 
this brow in ruffian triumph shown, 
death's grimness added to its own, 

10 dnsi beneath the taunting eyes 

I, adaimiag « There his Godship lies !•— 
Bad race— since first my sonl drew breath, 
been my dupes, and mHmU be, even in death. 
Tat yon eistem in the shade — 't is fill'd 
ming drugs, for iliin last hour di»iiird ;— » 

11 I pinnge me, in that liquid dame— 
ta lave a dying Propliet's frame! — 
riih, all ere pulse of thine shall fisil— 
e one limb to tell mankind the tale, 
my votaries, wlieresoe'er they rave, 

I that Beaven took back tiie 8aiot it gave ;— 
t but vanisli'd from thi* rartli awhile, 
again, with briglii, unshrouded smile ; 
they boild me altars in tlieir zeal, 
JHves shall minister and fooU shall kneel ; 
Uth may mutter o'er her mystic spell, 
in blood — and Bigotry may swell 
be spreads for Heavro «itli blasu from Hell! 
■y banner, through long ages, be 
'ing sign of frand aod anarchy ; — 

I nnbom shall rue Nokanna's name, 
wgh I die, my spirit, still the same, 
Ik abroad in all the stormy strife, 

C, and blood, that were its bliu in life * 
k I their battering engine shakes the wall — 
it shake— thus 1 can breve tlicm all. 
•f me shall greet them, when they come, 
n mat thy foiih, for— thou 'It be dumb, 
tk how readily a wretch like me 
old plonge commences Deity!* 

wof and snnk, as tlie la^t words were said — 
oaed the bummg waters o'er his head, 
en was left — within tlie ring 
whU walb the only living tiling ; 
wretched one, still cursed with breath, 

II frighlftil wilderocM of death ! 

etome bloodleM ghost, — such as, they tell, 
■c Glies of the Silent' dwell, 
V, nneeen of all but Alu, sit 
lit own pale carcase, watching it. 

om b up, and a fresli warfare stirs 
Ottt the camp of the beleaguerers. 
tbm of fire (the dread artillery, lent 
a to conquering Nahadi}, are spent ; 
' dM scorpion's shaft, the quarry sent 
lb balbtas, and the shielded throng 
ft twinging the huge ram along,— 

wMhjiim fMtw«l MBM mt Cittr* •/ ikr M*ai, mm4 wbWk 
■ Wflk *• fbMU of Ik* 4»fmnfd, «Im tii #«rfa at iW braJ 
|mv«. lavMiMa !• mmriai (^n.^— EfcraivsiMa 



All speak ilie ioapaticnt bmaliie's intent 

To try, at length, if tower and battlement 

And bastion'd vrall be iMt less hard to win. 

Less tough to break down, than the hearts within. 

First in impatience and in toil w he, 

The burning Aiim— oh ! coald he but see 

The Impostor once alive vrithin hb grasp, 

!*Cot the gaunt lion's bug, nor boa's clasp. 

Could match that gripe of Vengeance, or keep pace 

With the fell heartiness of Hale's embrace ! 

Loud rings the ponderous ram against the walb ! 
Now shake the tampans, now a buttress bib. 
But still no breach—* once more, one mighty swing 
Of all yonr beams, together thundering !■ 
There — the wall sliakes — tlie shouting troops eault — 
« f^uick, quick discharge your wrighliesi catapult 
Right on thai spot, and Neksheb b our own !■ — 
T is done — tlie battlements come crashing down. 
And the huge wall, by that stroke riven in two. 
Yawning, like some old crater, rent anew. 
Shows the dim, desolate city smoking through ! 
Out strange ! no signs of hfr— nought living seen 
Above, below — what can thb snliness mean? 
A minute's pause suspends all hearu and eyes — 
« In tlirough the breach,* impetuous Asim cries ; 
But the cool Caliph, foarful of some wile 
In thb blank stillness, checks the troops awhile. — 
Just then a figure, with slow step, advanced 
Forth from the mind walb ; and, as there gUuucd 
A sunbeam over it, all eyes could see 
Tlie well-known SiUer VeU !— « Tb He, lb He, 
Slokanna, and alone !» they slioni around; 
Young Axim from hb steed springs lo the ground — 
« Sliuc, holy Caliph ! mine,* he cries, « the usk 
To crush yon daring wretch — 'I b all I ask.* 
Eager he darts to meet the demon foe. 
Who still across wide lieaps of ruin slow 
And fsiieringly comes, till they are near ; 
Then, with a bound, rushes on Axim's spear, 
And, casting off the Veil in falling, shows — 
Oh :— ' t b hb Zelica s Ufe-blood that dows! 

« I meant not, Aiim.* soolliiogly slie said. 
As on hi^ trembling arm slie leau'd her head. 
And, looking in his face, saw angubh there 
D«>youd all mounds tlie quivering llesli can bear — 
« I meant uot thou shouidst have the |Kiio of ilii» ;— 
Though death, witli thee thus tatted, b a bliss 
Tiiou wuulJst not rob me of, didst thou but know 
How oft I '«e pray'd lo God 1 might die so! 
Bui the Fiend's venom was loo scant and xlow ;— 
To linger on were maddening — and I thought 
If once tliat Veil — nay, look not on it— caught 
The eyes of your fieree sohliery, I should be 
Struck by a thousand deatli-darts instantly. 
But thb b sweeler^^h ! believe me, yes— 
I would not change this sad, but dear carevi, 
Thb death within thy arms I would not give 
For the most smiling Ufe the happiest Kve ! 
All that stood dark and drear before the eye 
Of my stray'd soul, i« passing swiftly by ; 
.\ light comet o'er me from those looks of love, 
Like the first dawn of mercy from above ; 
And if thy lips but tell me Tm forgiven, 
Angels will echo the Mest words iu Heaven ! 
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Out live, my Azim ; — oh ! to call thee mine 

Thus ooce again ! my Azim — dream divine ! 

Live, if thou ever lovedtt me, if to meet 

Thy Zelica hereafter would be aveet. 

Oh live to pray for her — to bend the knee 

Morning and night before that Deity, 

To whom pure lipt and hearts without a stain, 

As thine are, Azim, never breathed in vain, — 

And pray that He may pardon her, — may take 

Compassion on her soul for thy dear sake, 

And, nought remembering but her love to thee, 

Make her all thine, all ilis, eternally ! 

Go to those happy fields where first we twined 

Our youthful hearts together— every wind 

That meets thee there, fresh from the well-known 

flowere. 
Will bring the sweetness of those innocent hours 
Mack to thy soul, and thou mayst feel again 
For thy poor Zelica as thou didst then. 
So sliall thy orisons, like dew that flics 
To Heaven upon the morning's sunshine, rise 
With all love's earliest ardour to the skies ! 
And should they — but alas! my senses fail— 
Oh, for one minute ! — should iliy prayers prevail — 
If pardon'd souls may from that World of Oiiss 
Reveal their joy to those they love in this, — 
I '11 come to thee — in some sweet dream — and tell — 
Oh Heaven — I die — dear love ' farewell, &reirell.M 

Time fleeted — years on years had pass'd away, 
And few of those who on that mournful day 
Had stood, witli pity in their eyes, to sec 
The maiden's death and the youth's agony. 
Were living still — when, by a rustic grave 
Beside the swift Amoo's transparent wave, 
An aged man, who had grown aged there 
By tliat lone grave, morning and night in prayer. 
For the last time knelt down— and, though the shade 
Of death hung darkejiing over him, there play'd 
A gleam of rapture on his eye and cheek, 
That brighten'd even death— like the last streak 
Of inten.se glory on the horizon's brim. 
When night o'cf all the rest hangs chill and dim. — 
His soul liad seen a vision, while he slept ; 
She, for whose spirit he had pray'd and wept 
So many years, had come to him, all dress'd 
In angel smiles, and told him she was blcss'd ! 
For this the old man breatlicd his thanks, and died. — 
And there, upon the banks of that loved tide, 
He and his Zelica sleep side by side. 



Thb story of the Veiled Prophet of Kliorassan being 
ended, tliey were now doomed to hear Fadladcen s cri- 
ticisms upon it. A series of disappointments and acci- 
dents had occurred to tliis learned Chamberlain during 
the journey. In the first place, those couriers stationed, 
as in the reign of Shah Jehan, between Delhi and tlie 
Western coast of India, to secure a constant supply of 
raangoeft for the royal table, had, by some cruel irregu- 
larity, failed in their duty ; and to eat any mangoes but 
those of Mazagong was, of course, impossible. In the 
uext place, the eleplmnt, laden with liis fine antique 
porcelain, had in an unusual fit of liveliness shattered 
the whole set to pieces :— an irreparable lus!>, as many 



of the vessels were so exquisitely old as to have beeo 
used under the Emperors Yan and Chun, wlio reifpied 
many ages before the dynasty of Tang. His Koran loo, 
supposed to be the identical copy between the leaves of 
which Mahomet's favorite pigeon uaed to Dectle, had 
been mislaid by hb Koran-bearer three whole days; 
not without much spiritual alarm to Fadladeeo, who, 
though professing to hold, with other loyal and ortho- 
dox Mu^ulmans, that salvation could only be foHnd ia 
the Koran, was strongly suspected of believing in his 
heart, that it could only be found in his own parlicolar 
copy of it. When to all these grievances is added the 
obstinacy of the cooks, in putting the pepper of Gaoara 
into his dishes instead of the cinnamon of Serendib, we 
may easily suppose that he came to the taak of criti- 
cism with, at least, a sufficient degree of irritability for 
the purpose. 

tt In order,i» said he, importantly swinging about his 
chaplet of pearis, « to convey with clearness my opinioa 
of the story this young man has relatodL, it ia neceHary 

to take a review of all the stories that liave ever ■ 

« My good Fadladeen !» exclaimed the Princesa, inttr- 
rupting him, «« we really do not desenre t^t fan 
should give yourself so much trouble. Tour opiaiaa 
of the poem we have just heard will, I have no donbC* 
be abundantly edifying, without any further waste of 
your valuable erudition.n « If that be all,» replied the 
critic, — evidently mortified at not being allowad to 
Khow how much he knew about every thing, bat Ike 
subject immediately before him — « if that be all that 
is required, the matter is easily dispatched.* He ibea 
proceeded to analyse the poem, in that strain (so weO 
known to the unfortunate bards of Delhi), whoae cen- 
sures were an infliction from which few recovered, and 
whose very praises were like the honey extracted from 
the bitter flowers of the aloe. The diief personages of 
the story were, if he rightly understood them, an iH- 
favoured gentleman, with a veil over hit fiace;— a 
young lady, whose reason went and came according as 
it suited the poet's convenience to be senaiUe or other- 
wise; — and a youth in one of those hideous Bucfaariaa 
bonnets, who took the aforesaid gentleman in avcU 
for a Divinity. « From such materials,* said he, « what 
can be expected? — after rivalling each other in long 
speeches and absurdities, through some thousands of 
lines, as indigestible as the filberds of Berdaa, oar 
friend in the veil jumps into a tub of aquafortis; die 
young lady dies in a set speech, whose only recommen- 
dation Ls that it is her last; and the lover lives on loa 
good old age, for the laudable purpose of seeing her 
ghost, which he at last happily accomplishes and ex- 
pires. This, you will allow, is a fair summary of the 
story ; and if Nasser, the Arabian mcrcliant, told ao 
belter, our Hojy Prophet (to whom be all honour and 
glory!) had no need to be jealous of his abihliesfw 
story-ielling.n' 

With rcs^Mct to the style, it was worthy of the mat- 
ter; — it had not even those politic coutrivnneet of 
structure, which make up for the commonneaa of the 
thoughts by the jieculiarity of the manner, nor dul 
stately poetical phraseology by which sentimenta. 
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nBtelvM, like the blackMnitk't ■ aproa coovirtnl 
I banner, are %o raaily gilt and embroidervd into 
quence. Then, a« to llie vereificaiion, it wa«, to 
o worse of it, execrable : it had neither the ro- 
flow of Fenloai, the KweetncM of llafei, nor the 
itiottt march of Sadi ; but appeared to him, io 
neaay henvineia of its movements, to have hero 
lied upon the gait of a very tired ilromedary. 
cen«e« too in which it indulged vere nnpardoo- 
— for instance this line, and the poem abounded 
Mich-~ 



Lik« tkm faiat, ei^wMi* msmc of ■ ii 



It critic that can count,* wd Fadladeen, « aD<l 
lis fuJI complement of fingers to count withal, 
I tolerate for an instant such tylbbic snperflui- 
—He here looke«l round, ami discovered that 
of his audience were asleep ; while the glimmer- 
mpa seemed inclined to follow their example. It 
le nec e ssary, therefore, liowever painfnl to him- 

put an end to his valuable animadvenions for 
eaent, and he accordingly concluded, with an air 
{Billed candour, thus : — « !fotwiih<ktanding the 
■ations which I liave thought it my duty to make, 
ly no means my wi«h to discourage the young 
—so fsr from it, imieed, iliat if lie vrill but to- 
ller bi< style of writing and thinking, I have very 
lonht that 1 sliall be «astly pleased with him. » 

le days ebpaed, after ilii< harangue of the Great 
berlain, before Lalla Rookh could venture to ask 
other story. The youth was fttiJi a welcome guest 

pavilion; — to one heart, perhaps, too danger- 
welcome — but all mention of poetry was, as if 
nraon consent, avoided. Tliough none of the 
bad much respect for Fadladreo, yet his ren- 

thus maguterially delivered, evidently made an 
mon on them all. The Poet himself, lo whom 
JB was quite a new operation (being wholly un- 

1 in that Paradise of the Indies, Cashmere), felt 
ock as it u generally frit at first, till use has 
it more tolenible to the patient ; — the ladies be- 

snapect that they ought oot to be pleased, and 
I lo conclude that there must liave been much 
ease in what Fadbdeen said, from its having set 
lU so soundly to deep ; — while the self-eompb- 
hamberlain wa<i left to triumph in the idea of 
; for the hundred and fifii«>th time in his life, 
lished a poet. LalU Rookh alone — and Love 
why — persisted in being delighted with all she 
•rd, and in resolving to hear more as speedily as 
le. Her manner, however, of first returning to 
bjeet was unlucky. It was wliib they rested 

the heat of noon near a fountain, on which 
land had rudely traced tliose well-known words 
the Garden of Sadi, — « Many, like me, have 

this fountain, but they are gone, and their eyes 
taed for ever!» — that she took occasion, from 
ibncholy beauty of this passage, to dwell upon 
irnia of poetry in general. « It is true,* she said, 
poets can imitate that subUme bird, which flies 
in the air, and never touches tht earth:' — it is 
ice in many ages a genius appears, whose worda, 

■wkMiStli Cm. sb* •mtttmlmUj miM«J tW lynai lafcal, 
» Afc** hifit iIm ■•^al SuaiarJ mt PttM. 



like those on the Written Mountain, last for evert- 
but still there are some, as delightful perfaapa, though 
not so wonderful, who, if not stars over our head, are 
at least flowers along our path, and whoae sweetness of 
the moment we ought gratefully to inhale, without 
calling upon them for a briglitness and a dnrabilily 
beyond their nature. In short,* continued she. blush- 
ing, as if contciotts of being caught in an oration, «iit 
is quite cruel tliat a poet cannot wander througli his re. 
gions of enchantment, witlioul having a critic for ever, 
like the old Man of the Sea, upon his back!*' — Fadla- 
deen, it was plain, look this last luckless allusion to 
himself, and would treasure it up in his mind aa a 
wheutone for his next criticism. A sudden silence en- 
himl ; and the Princess, gbncing a look at Feramors, 
saw pbinly she must wait for a more courageous mo- 
ment. 

But the glories of nature, and her wild fragrant airs, 
playing fre^ily over tlie current of youtliful spirits, will 
soon heal even deeper wounds than the dull Fadbdeens 
of this world can inflict. In an evening or two after, 
they came to the small Valley of Gardens, which had 
been pbntrtl by order of the Emperor for his fivourite 
sister Rochinara, during their progress to Caahmere, 
some years before ; and never was there a ommt* spark- 
ling asttcmbbge of sweets, since the Cnba r -»-lrein, or 
Ro^e-Bower of Irem. Every precious flower was there 
to be found, that poetry, or love, or religion has ever 
rousecrated ; from the dark hyacinth, to which llafes 
comparer bis mistress's hair, to the CamtmlmUi, by 
whose rosy blossoms tlie heaven of India is scented. 
As they sat in the cool fragrance of this delicious spot, 
ami Lalb Rookh remarked that slie could fsncy it the 
alxMie of that Flower4oving Nympli whom they wor- 
ship in the temples of Kathay, or of one of those Peris, 
those beautiful creatures of the air, who live upon per- 
fumes and to whom a place hke thU might make some 
amends for the Paradise they have lost, — the young 
Puet, in whose eyes she appeared, whib she 4>oke, to 
be one of the bright spiritual creatures she was deacrib- 
ing, said, hesitatingly, that he remembered a story of a 
Peri, which, if the Princess had no objection, be would 
venture to rebte. ■ It is,* said he, with an appealing 
l4K>k to Fadbdeen, « in a lighter and humbler strain 
than the other ;> then, striking a frw careless but me- 
bncholy chords on his kitar, he thus began: — 

PARADISE AND THE PERI. 



OiiB mom a Peri at the gate 
(>f Eden stood disconsolate ; 
.\nd as she listrn'd to the Springs 

Of Life within, like music flowing, 
Aud caught the light upon her winga . 

Through the luUf-open portal glowing. 
She wept to think her recreant race 
Should e'er have lost that glorious place! 

« How happy,* exclaim'd this child of air. 
Are the holy spirits who wander there, 
'Mid flowers that never shall fede or fall ; 
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Though mine are the gardens of earth and sea. 
And the stars themselves have tlowers for me. 

One blossom of heaven oat*blooms them all ! 
Hiough sunny tlie lake of cool Cashmere, 
With its plane-tree isle reflected clear,* 

And sweetly the founts of that valley fall; 
Though bright are the waters of Sing-su-hay, 
And the golden floods that thitherward stray,' 
Yet — oh, 'l is only the Blest can say 

How the waters of heaven outshine them all ! 

« Go, wing thy flight from star to star. 
From world to luminous world, as far 

As tlie universe spreads its flaming wall ; 
Take all the pleasures of all the spheres. 
And multiply each through endless years. 

One minute of heaven is worth them all!n 

The glorious angel, who was keeping 
The gates of light, beheld her weeping; 
And as he nearer drew and listen'd 
To her sad song, a tear-drop glisten'd 
Within his eye-lids, like the spray 

From Eden's fountain, when it lies 
On the blue flower, which — Braminssay — 

Blooms no where but in Paradise! 
« Nymph of a feir, bat erring line!* 
Gently he said — « One hope is tliine : 
T is written in the Book of fate, 

' The Peri yet may ke forgiven, 
Who brings to this Eternal Gate 

The Gift titat is most dear to Heaven F 
Go, seek it, and redeem thy sin ; — 
T is sweet to let the pardon'd in!» 

Rapidly as comets run 

To the embraces of the sun — 

Fleeter titan the starry brands, 

Flung at night from angel bands' 

At those dark and daring sprites. 

Who would climb the empyreal heights — 

Down the blue vault the Peri flies. 

And, lighted earthly by, a glance 
That just then broke from morning's eyes, 

Hung hovering o'er our world's expanse. 

But whither shall the Spirit go 
To find this gift for Heaven?—* I know 
The wealth,» she cries, « of every urn. 
In which unnumber'd rubies bum, 
Beneath the pillars of Chilminar ;— 4 
I know where the Idea of Perfume are. 



< • Numrrout mmU itlaa^* cacrgc from tbt Lake of Catbmrra 
Onritc«llrd Qur Cbcoiur, fron ibe pUae-trce* npon it.*— FoMtti. 

> ■ The Alun Kol. or Golden Rit«r of Hbci. whirh raa> iato tbt 
Lakes of Sing-au-hay. hat abandaorc of gold io iu aaada, which ens- 
ployt the iahabiUBia all MMacr io faihariaf it.*^0«sen^'oN of 
Tihtt in PiviaaT**. 

I » The MaboiaeUnt tappoar that falling atara are the fircbraada 
vhrrewilh th« good angela drive away the bad, when they ap|»roach 
too orar the eaapyreum or Tergc of the heavena.*— Faiaa. 

4 The Forty Pillara ; ao the Pcraiaaa fall the raina of Penrpolia. 
It ia imagined by tbeai that thia palace and the cdificea at Balbec were 
built by Genii, for the parpoac of hiding in their tubterraneoua ra- 
veraa immenae trraaurei, which atill remain there.— D'Hiaaaior. 
VoLinr. 



Many a fathom down in the sea. 

To the south of sun-bright Araby ; — *■ 

I know too where the Genii hid 

The jewell'd cup of their king Jamshid,* 

With life's elixir sparkling high — 

But gifts like these are not for the sky. 

Where was there ever a gem that shone 

like the steps of Alla's wuoderful thnme? 

And the Drops of Life— oh ! what wouki Ihey be 

In the boundless Deep of Eternity In 

W^hile thus she mused, her pinions Hxaid 
The air of that sweet Indian land. 
Whose air is balm ; whose ocean sproids 
O'er coral rocks and amber beds ; 
Whose mountains, pregnant by the bemm 
Of .the warm sun, with diamonds teem; 
W^hosc rivulets are like rich brides. 
Lovely, with gold beneath their tides; 
Whose sandal groves and bowers of spice 
Might be a Peri's Paradise! 
But crimson now her rivers ran 

With human blood — the smell of death 
Came reeking from those spicy bowers. 
And man, the sacrifice of man. 

Mingled his taint with every breath 
Upwafted from the innocent flowers! 
Land of the Sim ! what foot invades 
Thy pagods and thy pillar'd shades — 
Thy cavern shrines and idol stones. 
Thy monarchs and their thousand thrones! 
T is He of Gazna! 3— fierce in wrath 

He comes, and India's diadems 
Lie scatter'd in his ruinous path.— 

His blood-hounds he adorns with gems, 
Tom from tlie violated necks 

Of many a young and loved sultana; — 4 

Maidens within their pure Zenana, 

Priests in the very fane he slaughters. 
And choaks up with the glittering wrecks 

Of golden shrines the sacred waters ! 

Downward the Peri turns her gaze, 
And, through the war-field's bloody base. 
Beholds a youthful warrior stand, 
Alone, beside liis native river, — 
The red blade broken in his hand. 
And the last arrow in his quiver. 

« Live,» said the conqueror, « live to share 

The trophies and tlie crowns I bear!» 

Silent that youtliful warrior stood— 

Silent he pointed to the flood 

All crimson with his country's blood. 

Then sent his last remaining dart. 

For answer, to the invader's heart. 



SUJ. 



* The lalea of Panrhaia. 

* ■ The cap of Jamabid, diaeorercd, Ihey aay. whca '■fgiiV farlkr 
foaadationa of Peraepolia.a— Ric«An»ao«. 

* Mahmood of Gazna, or Ohitni, who con^aerad ladt* is iki ba» 
giaaiag of tba elevcakh century. — See hia Eittnry io Dow •a4 
Malcolm. 

< • it ia rcportad that the baatiog equipage of the Solua 
waa aa augnllicaat. that he kept foar haadred grey havada aad 
bnonda, each of whirfa wore a c«»llar aet «t<h jaw a l a , aad a 
rdged with gold and pcaria.s— C^fu'verfal MUtwj, vol. tH. 
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Kdfte dew ibe riuft, lliou(^ pototed wdl ; 
The tyraol lived, the hero fell !~- 
Yel mark'd the Pen where he lay. 

And, when the msh of war wm past, 
Swiftly detcendioi; on a ray 

Of moming light, the caofhl the bit—- 
Last glorioiM drop hit heart had thcd. 
Before itt free-born tptrit fled! 

« Be thifc,* the cried, aa the wing'd her fli^iit, 
My welcome gift at the Gatet of Light. 
Tliough foul- are the dropa that oft ditiil 
On the held of warfere. blood like chia. 
For Liberty thed, to holy it. 
It would not ttain the purett rill. 

That tparklet among the Bowers of Bliia! 
Oh ! if there be, on this earthly tphere, 
A boon, an offering Heaven holds door, 
i T is the hut libation Liberty draws 
^From the heart that bleeds and breaks in her cause !• 

•I Sweet,» said the Angel, as she gave 

The gift into his radiant hand, 
« Sweet is our welcome of the brave. 

Who die thus for their native huul. — 
But see-ralas ! — the crytul bar 
Of Eden moves not — holier far 
Than even this drop the boon most be. 
That opes the gates of heaven for thee!> 

Her first fond hope of Eden blighted. 

Now among A^'s Lunar Mountains,* 
Far to ibe south, the Pert lighted; 

And tieek'd her plumage at the foonlains 
Of that Egyptian tide, vrliose birth 
It hidden from tlie toot of earth. 
Deep in those tolitary woodt, 
Vr'bere oft the Genii of the Floodt 
Dance round the rradle of their Nile, 
And hail the new-bom Giant't smile!' 
Thence, over Egypt's palmy groves, 

Her grotft and tepulrhret of kings,' 
The exiled Spirit sighing rove* ; 
And now hang«( listening to the doves 
In warm Roitetla's vaM — now loves 

To watch ilie moonlight on the wings 
Of the while pelicans that break 
The azure calm of Mceris' Lake.' 
T was a fair scene — a land more bright 

Never did morul eye behold ! 
Who could have thought, that saw this night 

Those valleyt and their fruiti of gold 
Racking in heavent terencst light; — 
Those groups of lovely date-trees bending 

Languidly their lea^crown'd heads. 
Like youthful nuidH, when sleep descending 

Warns them to their silken beds; — ' 

« - TW M«naui«« of tttr Moon, or ib« Meau* I.aiw vraalMiaity, 
A ib« fmm •! vUt^ tiM MiU it Mi|«fM«i !• «m».*— B*«<-.B. 

> • Tk Kl*. wliidi lh« Aby««iawM ka*«i ky Um B«aMS •/ AIm^ 
mA Ala«y ar ib«Gi«au« — i#tMr. Bgttmnk. ral. i. f. 3S7. 

> Saw PiaaT* Titw •f tkt'LevmmU for •aaroiaai mt iIm Mfaklirr* 
a Tffar TImW*. tmi ib* aaaik«H.M (;ro«t. townd M ov«r •iib 
iMvaglyplHr*. ta the ai««nui«* of Vffier I'-gypl. 

« • TW afiliafii •( Hacriu ara&UaJ viib wnl«>4avM.B— Saaaiai. 
• S«VAai ■Mrati>n< iba p«Waa« apaa Lak* M<rri«. 
« • TW Mif«rb 4aM-irr«. abata h^^ti UagaiJIy rarU»v«. Iili« that 
tf « U»mi»»mK woMaa aT«ira«c ••Ui i l a tp.*— UA»*a» afc Ht*ta. 



Those virgin lilies, all the night 

Bathing their beauties in the lake, 
That they may rise more fresh and bright, 

When their beloved tun's awake;-— 
Those ruin'd shrines and towers that seem 
The rehrt of a iiplendid dream ; 
Amid whose Hirf loneliness 
Nought but the lapwing's cry is heard. 

Nought seen but (when the shadows, flitting 
Fast from the moon, unshealh itt gleam) 

Some purple-winged Sultana ' titling 
I'pon a column, motioolets 
And glittering, like an idol bird ! — 
Who could have thought that there, e'efl there. 
Amid those tcenes so still and fair, 

Tlie Demon of the Plague hath caaC 

From his Itot wing a deadlier blast. 
More mortal hr than ever came 
From the red Detert's sands of flame! 
So quick, that every living thing 
Of hunun shape, touch 'd by his wing. 

Like plants where the Simoom hath past. 
At once falls black and withering ! 

The sun went down on many a brow. 

Which, full of bloom and freshness then. 
Is rankling in the pest-house now. 

And ne'er will feel that tun again ! 
And oh ! to see the unbnried heaps 
On which the lonely moonlight sleeps— 
The very vultures turn away. 
And ticken at to foul a prey! 
Only tlie fierce hyspna stalks* 
Throughout tlie city's desolate vralks 
At midnight, and his carnage plica — 

Woe to the balf-dead wretch, who meets 
Tlie glaring of those large blue eyes' 

Amid the darkness of the streets ! 

« Poor race of men! a taid the pitying Spirit, 

a Dearly ye pay for your primal Fall — 
Some llowretA of Eden ye ttill inherit* 

Hut the trail of the Serpent is over them all!* 
Site wept — the air grew pure and dear 
Around her, at tlie bright drops ran; 
For there 't k magic in each tear 
Such kindly Spirits weep for man ! 

JuKt then beneath some orange trees, 
Whote fruit and blottomt in the breeie 
Were wantoning together, free. 
Like age at play with infancy — 
Beneath that fresh and springing bower, 

Close hy the lake, she heard the moan 
Of one who, at this silent hour. 

Had thither stolen to die alone. 

* • That hriMiiful kirti aiib plaaiaf* »f ibr fianl ahlaiafl Mur. 
m th parpir brak aa<t lrf», ikr aalitral aaJ liviag araaaaai mt tht 
iratpir, aaJ paUrr* af iLa (irMtha aad Naaaaaa. «bi«b. CroM lb* itala- 
litira* of II* |niri, a* avU aa ibc brilliant J of iu tuiaura, baa abuiavd 
iKf liilr iif Mthana.* — Soaaiai. 

* J«ition. tprakian t>t ibr plagaa ibal orrarrrJ \n Mfnt Barhary. 
• h^a be aaa ibrra. Mva, • Tba bir4a af taa air Scd aaayfrooi liir 
alKw4(« of na^B. Tb« hyaaaa, aa tba coauary, «iaii«4l tb« (aMrU- 
rir«,« He. 

I lUi'r. 
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Onr who in life, whcre>r he moved. 

Drew after him the henrts of many ; 
Yet now, at tliough he ne'er' were loved. 

Dies here, unseen, unwept hy any ! 
None to watch near him — none to slake 

The fire that in his bosom lies. 
With even a sprinkle from that lake 

Which shines so cool before his eyes. 
No voice, well-known through many a day. 

To speak the last, the parting word, 
Which, wh(;n all other sounds decay, 

Is still like distant music heard: 
That tender farewell on the shore 
Of this rude world, when all is o'er. 
Which cheers the spirit, ere its bark 
Puts off into tlic unknown Dark. 

Deserted youth! one thought alooe 

Shed joy around his soul in death — 
That she, whom he for years had known, 
And loved, and might have call'd his own, 

Was safe from this foul midnight's breath ;- 
Safe in her father's princely halls, 
Where the cool airs from fountain foils. 
Freshly perfumed by many a brand 
Of the sweet wood from India's land. 
Were pure as she whose brow they faon'd. 

But see, — who yonder comes by stealth. 

This melancholy bower to seek, 
Like a young envoy, sent by Health, 

W^ith rosy gifts upon her cheek ? 
Tis she — for off, through moonlight dim. 

He knew his own betrothed bride, 
She, who would rather die with him. 

Than live to gain the world beside ! — 
Her arms are round her lover now. 

His livid cheek to hers she presses. 
And dips, to bind his burning brow. 

In the cool lake her loosen'd tresses. 
Ah ! once, how little did he think 
An hour would come when he should shrink 
With horror from that dear embrace. 

Those gentle arms, that were to him 
Holy as is the cradling place 

Of Eden's infant cherubim! 
And uow he yields — now turns away, 
Shuddering as if the venom lay 
All in those proffer'd lips alone — 
Those lips that, then so fearless grown. 
Never until that instant came 
Near his unask'd or without shame. 
«Oh ! let me only breathe the air. 

The blessed air, that's breathed by thee, 
And, whether on its wings it bear 

Healing or death, 't is sweet to me! 
There, — drink my tears, while yet they fall, — 

Would that my bosom's blood were balm. 
And, well.thou know'st, I 'd shed it all. 

To give thy brow one minute's calm, 
^ay, turn not from me that dear fore — 

Am I not thine — thy own loved bride — 
The one, the chosen one, whose place 

In life or death is by thy side! ' 

Think'st thou tliat she, whose only light. 

In this dim world, from thee hath shone. 



Could bear the long, the cheerless night. 
That must be hers when thou art gone? 

That I can live, and let thee go. 

Who art my life itself ?— No, no — 

When the stem dies, the leaf that grew 

Out of its heart must perish too! 

Then turn to me, my own love, torn. 

Before like thee I fade and burn ; 

Cling to these yet cool lips, and share 

The last pure life that lingers there '» 

She foils — she sinks — as dies the lamp 

In chamel airs or cavern-damp. 

So quickly do his baleful sighs 

Quench all the sweet light of her eyes! 

One struggle — and his pnin is past — 
Her lover is no longer Hving ! 

One kiss the maiden gives, one last. 
Long kiss, which she expires in giving 7 

<( Sleep,» said the Peri, as softly she stole 
The farewell sigh of that vanishing soul. 
As true as e'er warm'd a woman's breast — 
« Sleep on, in visions of odour rest. 
In balmier airs than ever yet stirrd 
The enchanted pile of that lonely bird. 
Who sings at the last his own death lay,* 
And in music and perfume dies away!>« 
Thus saying, from her lips she spread 

Unearthly breathings through the place. 
And shook her sparkling wreath, and shed 

Such lustre o'er each paly foce. 
That like two lovely saints they seem'd 

Upon the eve of dooms-day taken 
From their dim graves, in odour sleeping; — 

While that benevolent Peri beam'd 
Like ilu'ir good angel, calmly keeping 

Watch o'er them till their souls would waken ! 

But mom is blushing in the sky; 

Again the Peri soars above. 
Bearing to Heaven that precious sigh 

Of pure, self-sacrificing love. 
High throbb'd her heart, with hope elate. 

The Ely&ian palm she soon shall win. 
For the bright Spirit at the gate 

Smiled as she gave tliat offering in; 
And she already hears the trees 

Of Eden, with their crysul bells 
Ringing in that ambrosial breeze 

That from the Throne of Alia swells; 
And she can see the starry bowls 

That lie around that lucid lake. 
Upon whose banks admitted souls 

Their first sweet draught of glory take! "* 

But ah ! even Peris' hopes are vain — 
AgJiin the Fates forbade, again 

* ■ la ih<> Ba«t. tbcy tuppoM the pb«riiit to have fifty ori&CM is k** 
bill, which are coDlinard to hi* tail | aad ihat, aflrr living oac lb««- 
•and yean, be bniltlt bimaelf a rnnrral pile, (ingt a ni«lo4i«Hit air af 
difTcrviil bamonin ibrougb bit lifiy organ pip««. Hap* hia «iaf« with 
a velocity vbich aru Hrc to the wood, and coatiunea kinaetf.*'— 
nirii.»»*o>. 

' Oa the aborrt of « qiiadrjn^lar lake ttand a iboiiMaJ {•Uvla. 
made of tun. out of which »ouU preJeaiinrd to enjoy r«4ic>iy 4fimk 
the cryMai wave.*— From CaataAV>»iA*»'t Deactiption of lk« 
metan Panidiav. in hia Memm§if$ »fChrittimniljr. 
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The iramortal barrier cloMd— «iiot yrt,i» 

TUe Angel said as, wkb regret. 

He sbui firom ber tbaC glimptc of glory — 

w True was the maiden, and ber story. 

Written in light o'er Alla't bead, 

By seraph eyes shall long be read. 

But, Peri, see — the crystal bar 

Of Edeo moves not — holier fir 

Than even this sigh the boon must be 

That opes the Gates of Heaven for thee.» 

Now, upon Syria's land of roses * 
Softly the light of Eve reposes. 
And, like a glory, the broad sun 
Hangs over sainted Lebanon, 
Whose head in wintry grandeur towers. 

And whitens with eternal sleet, 
While summer. In a vale of flowers, 

la sleeping rosy at his feet. 

Tu one vho look'd from upper air 

O'er all the euclianted regions there. 

How beauteous must have been the glow. 

The life, tlic sparkling from below! 

Fair gardeus, khiuiug streams, with ranks 

Of golden melons on their banks, 

llrre golden where the sun-liglit falU; — 

Gay lizards, glittering on the wails!' 

Of ruin'd slirines, busy and bricht 

As tliey were all alive villi light ; — 

And, yet more splendid, numerous flocks 

Of pigctHU, settling on the rocks. 

With their rich restless wingh, that gleam, 

Variously in the crimson beam 

Of the warm west— as if inlaid 

With brilliants from the mane, or mado 

Of tearless rainbows, such as span 

The uncloudi-<l >kies of PcrUlan ! 

And then, the mingling sounds that come. 

Of sliepberd's ancient reftl,^ with hum 

Of the wild bees of Palestine, 

Banqueting through the llowery vales ; — 
And, Jordan, iIium: sweet banks of tliine, 

And woods, so full of nightingales ! 

Bnt nought e;iu ch.irm the luckless Peri ; 
Her soul if* j»ad — her wing* arc weary — 
Joyless she foci's the liun look down 
On that great Temple, onco his owu.4 
Whose lonely columns stand sublime, 

Flinging their shadows from on high. 
Like dials, which lite wizard, Time, 

Had raised to count hi<( ages by ! 

Yet haply there may lie coneeal'd. 

Beneath those Cliambers of the Sun, , 
Some amulet of gems, anneal'd 

* H$r.*AM»fn ibinka ilMt T^ytM k«J iu KaSM from Sari, ■ buaiifal 
imI ^licau tpfviet of ro«e for «b*rli il>«i ceaatry bM b««a aioojt fo- 
■MMOt— brSfC, 9«ri«i«n. ibr l^oil t>f Ko«<«. 

' • Tb* aoabwr of liur«l« I m« an« «Uy in lb« gmi reurt of lb* 
rg»f4« of lb* San at Ball*^ amounir4 lo laaay IboMMoit* ; lit* ground, 
hm ««|i«, smi Moaet of itM ruinrtl buUdiagt, «rrr rotcrrd oitb ibrai.* 
laaca. 

* • Tbrftjnot. Of Haa tpip<. iatlili a paM<>iai inkiraairaiia 8)Im-* 

* Tha Traipta of ibc f uu at Balbci 



In upper fires, some tablet seal'd 
With llie great name of Solomon, 
Whieh, »peird by her illumined eyes. 

May leach her where, beneath the moon, 

In earth or ocean lies the boon. 

The charm that can restore so soon. 
An erring Spirit to the skies! 

Cheer'd by this hope, she bends her thitber; 

Still laughs the radiant eye of Heaven, 

Nor have the golden bowers of Even 
In I lie rich West begun to wither; — 
When, o'er the vale of Balbec winging 

Slowly, she sees a child at pUy« 
Among the rosy wild-flowers singing, 

As rosy and as wild as they ; 
Chajting, with eager liandi* and eyes. 
The beautiful blue damsel-flies,' 
That flutler'd round the jasmine stem*, 
Like winged flowers or flying gems: — 
And, near the boy. who tired with play. 
Now nestling 'mid the roses lay, 
She saw a wearied man dismount 

Fn>m his hot steed, and on the brink 
Of a small imaret s rustic fount 

Impatient fling him dovm to drink. 
Then s\%ift hi4 haggard brow he lum'd 

To the fair child, who fearless sat. 
Though never yet bath day-beam bum'd 

Upon a lirow more fierce than that, — 
Sullenly fierce — a mixture dire. 
Like thunder-clouds, of gloom and tire ! 
In which the Peri's eye could read 
Dark tales of many n ruthless deed ; 
The ruin'd maid — the shrine profsned — 
Oaths broken — and the tliresliold stain'd 
With blood of guests*— (Acre written, all, 
Black as the damning drops tliat fall 
From the denouncing Angel's pen. 
Ere mercy weeps theui out again ! 

Yet tranquil now that nun of crime 
(As if the balmy r\ening time 
Soften'd his ^iitirtt ' look'd and lay, 
Wairhiin; the ro<ky iuF.int's play : — 
Tliou(;h still, whene'er bin eye by chance 
Fell on the boy'n. its lurid glance 

Met that unclouded joyous gaze. 
As torches, that ha\c l>umt all night 
Through some impure and godless rile. 

Encounter morning's glorious rays. 

But liark I the vesper-call to prayer. 

As slow tlie orb of dayli(]lil sets, 
Is rising sweetly on the air. 

From Syria's iliousaml minarets! 
The hoy lias st.nrted from the bed 
Of flowers, where he had laid his head, 
.\od down upon the fragrant sod 

KneeU, \%i(li his forehead to the south, 
I I'^piiit; ilic eternal name of (fO>l 

From purity s own cherub mouth, 

* • ) o« krliiiltl ihrrr a con*tiirial»ir nuaibcr of a rrmariablr t|tr- 
nr* tit l>r«ntifiil iu«r<l». lb*- «lr{aa<r of «bu«<> ^pf^arani* auil tb<ii 
aUir<r |Mut«rr<l for iltrai »b« a^ai* of tXaaiMrU.*— imiBiii. 
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Aud looking, while bis hands aDd eyes 

Are liFted to che glowiag skies, 

Like a stray babe of Paradise, 

Just lighted oa that flowery plain. 

And seeking for its home again I 

Oh 't was a sight — that Heaven — that child-* 

A scene, which might have well beguiled 

Even haughty Eblis of a sigh. 

For glories lost and peace gone by ! 

And how felt /le, the wretched man 
Reclining there — while memory ran 
O'er many a year of guilt and strife. 
Flew o'er the dark flood of his hfe, 
Nor found one sunny resting-place, 
Nor brought him back one branch of grace ! 
V u There was a lime,w he said, iu mild 

Heart-humbled tones— « thou blessed child ! 
' When, young and haply pure as thou, 
^I look'd and pray'd like thee — but now — a 
He hung his head— each nobler aim 
And hope and feeling, which had slept 
From boyhood's hour, that instant came 
Fresh o'er him, and he wept — he wept! 

Blest tears of soul-felt penitence! 

In whose benign, redeeming flow 
Is fell the first, the only sense 
Of guiltless joy that guilt can know. 

«There'sadrop,M said tlie Peri, «that down from 

the moon 
Falls through the withering airs of June 
Upon Egypt's land,* of so healing a power, 
So balmy a virtue, that even in the hour 
That drop descends, contagion dies. 
And health reanimates earth and skies! — 
Oh, is it not tlius, thou man of siu. 

The precious tears of repentance fall ? 
Though foul thy fiery plagues within. 

One heavenly drop hathdispell'd them all!» 

And now — behold him kneeling there 
By the cliild's side, in humble prayer, 
While the same sun-beam sliines upon 
The guilty and the guiltless one. 
And hymns of joy proclaim through heaven 
The triumph of a soul forgiven ! 

"T was when the golden orb had set. 
While on their knees they lingcr'd yet. 
There fell a liglit more lovely far 
Than ever came from sun or star. 
Upon the tear that, warm and meek, 
Dew'd that repentant sinner's cheek: 
To mortal eye this light might seem 
A northern flash or meteor beam — 
But well the enraptured Peri knew 
'T was a bright smile the angel threw 
From heaven's gate, to liail that tear 
Her harbinger of glory near! 

• The Nun*, or Miraruleu* Drop, whith MU iu Fgypi pr<Hi*rly un 
Saioi 3oha\ d*j, in Junt, amI u tuppMcd to b«vr tl<« efl'ci^ of tlop- 
piog tbr plague. 



u Joy, joy for everl my task is done — 
The gates arc pasVd, and heaven is won I 
Oh ! am I not happy 7 I am, I am — 

To thee, sweet Eden 1 bow dark and sad 
Are the diamond turrets of Sliadukiam,' 

And the fragrant bowers of Amberabad! 

Farewell, ye odours of earth, that die, 
Passing away like a lover s sigh : — 
My feast is now of the Tooba-Tree,> 
Whose scent is the breath of eternity! 

« Farewell, ye vanishing flowers, tlut shone 
In my fairy wreath, so bright and brief, — 
Oh! what are the brightest that e'er have blown. 
To the lote-tree, springing by Alla's throne,^ 

Whose flowers have a soul in every leaf? 
Joy, joy forever! — my task is done — 
The gales are pass'd, and heaven is won! 



u And this,» said the Great Chamberlain, « is poetry! 
this flimsy manufacture of the brain, which, in compa- 
rison with tlic lofty and durable monumenU of genius, 
is as the gold fillagree work of Zamara beside the eter- 
nal arclii lecture of Egypt !» After this gorgeous sen- 
tence, which with a few more of the same kind, Fad- 
ladceu kept by him for rare and important occasions, 
he proceeded to the anatomy of the short poem just 
recited. ««Thc lax and easy kind of metre in which it 
was written ought to bedenounced,Mhesaid,«a8oneof 
the loading causes of the alarming growth of poetry in 
our times. If some check were not given to this lawless 
facility, wc should soon be overrun by a race of bards 
as numerous and as shallow as the hundred and twenty 
thousand streams of Basra.^ They who succeeded in 
this style deserved chastisement for their very success ; 
— as warriors have been punished, even after gaining a 
victory, because they had taken the liberty of gaining it 
in an irregular or unestablished manner. What, then, 
was to be said to those who failed? to those who pre- 
sumed, as in the present lamentable instance, to imi- 
tate the license and ease of the bolder sons of song, 
without any of that grace or vigour which gairea dignity 
even to negligence, — who, like thcm,^flung the jcreed^ 
carelessly, but not, Hkc them, to the mark; — and 
who.n said he, raising his voice to excite a proper de- 
gree of wakefulness in his hearers, m contrive to af^iear 
heavy and constrained in the midst of all th* luilnde 
they have allowed themselves, like one of those young 
pagans that dance before the Princess, who has the 
iugenuity to move as if her limbs were fettered, in 

< Tli«> Country of Delight, — tbenamr ofa province in the kiafflMB 
ofJinaitUn, or Fair]r 1"*^. the capiul of which itcallMl d^Ctiy of 
Jewel*. AmberelMd itaaoiber of the cities of iianiu«a. 

' The tree Tooba, that »uada io Paradiae, in the paUcc of MaboiMt. 
See Sale*! Frelim. Dite.—» Touba,* m;« D'HaaiiLOr. • aigwiliet 
healilude, or eternal happinet«.s 

* Mabonet ia dewribed, in the S3d Qiapicr of ibc Keraa. •« bav- 
iag- aeea ibe angel Gabriel • by the lote-tree. beyend wiUiA cbcre 
i« no paating: near it it the Garden of Eternal Abode.*— Tliia irre, 
«ay the Commeniaton, atanda in the aeventb Heavea, on tbc rigbl 
hand of the throne of God. 

* a It ia eaid that the river* or alreamt of Basra were reckoaed ie 
the lime of Beial ben Abi Cordch. and amounted to the wnaiber of 
one bnadrad and twenty ibouaand atrearae.*— Eaa II«*K4I,. 

* The n*me of the javelin with whirti tbc Eaaternt 
Sec C*»«BLi.«ii, Mmurs det Otkotmmmt, torn. iii. p. 161. 
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a pair of Uie ligfamt and loocett drawen of lUuaJipa- 
tam'.N 

« Ic WM but little Miiuble,* b« coatinued, « to tlie 
grave march of erilirum to follow this fiiatastical Peri, of 
wliom they had jiut heard, through all her tlighia ami 
adveoiutnrt between earth and heavea; but be could not 
help adverting to the puerile ronceiiedne^ of the Three 
Gifu which alie h sappoted to carry to thetkiet: — a 
drop of blood, forMolh, a ugh, and a tear! How the 
fini of these artirlea wa.i deliveml into the Aoi^el't 
«t radiant hand,» he profcMed hinmelf at a Iom to di.t- 
covcr; and ju to the cafe carriage of the tigh and ttie 
tear, auch Perisi and tucli poets were beings by far too 
iocomprehenuble for him even to guest how tliey ma- 
naged tuch matters. Itut, in short,* wid lie, « it is 
a waste of time an«l patience to dwell longer upon a 
thin(; so incurably frivolous, — puny even among its 
own pony race, and such as only the Banyan llo!«|iital 
fur Sick Insects' should undertake.* 

In vain did l^lla Bookh try to soften this inexor.iM<> 
critic; in vain did she resort to her most eloquent roni- 
raon-plares. — rrmimling him that poets were a (imtil 
and aensiiivr race, whose ^weetnnw was not to be dr.iwn 
forth, like that of tlte fragrant gra«s near (he Gnnges. 
by crashing and trampling upon tliem; — that severity 
often destroyed every rhanre of the perFertion which it 
demanded; and that, after all, perfection wn^ like the 
Mouatain of the Talisman, — no one had e«er yrt micli* 
ed its snmrait.* tfrither tlie«^ gentle axioms, nor the 
still gentler looks with whirh they were inculcated, 
roold lower for one instant ilie elevation of Fadladeen's 
eye-brows, or charm him into any thing like enrou- 
ngement, or even toleration of her poet. Toleration, 
indeed, was not among (he weaknes^e^ of Fadladeen : 
—he carried the same spirit into matters of poetry and 
of religion, and, though little versed in the beauties or 
snblimities of either, was a perfect master of the art 
of persecution in both. His real, too, was (he same in 
either parsnil; whether the game before him was pa- 
gans or poetasters,— wonhippers of cows, or writers of 
epirs. 

They had now jrrive<l at the splendid city of Liliorr, 
whose onosoleums and slirines, magnificent and num- 
berieas, wliere Death ".crmed to «ihnre eipial honours 
with Heaven, wnuld li.ivc [Kiwerfully jfFertcd (he heart 
and imagination of Lalln Rookh, if fpclings more of 
this earth bad not taken entire possession of her already. 
She wras here met by messengers dispatched from Cash- 
mere, who ioformed her (hat the king had arrived in 
the vaJley, and was liinuelf superintending the sump- 
tuous preparations th.-it were making in the saloons of 
tfieSJiaiimar for her reception. The chill she felt on re- 
cei«inf this intelligence, — which to a bride whose heart 
was free and light would have brought only imagi'k of 
affection and pleasure.— convinced her that her p<*ace 
was gone for ever, and tliat she was in love, irretri('\- 
ably in love, with young Feramorx. Tlie veil, mhirh 
this passion wears at Srst, had fallen off, and to know 
that she loved was now as painful as to love without 
knowing it had been delicious. Fenmorx, too — wliat 

* For a^rwriptMa of iki* lfo«pii«| of the IUn)jB«. cr* Ptiiii*'« 
Trmmtlt. p. a6a. 

* • !Hvar tin* n ■ rarioM bill, railed Koh Tali««. tbr Mo««uin 
nf ibr TaliaaaB, beramc, a<x«r4i*o ta tha iradiiiona of ibe rooalry. 

mm ■ t caaJf J ia |aiaia| iia anmaait.*— Kiaatia. 



misery wonkl be his, if the sweet hours of intercourse 
so imprudently allowed tlaem shoukl have stolen into 
his heart the same fatal fiucination as into her»; — if, 
notwithstanding her rank, ami the modest homage he 
always paiil to it, even he should have yielded to the 
influence of tlio^e long and happy interviews, where 
music, poetry, die delightful scenes of nature,— all 
tended to bring their hearU close together, ami to wa- 
ken by e*rry means that too ready passion, which oftrn, 
like till* young of the desen-bird.is warmed in(o lifi* by 
tli«- ryes alone!' Slie mw but one way to preserve her- 
M'lf from iM-inj culpable, as well as unliappy, and this, 
howoer paiuful. sli»? was resoUe<l to adopL Feramorx 
must no more be admitted to lier presence. To ha\e 
•itraycil ".o far in(o the dangerous labyrinth was wrong, 
liiit to Hnger ill it. mliile (he clew was ye( in her baud, 
moiiiii hv rnniinal. Though the lu-art she had (ooffi>r 
(•• (III* King of Bucharia mif^ht be cold and hrokrn. it 
slioiiki at lea«*( l>e pure ; and slu' must only try (o for- 
g< t die slior( \iMon of happiuesA she hadi'iijoyed, — like 
(lia( Arabian shrplierd, who. in wandering in(o (lie wil- 
drrnes%, rniiglK a glimpse of the («artlciis «f Irini, and 
(hen h>s( thrin again for e^er! ' 

The arrival of the young Bride at Lahore was cele- 
braii'd in die most enthusiastic manner. The Rajis and 
Oiiiras ill h«r train, mho had kept at a certain distan<-r 
during the journey, and never enrainpeil ne:irer to the 
Princess than was stricily necessary for lier Mfcguanl. 
hrre ro«ir in spkndid cavalcade through the ri(y. and 
dis(ributed die mn'i( eosdy presents in (he crowd. Kn- 
giiie* were ereite<i in all the s4|uar<>s, wlii* li ra»t forth 
kliowers of confectionary among the people; while (he 
artixans, in chariots adornetl with tinsel and flying 
streamer's exhibited the badges of their respective trad'ni 
through die streets. Such brilliant displays of Kfr and 
imgeantry among the |M«laces, and domes, and gildiMl 
minarris of l^hore, made the city altogether like a 
plare of enchantment : — particularly on (he day when 
l.alla R(M>kh M>t out again ufton her journey, when »he 
was aiToiiipanied to the i*nte by all the foirest and 
rirhest of tlir nobility ; and rode along between ranks of 
iKMiilifiil boys and giris, who wavetl plates of gold niid 
sil%er lk>wers over their heads^ as thry went, and thm 
threw (hem (o l>e gadiereil by (he jtopulace. 

For many day«i af(er (heir depar(ure from Lihore a 
con^idei-abl4* degree of gloom tiung over (he whole party. 
I^lla Rookh, wtio had intetMled to make illness her ex- 
cuse fiir not admitting tlie young minstrel, as usual, to 
the pavilion, soon found that to frign indi-pohition wi« 
unnecessary; — Fadladeen felt the loss of the goo<l road 
(hey liad hi(lier(o (ravelled, and was very near cursing 
Jchan-(>uire rnf blessed memory!) for not li.iving con 
tinued his delectable alley of trees,4 at least as far a^ 
(he mountains of Cashmere; — while (he ladies, who ha<I 
no(hing now (o do all day Ink to be fanned by peacoi-ks' 
feathers and lis(en (o Fadladeen, seemed heartily weary 
of the life diey led. ami in spite of all the Creat Cham- 
berlain's criticism, were tasteless enough to wish for 
the poet again. One evening, as they were proceciJing 
to their place of rest for the night, the Princess, who, 

* Tlir Ar<biaM« Itrlir** ihai iba oainvbrt bmb iln-ir vomb^ by ualy 
lonhin|> ai ilirm.— IV V,«titti. Helmt. d ff/pU. 

* Srr >»i»'« AaruH, n<>ir, (dl. ii, p. 41I. 

* l-rnabid. 

* 1b« tinr ii>aJ mad* b} ili<> I ni|<#iiii Jibrfii^:u.ia IrwM \^t* !•> 
L-abuir, plaaicd viib Utra mi rarb v^r. 



for the freer enjoyineDt of tlie air, had mouDted bcr 
favourite Arabian palfrey, in passing by a small grove, 
bennl the notes of a lute from witbiu its leaves, and a 
voice, which she but too veil knew, singing the follow- 
ing words: — 

Tell me not of joy* above. 

If ihot world r«a gire no bliu, 
Truer, bappier ihan the Loro 

Which entlavoa our aouU in this ! 

Tell me not of Hourit' eye« : — 

Far from me thrir dangeroua glow, 

If iboae looka thai light the akiea 
Wound like tome that burn below '. 

Who that frcU what Lore i« here. 

All il* faUehood— all ilt pain— 
Would, for even Elytium'a ephete. 

Rikk the fatal dream again 1 

Who, that'midat ■ dea«rt*« heat 
See* the watera fade away. 
Would not fjtber die than meet 
Stream* again at falte at they ? 

The tone of melancholy dutiancc in which these 
words vfcTc uttered went to Lalla Rookh's heart ; — and 
as she reluctantly rode on, she could not help feeling it 
iis a sad but sweet certainty, that Fcramorz was to the 
full a$ enamoured and mberuble as herself. 

The place where they encamped tliat evening was the 
first delightful spot they had come to since they left 
Laliorc. On one side of them was a grove full of small 
Hindoo temples, and planted with the most graceful 
trees of the East; where the tamarind, the cassia, and 
the silken plantains of Ceylon were mingled in rich 
contrast with the high fan-like foliage of the Palmyra, 
— that favourite tree of the luxurious bird that lights up 
the cliambers of iu nest with iire-llics.' In the middle 
of the lawn where the pavilion stood there was a bank 
surrounded by small mangoe-trees, on the clear cold 
waters of which floated multitudes of the beautiful red 
lotus; while at a distance stood the ruins of a strange 
and awful-looking tower, which seemed old enough to 
have been the temple of some reli^pon no longer 
known, and which spoke tiie voice of desolation iu the 
midKt of all that bloom and loveliness. This singular 
ruin excited the wonder and conjectures of all. Lalla 
Rookh guessed in vain, and the alt-pretending Fad- 
ladecn, who had never till this journey been beyond the 
precincts of Delhi, was proceeding most learnedly to 
show that he knew nothing whatever about the matter, 
when one of the ladies suggested, tliat perhaps Fcra- 
morz could satisfy tlicir curiosity. They were now ap- 
proaching his native mountains, and this tower might 
be a relic of some of those dark superstitions, which 
had prevailed in tliat country before the light of Islam 
tbwncd upon it. The Ghamberluin, who usually pre- 
ferred his own ignorance to the best knowledge that 
any one else could give him, was by no means pleased 
with tliis officious reference; and the Princess, too, was 
about to interpose a faint word of objection, but, be- 
fore either of them could speak, a slave was dispatched 
for Feramorz, who, in a very few minutes, appeared 
before them, — looking so pale and unhappy iu Lalla 
Rookh's eyes, that she already repented of her cruelty 
in having so long excluded him. 

That venerable tower, he told them, Wiis the remains 

* The ILiya, »i Indiau Gr»k*-Ik-4k. — ;>ia W. Ji»ai. 



of an ancient Fire-Temple, built by those Ghebers or 
Persians of the old religion, who, many hundred years 
since, had fled hither from their Arab conquerors, pre- 
ferring liberty and their altars in a foreign laud to the 
alternative of apostacy or perseculiou in thrir own. It 
was impossible, he added, not to feel interested in the 
many glorious but unsuccessful struggles, which had 
been made by these original natives of Persia to cast off 
the yoke of their bigoted conquerors. Like their own 
Fire in the Burning Field at Uakou,' when suppressed 
in one place, they had but broken out with frt^h flame 
in another ; and, as a native of Cashmere, of that fair 
and Holy Valley, which liad in the same manner be- 
come the prey of strangers, and seen her ancient 
shrines and native princes swept away before the march 
of her intolerant invaders, he felt a sympatliy, he owned, 
with the sufferings of the persecuted Ghebers, which 
every monument like this before them but tended more 
powerfully to awaken. 

It was the first time that Feramorz had ever ventumi 
upon so much prose before Fadladcen, and it may 
easily be conceived what effect such prose as thift must 
liave produced on that most orthodox ami most pagan- 
hating personage. lie sai for some minutes aghast, eja- 
culating only at intervals u Bigoted conquerors ! — sympa- 
thy with Fire-worshippers !» — while Feramorz, liappy to 
take advantage of this almost speechless horror of tlie 
Chamberlain, proceeded to say that he knew a melan- 
choly story, connected with the events of one of those 
brave strugi;lcs of the Fire-worshippers of Persia against 
their Arab masters, which, if the evening was not too 
far advanced, he should have much pleasure in being 
allowed to relate to the Princess. It was impossible fur 
Lalla Rookh to refuse ; — he had never before looked 
half so animated, and when he spoke of tlie Holy 
Valley, his eyes had sparkled, she thought, like the talis- 
manic characters on the scimitar of Solonaoa. Her 
consent was therefore most readily granted, and while 
Fadladcen sat iu unspeakable dismay, expecting treason 
and abomination in every line, the poet thus began liis 
story of the Fire-worbhippers : — 

TIIE FIRE-WORSHIPPERS. 



T IS moonlight over Oman's sea;> 

Her banks of pearl and palmy isles 
Bask in the night-beam beauteously. 

And her blue waters sleep in smiles. 
T is moonlight in Ilarmozia's^ walls. 
And through her Emir's porphyry halls. 
Where, some hours since, was heard the swell 
Of trumpet and tlie clash of zel,^ 
Itidding the brighteyed sun farewell ; — 
The peaceful sun, whom better suits 

The music of the bulbul's ncsi, 
Or the light touch of lovers' lutes, 

To sing him to his golden rest ! 
All hush'd — there 's not a breeze iu motion ; 
The shore is silent as the ocean. 

< The > Agir ardent," dctcrihrd by Kanrrsa, Amatmitat. Cccl- 
* The I'ertian Gulf, tumctimct to called, wlitih *e|Mr4(t>a the abore* 
of Pertia and Arabia. 

'• The pretrnt Cumbarouu, a lowii on thn I'ertian t'dc of tltc Cnli. 
' A Muorith iiittrumvnt v( muMc. 



LALLA ROOKH. 



3l 



If Mphyn come, so li^t they come. 
Nor leaf u ttirr'd uor wave u driven ; 

The vind-tower on the Emir'* dome* 
Con hardly win a breath from heaven. 

Even he, that tyrant Arab, sleeps 

Calm, while a nation round him weeps ; 

While curses load the air he breathes. 

And falchions fixim unnomber d sheaths 

Are starting to avenge the ithame 

His ruce hath brought on Iran's' name. 

Hard, heartless Chief, unmoved alike 

Hid eyes that weep and swords tliat strike ; — 

One of that saintly, murderous brood. 

To carnage and the Koran given. 
Who think through unbclieverM' blood 

Lies their dirrctriit patli to heaven. 
One, who will pause and kneel unshod 

In the warm blood his hand hath pour'd. 
To mutter o'er some text of God 

Engraven on his reeking sword ; — ^ 
Ifay, who can coolly note the line, 
The letter of those words divine. 
To which his blade, with searching art. 
Had sank into its victim's hnrt! 

Just Alia! wliat must be thy look. 

When snch a wretch before thee stands 
Unblushing, with thy Sacred Book, — 

Turning the leaves with blootUtain'd bands. 
And wresting from its page sublime 
His creed of lust and hate and crime ? 
Even as those bees of Trebiiond, — 

Which from the sunniest flowers that glad 
With their pure smile the gardens round. 

Draw venom forth that drives men mad ! 4 
Sfever did fierce Anbia send 

A satrap forth more dirdy great ; 
Never was Iran doom'd to bend 

Beneath a yoke of deadlier weight. 
Her throne had fnli'o — her pride was crash'd — 
Her sons were willing slaves, nor bhish'd. 
In their own land, — no more tlieir own, — 
To crouch beneath a stranger's throne. 
Her lowers, where Mithr^ once had bum'd 
To Moslem shrines — oh shame! — were tum'd. 
Where slaves, converted by the sword. 
Their mean apostate worship pour'd. 
And cursed the faith tlieir sires adored. 
Tet baa she hearts, 'mid all this ill. 
O'er all this wreck high buoyant still 
With hope and vengeance ! — hearts that yet, — 

Like gems, in darkness issuing rays 
They've treasured from the sun that '• set, — 

Beam all the light of long-lost days ! 
And swords she hath, nor weak nor slow 

To second all such hearts can dare ; 

* • At G*aib«ro«a. amI other pUcet ia Pvrtia, lb«y bar* lowcn 
r»r th# yi iryoM of catebiag lb* wind, mttd cooliag llir baa»c«.« — Li 
Brnmrm. 

* • Iras •• cbc trm* gcacral bsbic far lh« mpir« of Persia.* — 
jtnat, M»i. Dmt- i. 

> • Oa tb« bUJ*« of tbrir MiaiiUra %om» tctm from ika Koraa •• 
■■■ally HMcriWd.* — Kcaaii.. 

* • TWrr ia a kiaJ of RiMKlodratlroa aboet Trrbttoai, « 
iaagri (kr b«« fr«d« apaa, a»J ib« boaoy ibeare drivta people aM^ 



As he shall know, well, deariy know. 
Who sleeps in moonlight luxury there, 

Tranquil as if his spirit by 

Becalm'd in Heaven's approving ray ! 

Sleep on — for purer eyes than thine 

Those waves are hush'd, those planets shine. 

Sleep on, and be thy rest unmoved 

By tlie while moon-beam's daziling pow'r ;- 

None but the loving and the loved 
Should be awake at this s«eet hour. 

And %cc — where, high aiiove those rocks 

That o'rr the deep their shadows Hing, 
Yon turret ktaods ;— where ebon locks, 

As gloMy as a heron's wing 
I'pon the turbjii of a king. > 
Hang from the lattice, long and wild, — 
' Tis site, that Emir's blooming child, 
All truth and tendemcAs and grace. 
Though bom of kucIi ungentle race ; — 
An image of Youth's radiant Fountain 
Springing in a desolate mountain ! ' 
Oh ! what a pure and sacred thing 

Is Beauty, curtain'd from the sight 
Of the gross world, illumining 

One only mansion with her light! 
rnteni by m^n s disturbing eye, — 

The ilower, th;it bifMimi brnrath the sea 
Too deep for sunbeams, dofli not lie 

Hid iu more rhoste obscurity ! 
So, Htnda, have tliv face and mind, 

V 

Like holy mysteries, lain enshrined. 
Anil oh VI hat iran^port for a lover 

To lift the veil that shades them o'er! — 
Like llio^e, mho nil at once, discover 

In the lone deep some ^iry shore. 

Where mortal never tro«l before. 
And sleep ami wake in scented airs 
No lip liad ever breathed but theirs ! 

Beautiful are the maids that glide. 

On summer-eves, through Yemen's^ dales. 
And bright the gl.inring looks they hide 

Behind their liitiTi' roseate veils;— 
And bri<le)t, as <lelicate and fair 
As the vkhile jasmine flower^ they wear. 
Hath Yemen in her blissful clime. 

Who, lull'd in cool kiosk or bower. 
Before tlieir mirrors count the lime. 

And grow still lovelier every hour. 
But never yet hath bride or maid 

In Araby's gay lljram« smiled. 
Whose boasted brighlnexs would not fade 

Before Al Hassan's blooming child. 

Light as the angel shapes that bl< 
An infant's dream, yet not the U 
Rich iu all woman's loveliness ; — 
With eyes so pure, that from their ray 
Dark Vice would turn abash'd away, 

* a llirir kio(^« wrjir plumr* of bUi k brroaa' fratbert upoa lb* 
rigbl tidr. at a l>ailg* of aovvrri^iy.* — ll«awitT. 

* ■ The FouBtain of Youib, by a Mahoairian iiaJiiioa, ia ailuairil 
ia tomr dark rq^ion of ibc Ea«t.« — Ricaaaaina. 
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Blinded, like serpeDls wlten they gate 
Upon the emerald's virgin bhue ! — * 
Yet, fiU'd with all youth's sweet desirea, 
Mingling the meek and vestal fires 
Of other worlds witli all the bliss. 
The fond, weak tenderness of this ! 
A soul, too, more than half divine. 

Where, through some shades of earthly feeling, 
Religion's softcn'd glories shine. 

Like light through summer foliage stealing, 
Shedding a glow of such mild hue, 
So warm, and yet so sliadowy too, 
As makes the very darkness there 
More beautiful than light elsewhere ! 

Such is the maid who, at this hour, 

Dath risen from her restless sleep. 
And sits alone in tlial high bower, 

Watching the still and shiuing deep. 
Ah ! 'twas not thus, — with tearful eyes 

And beating heart, — she used to gase 
On the magnificent earth and skies. 

In her own land, iu happier days. ' 

Why looks she now so aiuious down 
Among those rocks, whose rugged frown 

Blackens the mirror of the deep 1 
Whom wails she all tliis lonely night 7 

Too rough the rocks, too bold the steep. 
For man to scale that turret's height ! — 

So deem'd at least. her thoughtful sire, 

When high to catc^ the cool night-air. 
After the day-beam's withering fire,' 

lie built her bower of freshness there. 
And had it dcck'd with costliest skill, 

Aud fondly thought it safe as fair : — 
Think, reverend dreamer ! think so still. 

Nor wake to learn what Love can dare- 
Love, all-defying Love, who sees 
No charm iu trophies won with ease ; — 
Whose rarest, dearest fruits of bliss 
Are pluck'd on Danger's precipice ! 
Bolder tliau they, who dare not dive 

For pearls, but when the sea *s at rest, 
Love, in the tempest most aUve, 

Hath ever held that pearl the best 
Be finds beneath the stormiest water ! 
Yes — Araby's unrivall'd daughter. 
Though high that tower, that rock-way rude. 

There 's one who, but to kiss thy cheek. 
Would climb the untrodden solitude 

Of Ararat's tremendous peak,^ 
And think its steeps, tliough dark and dread, 
Heaven's path-ways, if to thee they led ! 
Even now thou seest the flashing spray. 
That lights- his oar's impatient way; 
Even now thou hear'st the sudden shock 
Of his swift bark against the rock. 
And stretchest down thy arms of snow. 
As if to lift him from below ! 

' • Tbry tMj tbai il a »n«ke or w>rp^al fii hi* ey^ on iht lu«tre of 
tlioar tlon^t (cinrraM*), be immcdialrly become* bliBil.*— Ajiiibk 
■ k« AiBAkAiit. Trcatui on Jewflt. 

* a At Goinbaroon and ibe Idc of Oioiu* it i« •onrtiair* m boi 
(bat ibr people ate obligrd to lie all day in the naier.a— MaMo Polo. 

* Thia moaatain \% gmcrally tuppoacd to be iaarccMiblc. 



Like her to whom, at dead of night. 

The bridegroom, with his locks of light, * 

Came, in the flush of love and pride. 

And scaled the terrace of his bride; — 

When, as she saw him rashly spring. 

And mid-way up in danger cling, 

She flung him down her long black hair. 

Exclaiming, breathless, « There, love, there !» 

And scarce did manlier nerve uphold 

The hero Zal in that fond hour. 
Than wings the youth who, fleet and boM, 

Now climbs the rocks to Hinda's bower. 
See^light as up their granite steeps 

The rock-goats of Arabia chimber,* 
Fearless from crag to crag he leaps. 

And now is in the maiden's chamber. 

She loves — but knows not whom she lores. 

Nor what his race, nor whence he came ; — 
Like one who meets, in Indian groves. 

Some beauteous bird, without a name. 
Brought by the last ambrosial breeze, 
From isles in the undiscovcr'd seas. 
To show his plumage for a day 
To wondering eyes, and wing away ! 
W^ill he thus fly — her nameless lover t 

Alia forbid ! 't was by a moon 
As lair as this, while singing over 

Some ditty to her soft Kanoon, ' 
Alone, at this same witching hour. 

She first beheld his radiant eyes 
Gleam through the lattice of the bower. 

Where nightly now they mix their sighs ; 
And tliought some spirit of the air 
(For what could waft a mortal there?) 
W*^as pausing on his moonlight way 
To listen to her lonely lay! 
This Irincy ne'er hath left her mind : 

And — though, when terror's swoon had past. 
She saw a youth, of mortal kind. 

Before her in obeisance cast, — 
Vet often since, when he hath spoken 
Strange, awful words, — and gleams have broken 
From his dark eyes, too bright to bear. 

Oh ! she hath fear'd her soul was given 
To some unliallow'd child of air. 

Some erring Spirit, cast from heaven, 
I jke those angelic youths of old. 
Who bum'd for maids of mortal mould, 
Bewildcr'd left the glorious skies. 
And lost tlieir Heaven for vroman's eyes ! 

Fond ^1 ! nor fiend nor angel he, . 
Who woos thy young simplicity ; 
But one of earth's impassioned sons, 
As warm in love, as fierce in ire. 



' In one of the books of the ShAh Nftbmcb, «h«a Zal (• rakbnttd 
hern of Pmiu, remarkable for hi* «biu hair) comm to cIm terrace «f 
bit miurcas, Rodabver. at night, ahc let* down her loBf 
auitl bha in bi« atcent \ — be, bowerer, maiuge* it ia a lea* 
way, by bung lii* crook in a projertiag beam. Se e Ca*MVi««'a F<*^ 
d<i$i, 

' • On the lofty hill* of Arabia Prtnrj are rock-goaia.>— Niaaraa- 
* • CanuB, eapi^ce de ptalterion, avcc de* roide* dc boyain; U* 
daoif* ea toacbeat daa* le terrail, avre de* di^j^illra. ar w i ft* d* 
poiatr* d>; coco.a^Toagaim, trantlated by Da Co*aa««a. 
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Yes — / am of that impious race, 

Those Slaves of Fire who, morn and even, 
Ilail their Creator s dwellin^place 

Among the living lights of heaven ! ' 
Yes — / am of that outcast few, 
To Iran and to vengeance true, 
Who curse the hour your Arahs came 
To desolate our shrines of flame, 
And swear, before God's burning eye, 
To break our country's chains, or die ! 
Thy bigot sire — nay, tremble not — 

lie, who gave birth to those dear eyes. 
With me is saored ns the spot 

From which our fires of worship rise! 
But know — 'twas he I sought tliat night. 

When, firom my watch-boat on the sea, 
I caught this turret 's glimmering light. 

And up the rude rocks desperately 
Rush'd to my. prey : — thou know'st the rest — 
I climb'd the gory vulture's nest. 
And found a trembling dove within ; — * 
Thine, thine the victory — thine the sin — 
If Love hath made one thought his own. 
That Vengeance claims first — last — alone ! 
Oh ! had we never, never met. 
Or could this heart even now forget 
liow Hnk'd, how bless'd we might have been, 
Had Fate not frown'd so dark between! 
iladst thou been bom a Persian maid. 

In neighbouring valleys had wc dwelt. 
Through the same fields in childhood play'd, 

At the same kindling altar knelt, — 
Then, then, while all those nameless ties. 
In which the charm of Country lies. 
Had round our hearts been hourly spun. 
Till Irans cause and thine were oncj — 
While in thy lute's awakening sigh 
I heard the voice of days gone by, 
And saw in every smile of thine 
Returning hours of glory shine ! — 
While the wrong'd Spirit of. our Land 
' Lived, look'd, and spoke her wrongs through tlicc, 
God ! who could then this sword withstand ? 

Its very flash were victory ! 
But now— -estranged, divorced for ever. 
Far as the grasp of Fate can sever ; 
Our only ties what Love has wove, — 

Faith, friends, and country, sunder d «-ide; — 
And then, then only, true to Jove, 

When 6tlse to all that's dear beside! 
Thy father Iran's deadliest foe — 
Thyself, perhaps, even now — but no — 
Hate never look'd so lovely yet! 

No — sacred to thy soul will be 
The land of him who could foiget 

All but that bleeding land for thee ! ^ 
When other eyes shall see, unmoved. 

Her widows mourn, her warriors fall, 
Ttiou 'It think how well one Gbeber loved. 

And for his sake thou 'It weep for all! 

But look » 

With sudden start he tum'd 

And pointed to the <tistant wave, 

Tticj BuppoM lb* Tbromc of tb« Alaiighty it Mated in tbc turn, 
b«Qc« Ibcir worabip of Hut liuaiiMry.— HASVAr. 



Where lights, like chamel meteors, bum'd 

Bluely, as o'er some seaman's grave; 
And fiery darts, at intervals,* ' 

Flew up all sparkling from the main, 
As if each star that nightly falls. 

Were shooting back to heaven again. 
« My signal-lights ! — I must away — 
Both, both are ruin'd, if I stay. 
Farewell — sweet Kfe ! thou cling'st in vain — 
Now — Vengeance ! — I am thine again.» 
Fiercely he broke away, nor stopp'd. 
Nor look'd — but from the lattice dropp'd 
Dowu 'mid the pointed crags beneath. 
As if he fled from love to death. 
While pale and mute young Hinda stood. 
Nor moved, till in the silent flood 
A momentary plunge below 
Startled her from her trance of woe ; — 
Shrieking she to the lattice flew, 

M I come — I come — if in that tide . 
Thou sleep'st to-night — I '11 sleep there too, 

In death's cold wedlock by thy side. 
Oh ! I would ask no happier bed 

Than the chill wave ray love Kes under ; — 
Sweeter to rest together dead. 

Far sweeter, than to live asunder !» 
But no — their hour is not yet come — 

Again she sees his pinnace fly, 
Wafting him fleetly to his home, 

W^here'er that ill-starr'd home may lie ; 
And calm and smooth it seem'd to win 

Its moonlight way before the wind. 
As if it bore all peace within. 

Nor left one breaking heart behind ! 



Tbb Princess, whose heart was sad enough already, 
could have wished thdt Feramorz had chosen a less 
melancholy story ; as it is only to the happy that lean 
are a luxury. Her Indies, however, were by no means 
sorry that love was once more the Poet's theme; for, 
when he spoke of love, tlicy said, his voice was as sweet 
as if he had chewed the leaves of that enchanted tree, 
which grows over the tomb of the musician, Tan-6ctn. 
Their road all the morning had lain through a very 
dreary country ; — through valleys, covered with a low 
bushy jungle, where, in more than one place, the awful 
signal of the bamboo-staff, with the white flag at its top, 
reminded the traveller that in that very spot the tiger 
had made some human creature his victim, ft was 
therefore with much pleasure that they ai^ved at annset 
in a safe and lovely glen, and encamped under one of 
those holy trees, whose smooth columns and spreading 
roofs seem to destine them for natural temples of religion. 
Beneath the shade, some pious hands had erected pillars 
ornamented with the most be.iutiful porcelain, which 
now supplied the use of mirrors to the young maidens, 
OS they adjusted their hair in descending from the 
palankeens. Here while, as usual, the Princess sat 
listening anxiously, with Fadladecnin one of his loftiest 
moods of criticism by her side, the young Poet, leaning 
against a branch of the tree, thus continued his story : — 



* ■ The MbbcIuIii lb«t «-«re in ibe othrr bo«i, whra it 
u»cd to tboot ap ■ tort of 4ery arrow* into ibe «ir, vbicH is • 
•ttr« meaiblcd ligbtniog or fftUtng >ur«.>— BAVaaAaviv. 
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Tib mom baih riiea dear and calm. 

And o'er the Green Sea ■ fwldy 
Revealioi; Bahrein't groves of pakn, 

And lighting Kishmat * an^b^ irinea. 
Freth smell the shores of Araby, 
While breeies from the ladiaa sea 
Blow roond Selama's ^ sainted cape. 

And curl the shining flood beneath,— 
Whose waves are rich with many a grape. 

And cocdaunt and flowery wreath, 
W^hich pious seamen, as they pass'd. 
Had tovnutl that holy headluid cast— 
Ohiatiom to the Genii tliere 
For gentle skies and breetes 6ur ! 
The nightingale now bends her flight 
From the high trees, where all the night 

She song so sweet, with none to Ksten ; 
And hides her from the morning Uar 

Where thickets of pomegranate ghslen 
In the clear dawn, — bespangled »er 

With dew, whose night-drops would not stain 
The best and brighter scimitar 4 
Tluit ever youthful Sultan wore 

On the first morning of his reign ! 

And see — the Sun himself !— on winp 
Of glory up the East be springs. 
Angel of Light ! who, from the time 
Those heavens began their march sublime, 
Hath first ot all the starry choir 
Trod in his Maker's steps of fire I 

Where are the days, thou wondrous sphere, 
When Iran, like a sun-flower, tum'd 
To meet that eye where'er it bum'd ? — 

Wliea, from the banks of Bendemeer 
To the nut-groves of i^amarcand 
Thy temples flamed o'er all the bnd? 
Where are they 7 ask the shades of them 

Who, on Cadessia's ^ bloody plains, 
Saw fierce invaders pluck the gem 
From Iran's broken diadem. 

And bind her ancient h\t\t in chains : — 
AA the poor exile, cast alone 
On foreign shores, unloved, unknown, 
Beyond the Caspian's Iron Gates, ^ 

Or on the snowy NosMan mountains. 
Far from his beauteous land of dates, 

Her jasmine bowers and sunny fooniains ! 
Tel happier so thau if he trod 
His own beloved but blighted sod. 
Beneath a despot stranger's iknI ! — 
Oh ! he would rather houseless roam 

Where Freedom and his God may lead, 

TW P*nMB G«lf.— • To 4iv« tor p««fb ia dM Grrea 8m, ar 



■iaa CiJr..— Si» W. io«M 

* bUaJ* w iIm Guir. 

* Or Saliwih. th« («•«•■« ■•me of ib« bcaAuiJ at iIm tmtrmmt* 
t iW G«ir. caMMoaly c«U«l Cap* MaiMMoai. • TW iMtuias. «b*a 
kej pfeM dM preaioBiory. ihroa recaa-aaii. fnuU, or iawcrt iata 
k* aaa. l« Mcara a pra^tiont «oyag*.« — Maaia*. 

* la •faaliag of tb« rliawu ml fbirM, FB««csLia •aj*, ■ iIm 4«« 
I af MKk a para aaiare. Umi. if iba krif bicM tciaiiur abaaM b« r%- 
ataJ la it all a(|bi, it weali aot rtcatva tba laaM naM.* 

* Tba pla«a aliara ilia Pcruaa« mm fiaally ir(m*u4 by tba Arab*. 
mi tbatr aactaal aMaarcby dcttray^ 

* Dtrkemd.— Lm Tana apfcUaAt CMI* villa Drair Capi, Parta 
« Far; ra mm laa Cufim Pana 4«a aaaiaaa.»— D'HwMfcat. 



Than be the sleekest slave at home 

That crouches to the conqueror's creed ! 
Is Iran's pride then gone for ever, 
(.hiench'd with the flame in Mithra's caves T — 
No — she has sons that never — never^ 
Will stoop to be the Moslem's slaves. 
While Heaven has Kghc or earth has graves. 
Spirits of fire, that brood not long. 
But flash resentment back for wrrong ; 
And hearts where, slow bnt deep, thk seeds 
Of vengeance ripen into deeds, 
Till, in some treacherons hour of calm. 
They burst, like Zeilan's giant palm, ■ 
Whose buds fly open with a sound 
That shakes the pigmy forests round ! 

Tes, Emir! he, who scaled that lower, — 

And, had he reach'd thy slumbering breast. 
Had taught thee, in a Gheber's power 

How safe even tyrant heads may reac-^ 
Is one of many, brave as he, 
Who loathe thy haughty race and thee ; 
Who, though they know the strift is vain,— 
Who, though they know the riven chain 
Soaps but to enter in the heart 
Of him who rends its links apart, 
Yrt dare the issue, — blest to be 
Even for one bleeding moment free. 
And die in pangs of lil»erty ! 
Thou know'it them well — 't is some moons since 

Thy turban'd troops and blood-red flags, 
Thou satrap of a bigot prince ! 

Have swarm'd among these Green Sea crags; 
Yet here, even here, a sacred band, 
Ay, in the portal of tliat land 
Tliou, Arab, darest to call thy own. 
Their spears across thy path have thrown; 
Here — ere the winds half wing'd thee o'er— 
Rebellion braved thee from the shore. 

Rebellion ! foul, dishonouring word. 

Whose wrongful bli|*ht so oft has stain'd 
The holiest cause that tongue or sword 

Of moridl ever lost or gain'd. 
How many a spirit, bom to bless, 

Hath sunk beneath that withering name, 
Whom but a day's, an hour's success 

Had wafted to eternal fame! 
As exhalations, when tliey Inirst 
From the warm eartli, if chill'd at first, 
If check'd in soaring from the plain. 
Darken to fogs and sink again ; — 
But, if they once triumphant spread 
Their wings above the mountain-head, 
Become enthroned in upper air. 
And turn to sun-bright glories there! 

And wbo is he, that wields the might 
Of Freedom on the Green Sea brink, 



« Tb« T«lpal ar Talipot traa. • Tbit baaMtfal palai>lr«a. abicb 
gram ia tk« beart of ib« fatMlt, imj ba rla«M4 aaaag iba Urii««. 
traM. aad bacoaiaa Mill bif bar abaa am tba paiai af b«iatiaf farlb 
ffoM iu Irafj Mmmit. Tba tbaatb abtcb ikaa aavalapat ib« lavar i« 
vary Urgt. mmd, vbaa it bwM, ink— aa cftploMoa kba iba rapart m( 
a caaaaa.s— TaanMS. 
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Before whose sabre s duiUog liglit 

Tlie eyes of Yemen's warriors irink? 
Who comes embower'd io the spears 
Of Kermao's hardy mouotaioeersT — 
Those mouotaineers that truest, last. 

Cling to their country's ancient rites. 
As if that God, whose eyelids cast 

Their closing gleam on Iran's heights, 
Among her snowy mountains threw 
The last light of his worship too ! 

T is Ha fed — ^name of fear, whose sound 

Ciiills like the muttering of a charm; — 
Shout but that awful name around. 

And palsy shakes the manliest arm. 
T is Hafed, most accurst and dire 
(So rank'd by Moslem hate and ire) 
Of all the rebel Sons of Fire! 
Of whose malign, tremendous power. 
The Arabs, at their mid-watch hour, 
Such tales of fearful wonder tell. 
That each affrighted sentinel 
PuUs down his cowl upon his eyes. 
Lest Hafed in the midst should rise ! 
A man, they say, of monstrous birth, 
A mingled race of flame and earth, 
Sprung from tliose old enchanted kings, * 

Who in their fsiry helms, of yore, 
A fieather from the mystic wings 

Of the Simoorgh resistless wore ; 
And gifted by the Fiends of Fire, 
Who groan'd to see their shrinas expire. 
With charms that, all in vain withstood. 
Would drown the Koran's light in blood ! 

Such were the tales that won belief. 

And such the colouring Fancy gave 
To a young, warm, and dauntless Chief, — 

One who, no more than mortal brave, 
Fought for the land his soul adored. 

For happy homes, and altars free, — 
ITis only taU&man, the sword. 

His only spell-word. Liberty ! 
One of that ancient hero line, 
Along whose glorious current shine 
Names, that have sanctified their blood; 
As Lebanon's small mountain flood 
Is render'd holy by the ranks 
Of saluted cedars on its banks ! * 
'T was not for him to crouch the knee 
Tamely to Moslem tyranny ;-^ 
T was not for him, whose soul was cast 
In the bright mould of ages past, 
Whose melancholy spirit, fed 
With all the glories of the dead. 
Though framed for Iran's happiest years. 
Was l>om among her chains and teanl — 
T was not for him to swell the crowd 
Of slavish heads that shrinking bow'd 



1 Tahnar«t. aBtl otWr ■■cieni KiB|;t of Prnia ; wboae adveniaret 
in Fairy-Land aa»Bj tltc Pcritand l>i*e« nay be (omad in Rtca*a»- 
ios'i carieaa MiMrtativn. The grinSn Stmoorub, ibey aay, look aomc 
reaibrra fron hrr breast for Tabnoraa. with wbicb ha adorned bis 
btlmct, and tranamittrd tbem afterwards to his descendants. 

* Thit riTulet, says Da*»iiii, is called the Holy River, from the 
■ cedar-saiataa aaioB| vbidi it rises. 



Before the Moslem, as he pass'd. 

Like shrubs beneath the poison-bhwt — 

No — far he fled — indignant fled 

The pageant of his country's shame; 
While every tear her children shed 

Fell on his soul, like drops of flame; 
And, as a lover hails the dawn 

Of a first smile, so welcomed bo 
The sparkle of the first sword drawn 

For vengeance and for liberty ! 

But vain was valour — vain the flower 
Of Kerman, in that deathfol hoar, 
Against Al Hassan's whdming power.— 
lu vain they met him, helm to helm. 
Upon the threshold of that realm 
He came in bigot pomp to sway. 
And with their cprpMs block'd his way — 
In vain —for every lance they raised, 
ThousandU around the conqueror biased. 
For every arm that lined their shore. 
Myriads of slaves were wafted o'er, — 
A bloody, bold, and countless crowd, 
Before whose swarm as fast they bow'd« 
As dates beneath the locust-cloud! 

There stood — but one short league away 
From old Harmozia's sultry bay — 
A rocky mountain, o'er the sea 
Of Oman beetling awfully : 
A last and solitary link 

Of those stupendous chains that reach 
From the broad Caspian's reedy brink 

Down winding to the Green Sea beach. 
Around its base the bare rocks stood. 
Like naked giants, in the flood, 

As if to guard the gulf across ; 
While, on its peak, tliat braved the sky, 
A ruin'd temple tower'd, so high 

That oft the sleeping albatross * 
Struck the wild ruins with her wing. 
And from her cloud-rock'd slumbering 
Started — to find man's dwelling there 
In her own silent fields of air! 
Beneath, terrific caverns gave 
Dark welcome to each stormy wave 
That dash'd, like midnight revellers, in; — 
And such the strange mysterious din 
At times throughout those caverns roU'd, — 
And such the fearful wonders told 
Of restless sprites imprison'd there. 
That bold were Moslem, who would dare, 
At twilight hour, to steer his skiff 
Beneath the Gheber's lonely cliff. 

On the land side, those towers sublime, 
Tluit seem'd above the grasp of Time, 
Were sever'd from the haunts of men 
By a wide, deep, and wizard glen, 
So failiomless, so full of gloom, 

No eye could pierce the void between ; 
It seem'd a place where Gholes might come 
With their foul banquets from the tomb. 



* Tliesa birds sleep ia tht air. 
Cap* of Good Hope. 
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And ia its emttn» feed 
Like diiUm llmnder, from bdow, 

Tbe umad of many lOfTCocs came; 
Too deep for eye or ear to know 
If 'twere the ma's ioBpriaoo'd Bow, 

Or floods of ever-rettkeft flaoM. 
For each ravine, eaeb rocky tpire 
Of that vatt moMOlaio aCood oa fire;* 
And, thoBgh for ever past the dayi 
When God wan wonhipp'd in the bbw 
That from its lofty altar thooe, — 
Though fled the pricats, the votanm foae. 
Still did the mifhty flame bam on 
Through chance and change, thnmgh good and ill, 
Like its own God's eternal will. 
Deep, constant, bright, nnquenchahle! 

Thither the vaaquish'd Hafed led 
His little army's last remaioa ; — 

■ Welcome, tenifie glea!» he satd, 

« Thy gloom, that EhUs' self might dread. 

Is Heaven to him who flies from cliains !» 
O'er a dark narrow bridge-way, known 
To him and to Ids chiefs alone, 
They cross'd the chasm and gain'd the lowers; — 

■ This home,a he cried, at least is oars- 
Here we may bleed, nnmock'd by hymns 

Of Moelem triumph o'er oar head; 
Here we may foil, nor leave our limbs 

To quiver to the Moslem's tread. 
Siretch'd on this rock, while vultures* beaks 
Are whetted on our yet warm cheeks, 
Here,— happy that no tyrant's eye 
Gloats on oar torments — we may die !a 

T was night when to those towers they came. 

And gloomily the titful flame, 

That from the ruio'd altar broke. 

Glared on his features, as he spoke : — 

« T is o'er — wliat men could do, we 've done — 

If Iran will look tamely on. 

And see her priests, her warriors driven 

Before a sensual bigot's nod, 
A wretch, who takes his lusts to heaven. 

And makes a pander of his God ! 
If her proud soos, her high-born souU, 

Men, in whose veins — oh, last disgrace! 
The blood of Zal, and Rostam * rolls, — 

If they will court this upstart race. 
And turn from Miihra's ancient ray. 
To kneel at shrines of yesterday ! 
If they wiU crouch to Iran's foes, 

Why let them — till the land's despair 
Cries out to Heaven, and bondage grows 

Too vile for even the vile to bear! 
Till shame at last, long hidden, barn« 
Their inmost core, auid conscience turns 
Each coward tear the slave leu foil 
Back on his heart in drops of gall ! 
Bat kere, at least, are arms unchain'd. 
And sotds that thraldom never stain 'd ;— 

Thia i^t, at least, no foot of slave 

* TIm Cb«Wn fMMrally baik tbcur Maple* ever 
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Or satrap ever yet profoned ; 

And, though bat few — though fosi the wave 
Of life is ebbing from oar veins. 
Enough for vengeance stiU remaina. 
As panthers, after set of son, 
Rush foom the roots of Lebanon 
Across the dark sea-robber's way,* 
We 'II bound upon oar startled prey; — 
And when some hearts that proadeat swell 
Have felt our falchion's last foreweU — 
When Hope's eipiriog throb is o'er. 
And even Despair can prompt no more, 
Tbin spot shall be the sacred grave 
Of tlie last fow viho, vainly brave. 
Die for the land they cannot save!a 
His chiefft utood round ^^ach shining blade 
Upon the broken altar laid — 
And though so wild and desolate 
Those courts, where once the Highly sate ; 
Nor longer on those mouldering lowers 
Was seen the feast of fruits and flowers. 
With which of old the Magi fed 
The wandering spiriu of tlieir dead ;> 
Thougb neither priest nor rilea were there. 

Nor cham»ed leaf of pare pomegranate ;' 
Nor hymn, nor censer's fragrant air, 
• Nor symbol of tlieir worshipp'd phinet;4 
Yet the same God that beard their ftirrs 
Heard tkem ; while on that altar's fires 
Thry swore tlie latest, holiest deed 
Of the few hearu, still left to bleed. 
Should be, in Iran's injured name. 
To die upon that Mount of Flame — 
The Usi of all her patriot line. 
Before her last nntrampled shrine \ 

Brave anffering souls ! they little knew 
How many a tear their injuries drew 
From one meek maid, one gentle foe, 
Whom Love first tooch'd with others* woe — 
Whose life, as free from thought as sin, 
Slept like a lake, till Love threw in 
Ilis talisman, and woke the tide. 
And spread its trembling circles wide. 
Once, Emir! thy unheeding child, 
'Mid all this havoc, bloom'd and smiled,— 
Tranquil as on some battle-plain 

The Persian lily shines and lowers, 
Before (he combat's reddening slain 

Hath follen upon her golden flowers. 
Light-hearted maid, uoawed, unmoved. 
While Heaven but spared the sire she loved, 

I .*(•« II»mbl'« •rconMl of tb' paBibvn aiUrkiaf tnvslUn ia ib« 
■igbi OB lh« •«*'>«bore aboai tb« rfM»t* of L.«b«a*a. 

* • AaMtag olb«r t«r*moB>M, lb« Magi mmJ I* plar« apMi th« top* 
of bigh lowcn variuut kis^a of Hcb viaa^a, afaa «bick it «•• aup- 
p««(^ ib« Prria aa4 iba apirita of cbair departed h«ra«a rvfal#d tbca> 
a*lfr*.* — RicBtaatoa. 

* la iba rarraaonira of (be Rbebeta roenil ibeir Fire, aa dearnbe4 
bf Loaa. • iba l>ar«o,* be aaya. • giveib ibaa arater M driah, aad 
a paaaegraaaic Iraf la chew ia iba aMaib. lo claaaaa cbcai froai iavard 
Ma<Uaiinraa.* 

* • \.ttt\^ ia ike morning, tbey (ibe Panaaa or Gbabera at Oulaai) 
go ia cruad* to pay tbcir deaolioaa lo tba San, to iihoB apoa all 
tba alura iberc aie apborra coaaacrated, auda by auftc, (vaaaiUiag 
ibe cirrlea of ib« aaa, aad wbaa tba aaa riaea, tbeaa orba aeeM to ba 
iaftaaiad. and to tarn round aiib a great aetac. Tbcy bare every one 
a ceaaor ia tlwir baada, aad anWr iaccaaa to ibe aaa.*— .lt*tBt Bas- 
i*aii. 
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Once at thy evening tales of blood 
Uolistening and aloof she stood — 
And oft, when thou hast paced along 

Thy Ilaram halls with furious heat, 
Hast thou not cursed her cheerful song. 

That came across thee calm and sweet, 
Like lutes of angels, toucb'd so near 
llell's confines, that the damn'd can hear? 
Far other feelings Love hath brought — 

Her soul all flame, her brow all sadness, 
She now has but the one dear thought. 

And thinks tliat o'er, almost to madness! 
Oft do^th her sinking heart recal 
His words — « for my sake weep for all ;» 
And bitterly, as day on day 

Of rebel carnage fast succeeds. 
She weeps a lover snatch'd away 

In every Gheber wretch that bleeds. 
There 's not a sabre meets her eve. 

But with his life-blood seems to swim ; 
There 's not an arrow wings the sky. 

But Ibncy turns its point to him. 
No more she brings with footstep light 
Al Hassans fsilchion for the fight; 
And, had he look'd with clearer sight — 
Had not the mists, that ever rise 
From a foul spirit, dimm'd his eyes, — 
He would have mark'd her shuddering frame. 
When from the field of blood he came. 
The faltering speech — the look estranged — 
Voice, step, and life, and beauty changed — 
He would Imve mark'd all this, and known 
Such change is wrought by Love alone! 
Ah ! not the love, that should have bless'd 
So young, so innocent a breast ; 
Not the pure, opeo, prosperous love, 
That, pledged on earth and seal'd above, 
Grows in the world's approving eyes. 

In friendship's smile and home's caress, 
Collecting all the heart's sweet tics 

Into one knot of happiness ! 
No, Hinda, no — thy fatal flame 
Is nursed in silence, sorrow, shame. — 

A passion, without hope or pleasure. 
In thy soul's darkness buried deep, 

It lies, like some ill-gotten treasure, — 
Some idol, without shrine or name. 
O'er which its pale-eyed votaries keep 
Unholy watch, while others sleep! 

Seven nights have darken'd Oman's Sea, 

Since last, beneatli the moonlight ray, 
She saw his light oar rapidly 

Hurry her Gheber's bark away, — 
And still she goes, at midnight hour, 
To weep alone in tliat high bower. 
And watch, and look along the deep 
For him whose smiles first made her weep,— 
But watching, weeping, all was vain. 
She never saw his bark again. 
The owlet's solitary cry, 
The night-hawk, flitting darkly by. 

And oft the hateful carrion-bird, 
Heavily flapping his clogg'd wing, 
Which reek'd with that day's banqueting — 

Was all she saw, was all she heard. 



'T is the eighth mom — Al Hassan's brow 

Is brighten'd with unusual joy — 
What mighty mischief glads him now, 

Who never smiles but to destroy 7 
The sparkle upon Heriiend's Sea, 
When tost at midnight furiously,* 
Tells not of wreck and ruin nigh. 
More surely than that smiling eye! 
« Up, daughter, up — the Kema's* broaih 
Has blown a blast would waken death. 
And yet thou sleep'st — up, child, and sea 
This blessed day for Heaven and me, 
A day more rich in Pagan blood 
Than ever flash'd o'er Oman's flood. 
Before another dawn shall shine, 
His head — heart — limbs — will all be mine; 
This very night his blood shall steep 
These hands all over e'er I sleep !» — 
M His blood !» she faintly scream'd— ^ber mind 
Still singling one froxsL all mankind — 
« Yes — spite of his ravines and towers, 
Hafed, my child, this night is ours. 
Thanks to all-conquering treachery. 

Without whose aid the links accarst. 
That bind these impious slaves, would b« 

Too strong for Alla's self to burst ! 
That rebel fiend, whose blade has spread 
My path with piles of Moslem dead. 
Whose baffling spells had almost driven 
Back from their course the Swords of Heaven, 
This night, with all his band, shall know 
How deep an Arab's steel can go, 
When God and vengeance speed the blow. 
And — Prophet ! — by that holy vrreath 
Thou worest on Ohod's field of death,' 
I swear, for every sob that parts 
In anguish from these heathen hearts,' 
A gem from Persia's plunder'd mines 
Shall glitter on thy Shrine of Shrines. 
But ha ! — she sinks — that look so wild — 
Those livid lips — my child, my child, 
This life of blood befits not thee, 
And thou must back to Araby, 

Ne'er had 1 risk'd thy timid sex 
In scenes that man himself might dread, 
Had I not hoped our every tread 

Would be on prostrate Persian necks — 
Curst race, they offer swords instead ! 
But cheer thee, maid — the wind that now 
Is blowing o'er thy feverish brow. 
To-day shall waft thee from the shore ; 
And, ere a drop of this night's gore 
Have time to chill in yonder towers. 
Thou 'It see thy own sweet Arab bowers !» 
His bloody boast was all too true — 
There lurk'd one wretch among the few 
Whom Hafed's eagle eye could count 
Around him on that Fiery Mount — 



1 • It Uobterred, viib rctprrt to the S«a ofHerkead. tlMtiAaa ii 
it lotted by leinp««tooiu viod* it tparklct like fir«.»— W wrft *f 
two Mokmmmudmni. 

* A kind of trumpet t— it ■ wa« that mcd by T«M«rUa«, tbc MMid 
of wbicb it dc«-ribed at nocommonly dreadful, and ae load •• i* fce 
beard at tbc dituace ofteteral miles. ■^RtciAavto*. 

* • Mohammed bad two belmeti, ao inurior and CKterior e»« ; ih* 
latter of wbicb, called Al Mawaahab, tbc fillet, wrcach. or 
garUsd, be wore at ibc battle of Ohod.*— f^NtverMl Mut»ry. 
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One miscreuit, who lor gold betny'd 

Tlie p«ih-w«y Uiroucb the valley's ihade 

To clKMe hi^ towera vbert Freedom stood 

Id ber last hold of flaiBe and blood. 

Left on the field but dreadful night. 

When, sallyittf from their Sacred Height, 

Tbe Gheben foaght Hope's fiuvwell tight. 

Be lay — bat died not with the brave; 

That sun, which should have gilt his grave, 

Saw hiflB a traitor and a slave ;— 

And, while the few, who thence retam'd 

To their high rocky fortress, moura'd 

For trim among the matchless dead 

They left behind on Glory's bed. 

He lived, and, in the fmct of mom, 

Laugh'd them and Faith and Uaaven to soom ! 

Oh Ibr a tongue to curse the slave. 

Whose treason, like a deadly blight. 
Comes o'er the councils of the brave. 

And blasts them in their hoar of might ! 
Blay Life's unblessed cup for him 
Be dmgg'd with treacheries to the brim, — 
With hopes that but allure to fly,— 

With joys that vanish while he sips. 
Like Dead-^Sea fruits, that tempt the eye, 

But turn to ashes on the lips ! 
His country's curse, hb children's shame. 
Outcast of virtue, peace, and fame. 
May he, at last, with lips of flame 
On the parch'd desert thirsting die, — 
While lakes that shone in mockery nigh 
Are fading off, untouch'd, uolasted, 
Like the once-glorious hopes he blasted ! 
And, when from earth his spirit flies. 

Just Prophet, let the damn'd-one dwell 
Full in the sight of Paradise, 

Beholdiog Heaven, and feeling Hell ! 



Lalla Boon had had a dream the night before, 
rliich, in spite of the impending fste of poor Hafed, 
nade her heart more than usually cheerful during the 
aomiog, and gave her cheeks all the freshened anima- 
ion of a flower that the Bidmusk has just passed over. 
»he fancied that she was sailing on that Eastern Ocean, 
rhere the sea-|>ipseys, who live for ever on the water, 
njoy a perpetual summer in wandering from ide to 
sle, when she saw a small gilded bark approaching 
ler. It was like one of those boats which the Maldi- 
rian islanders annually send adrif^ at the mercy of 
winds and waves, loaded witlt perfumes, flowers, and 
»doriferous wood, as an offering to the Spirit whom 
hey call King of the Sea. At first this little bark ap- 
>eared to be empty, but on coming nearer 

She had proceeded thuA fsr in relating the dream to 
ler ladies, when Feramorz appeared at the door of the 
Mvilioo. In his preseoce, of course, every thing else 
ras forgotten, aud the continuance of the story was in- 
tttntly requested by all. Fresh wood of aloes was set 
o bum in the cassolets ; the violet sherbets were has- 
ily handed round, and, afier a short prelude on his 
ate, in the pathetic measure of Neva, which is always 
ised to express the lamentations of absent lovers, the 
jioet ihoa continued : — 



Tat «lay is lowering — stilly black 
Sleeps tbe grim wave, while Heaven's rack. 
Dispersed and wild, 'twixt earth and sky 
Hangs Uke a shatter'd canopy ! 
There's not a cloud in that blue plain 

But tells of storm to come or past ; — 
Here, flying loosely as the mane 

Of a young war^rse in the blast; 
There, roll'd in masses dark and swelling. 
As proud to be the thunder's dwelling ! 
While some, already burst and riven. 
Seem melting down the verge of heaven ; 
As though the infaoi storm had rent 

The mighty womb that gave him birth, 
And, having swept the firmament. 

Was now in fierce career for eartli. 
On earth 't was yet all calm around, 
A pulseless silence, dread, profound. 
More awful than the tempest's sound. 
The diver steer'd for Onnus' bowers. 
And moor'd his skiff till calmer hours; 
The sea-birds, vrith portentous screech. 
Flew fast to land ; — upon the beach 
The pilot oft had paused, with glance 
Tura'd upward to that wild expanse; 
And all was boding, drear and dark 
As her own soul, when Uinda's bark 

Went slowly from the Persian shore — 

Mo music timed her parting oar,* 
Nor friends upon the lessening strand 
Lioger'd, to wave the unseen hand. 

Or speak the farewell, beard no more ; — 
But lone, unheeded, from the bay 
The vessel takes its mournful way. 
Like some iU-destioed bark that steers 
In silence through the Gate of Tears.' 
And where was stem Al Hassan then? 
Gould not that saintly scourge of men 
From bloodshed and devotion spare 
One minute for a farewell there? 
No— close within, in changeful fits 
Of cursing and of prayer, he sits 
In savage loneliness to brood 
Upon the coming night of blood, 

Witlt that keen, second-scent of death, 
By which the vulture snuffs his food 

In the still warm and living breath ! ^ 
While o'er the wave his weeping daughter 
Is wafted from these scenes of slaughter, — 
As a young bird of Babylon,^ 
Let loose to tell of victory woo. 
Flies home, with wing, ali ! not unstain'd 
By the red hands that held her chain'd. 

> Tb«E«M«ra« ati f mc oai oa tlMir loagcr *«yafc« vitli muMr 



■ • T1>t C«i« of Tmn, tb« siraiu or p«tMf« ial* Ui« Rr^ Sea. 
coouioaly nllri B*h*lnuwd*l, It tcc«i*e4 ikU ••»• from ikr eld 
Arabiaa*. oa atroaai of lb* dcBQcr of lb* ■•nf«ii«a, »mA ibt ■«»- 
b«r ot tbipwrMk* by «bicb ic vat di«iiiifai«hed ; «birb iadarvd them 
to contider a« ifmi. and to ««or Moamiag for, all «b« bad lb« bold- 
■eM to bAxard ib« paaaaf r tbrougb it iaio ibr Ethtopic Ocvaa.*— Rtca- 
*a»Ma. 

* • I Imv« b«#« told tbal wbrn«o«r»r an aaiaMl falU dowa dead, 
••« or mora vakarM, nii»««a bcfort, iaataMly appoar. •—?■•>«•?. 

* • TWy faal«« aoBio writiaf to tbo «t«f • of a lifdat or Babyl*- 
■«•■ pig«*«. •—?>«««/« •/ctrtmut Emfluhmen. 
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Aud does the long-left home ihe seeks 

Light up no gUdoess on her cheeks! 

Tlic flower* the nursed — the well-known groves, 

Where oft in dreams her spirit roves — 

Once more to see her dear gazelles 

Come bounding with their silver bells; 

Her birds' new plumage to behold, 

And the gay, gleaming fishes count, 
She left, all filleted with gold, 

Shooting around their jasper fount. — * 
ller little garden mosque to see. 

And once again, at evening hour. 
To tell her ruby rosary 

In her own sweet acacia bower. — 
Can these deUghts, that wait her now, 
Cnll up no sunshine on her brow? 
No — silent, from her train apart, — 
As if even now she felt at heart 
The chill of her approaching doom, — 
She sits, all lovely in her gloom, 
As a pale Angel of the Grave ; 
And o'er the wide, tempestuous wave. 
Looks, with a shudder, to those towers. 
Where, in a few short awful hours. 
Blood, blood, in steaming tides shall run, 
Foul incense for to-morrow's sun ! 
M Where art thou, glorious stranger I thou, 
So loved, so lost, where art thou now 7 
Foe — Gheber — infidel — whate'er 
The unhallow'd name thou 'rt doom'd to bear, 
Still glorious-— still to this fond heart 
Dear as its blood, whate'er thou art! 
Yes— Alia, dreadful Alia! yes— 
If there be wrong, be crime in this, 
Let the black waves, that round us roll. 
Whelm me this instant, ere my soul. 
Forgetting faith,— 'home, — father^ — all — 
Before its earthly idol fall, 
Nor worship even Thyself above him. — 
For oh ! so wildly do I love him, 
Thy Paradise itself were dim 
And joyless, if not shared with him !» 

Her hands were clasp'd — her eyes uptum'd. 

Dropping their tears Uke moonlight rain ; 
And, though her Up, fond raver ! bum'd 

With words of passion, bold, profane. 
Yet was there light around her brow, 

A holiness in those dark eyes. 
Which show'd — though wandering earthward 
now, — 

ller spirit's home was in the skies. 
Yes — for a spirit, pure as hers, 
Is always pure, even while it errs; * 
As sunshine, broken in the rill. 
Though tum'd astray, b sunshine still ! 

So wholly had her mind forgot 
All thoughts but one, she heeded not 
The rising storm — the wave that cast 
A moment's midnight, as it pass'd — 



* • Thv EaprtM of J«b«a-Cuir« ntad t« divert iMntlf with feeding 
taae 6th ia brr cauU, tone of vbicfa were many yean afierirardt 
known by filUu of (old, vhicb tbc canted to be put round tbcm.* — 
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Nor heard tlie frequent shout, the tread 
Of gathering tumult o'er her head— 
Cla&h'd swords, and tongues that seem'd to ¥ie 
With tlie rude riot of tlie sky. — 
Rut hark ! — that war-whoop on the deck — 
That crash, as if each engine there, 
Mast, sails, and all, were gone to wreck, 
'Mid yells and stampings of despair! 

Merciful Heaven! what can it be? 

T is not the storm, though fearfully 

The ship has shudder d as she rode 

O'er mountain waves — « Forgive me, God! 

Forgive meit — shriek'd the maid, and knelt. 

Trembling all over, — for she felt 

As if her judgment-hour was near ; 

While crouching round, half dead with fear. 

Her handmaids clung, nor breathed, oor stirr'd- 

When, hark ! — a second crash—- a third— 

And now, as if a bolt of thunder 

Had riven the labouring planks asunder. 

The deck falls in — what horrors then ! 

Bloo<l, waves, and tackle, swords and men 

Come mix'd together through the chasm ;— 

Some wretches in their dying spasm 

Still fighting on — and some that call 

M For God and Iran !» as they fall! 

Whose was the hand that tum'd away 

The peril.s of tlie infuriate firay, 

And suatch'd her breatldcss from beneath 

This wilderment of wreck and death t 

She knew not — for a faintness came 

Chill o'er her, and her sinking frame 

Amid the ruins of that hour 

Lay, like a pale and scorched flower. 

Beneath the red volcano's shower ! 

But oh ! the ughts and sounds of dread 

That shock'd her, ere her senses fled ! 

The yawning deck — the crowd that strove 

Upon the tottering planks above — 

The sail, whose fragments, shivering o'er 

The strugglers' heads, all dash'd witli gore, 

Flutter'd like bloody flags — the clash 

Of sabres, and the lightning's flash 

Upon their blades, high toss'd about 

Like meteor brands' — as if throughout 

The elements one fury ran. 
One general rage, that left a doubt 

Which was the fiercer, Heaven or Man ! 



Once too — but tio — it could not 

'T was fancy all — yet once she thought. 
While yet her fading eyes could see. 

High on the ruin'd deck she caught 
A glimpse of that unearthly form. 

That glory of her soul,-reven then. 
Amid the whirl of wreck and storm. 

Shining above his fellow-men, 
As, on some black and troubloiu night, 
The Star of Egypt,' whose proud light 
Never hath beam'd on those who rest 
In the White Islands of the West,' 

* The meteor* that Ptrav caHa • faeea.* 
' • The brilliaat Canopus. unaecn in Enropnaa dlaman.*. 

* See Wiiroaa'a learned Kttmxt »n |A« Sm€rtd tttes ra |A* WdL 
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BoriM throfigli tht ttonn with looks of flunc 
That pat Heaven's eloadaar ey«t to tlmaM? 
Rot no— 't W9S hot the mianlt't dicoii— 
A (uituy— «nd era the tcratip 
Had half-vay pau'd her pallid Itpi, 
A deatb-Jike nrooo, a chill ed^Mie 
Of •ool and senM its dark nan aproad 
Aroond her, and the miikj aa daad ! 



T 



How calm, how beamifiil eoBMt on 
The alilly hoar, vhen ftonoa aro fooe ; 
When varriaf winds have died away. 
And dottdik heaaath the glandof raj. 
Melt off, and leave the lands and saa 
Sleeping in bright tranquillity,— 
Fresh as if Day again were horn. 
Again upon the lap 9f Mom ! 
When the lif^t hlosaonw, rudely torn 
And seatter'd at the whirlwind's wiU, 
Hang floating in the pura air stiU, 
Filling it all with prscioos balm, 
In gratitude for this sweet calm;— 
And every drop the thunder-showers 
Have left upon the grass and flowers 
Sparkles, as *t wera that lightning-gem' 
Whose liquid flame is bom of them ! 

When, 'stead of ona unchanging breese. 
There blow a thousand gentle airs. 
And each a diffcrent perfoma bears,— 

As if tba loveliest planu and trees 
Had vassal breetes of their own 
To watch and wait oo them alone. 
And waft no other breath than thcin ! 
When the hkie waters rise and fsU, 
In sleepy sopshine mantling all; 
And even that swell the tempest leaves 
Is like the full and silent heaves 
Of lovers' hearts, when newly bleat. 
Too newly to be quiie at rest ! 

Such was the gokieo hour that broke 
Upon the world when Uioda woke 
From her long trance, and heard around 
No motion but tlie water's sound 
RippKng against the vessel's side, 
As slow it mounted o'er the tide.— 
But where is she !-^bcr eyes are dark. 
An wilder'd still — is this the bark. 
The same, that from liarmosia's hay 
Bore her at mora — whose bloody way 
The sea-dog track'd ?— ^no^strange and new 
Is all that meets her wondering view. 
Upon a galliot's deck she lica, 

Beneath oo rich pav'ilioo's shada, 
IVo plumes to fan her sleeping eyas. 

If or jasmine on her pillow laid. 
But the rude litter, roiighly spread 
With war-cloaks, is her homely bad. 
And shawl and sash, on javelins hnng, 
For awning o'er her bead ara flung. 

* A frtcwva M*«c mt Ui* lB4i««, calM Wj lb* •■«i#iit« Ctnmnium, 
kccasM it vac Mpp«««J tm h* t—md ia plarrt wlMr* ilnia^vr bai 
I. TntviMfts Mp k hat • gliutif a p p— wet. m if ihcra 
hmi Was far ia in aaj iIm aaikaa af ih« IHftfrtmthm ia !!«»»»'■ 
Wtymgti lappa H I it la ba ilia npal. 
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Shuddering she look'd aaonnd— there lay 

A group of warriors in the ana 
Resting their Uasba, aa for thai day 

Their ministry of death ware dona. 
Some gating on the drowsy saa. 
Lost ia uneooscioas reverie ; 
And some, who seem'd hat ifl to brook 
That sluggish calm, with nsaay a look 
To the slack sail impatieac cast. 
As loose it flagg'd aroaad th« maat 

Blest Alia! who shall saw bar aowl 

There's not in all that warrior-baad 
One Amb sword, one larbaa'd brow 

From her own Vaithfol Moslem laad. 
Their garb— the leathern belt* that wraps 

Each yellow vast' — that rabei 
The Tartar fleece upon their ea| 

Yes— ysa her fiears ara all too true. 
And Beavaa hath, in this dreadful hour, 
Abandoo'd her to Hafed's power;— 
Hafed, the Gheber!— at the thought 
' Her very heart's blood chills within ; 
He. whom her soul was boarly taught 

To loathe, as soma foul fiead of sin. 
Soma mlunter, whom Hell bad seat 
To spread ito blast, whera'cr ha went. 
And fling, as o'er oar earth he trod, 
His shadow betwixt nun aad GodI 
And sha is now his captive,— thrown 
In hb fierce hands, alive, alone ; 
His the infuriate band she sees, 
All infidels— «11 enemies 1 
Wltat vras the daring hope that then 
Gross'd her like lightning, as again. 
With boldness that despair had lent, 

She darted through that armad crowd 
A look so searching, so intent, 

That even the sternest warrior bow'd 
Abash'd, when he her glances caught. 
As if ha guess'd whose form they sought. 
But no-Hshe sees him not— 't Is goaa,— 
The vision, that before her shone 
Through all the mass of blood and storm, 
Is fled — 't was but a phantom form — 
One of those passing rainbow dreams. 
Half light, half shade, which Fancy's beams 
Paint on the fleeting misu that roll 
In trance or slumber round the soal! 

But now the bark, with livelier bound. 
Scales tba blue wave — the crew 's in OMtion- 

The oars ara out, and with light soond 
Braak the bright mirror of the oaeaa. 

Scattering its brilliant fragments round. 

And now she sees— with horror seas 
Their course is toward that moontaia hold, — 

Those towers that make her life-blaod fraeaa. 

Where Mecca's godless enemies 
Lie, like beleaguered scorpioas, rolTd 
In their last deadly vanomoas fold! 

• l>'ilMitLat, Jrt. Jfdmmmi. 

• • TIm Gaabrta are kaava by a 4aHi ytUaw raleur, «bkb tba aiea 
afTait la tbair rietbaa.* — Taavaaet. 

• • Tba Kelab, w tap. aaaa by iba Pare'aat, 
•t iba ibaap mt Tkriary.*— Wtuaa. 
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Amid the illumined land and flood. 

Sunless that mighty mountain stood ; 

Save where, above its awful head. 

There shone a flaming cloud, blood-red, 

As 'l were the flag of destiny 

Hung out to mark where death would be! 

Had her bewilder d mind the power 

Of thought in thb terrific hour, 

She well might marvel where or how 

Man's foot could scale that mountain's brow ; 

Since ne'er had Arab heard or known 

Of path but through the glen alone. — 

But every thought was lost in fear, 

When, as their bounding bark drew near 

The craggy base, she felt the waves 

Hurry them toward those dismal caves 

That from the deep in windings pass 

Beneath that mount's volcanic mass— 

And loud a voice on deck commands 

To lower the mast and light the brands! — 

Instantly o'er the dashing tide 

Within a cavern's mouth thej^ glide. 

Gloomy as that eternal porch, . 

Through which departed spirits go ; — 
Not even tlie flare of brand and torch 

Its flickering light could further throw 

Than the thick flood that boil'd below. 
Silent they floated — as if each 
Sat breathless, and too awed for speeoh 
In that dark chasm, where even sound 
Seem'd dark, — so sullenly around - 
The goblin echoes of the cave 
Mutler'd it o'er the long black wave. 
As 't were some secret of the grave! 
But soft — they pause — the current turns 

Beneath them from its onward track;—- 
Some mighty, unseen barrier spurns 

The vexed tide, all foaming, back, 
And scarce the oar's redoubled force 
Can stem the eddy's whirling course ; 
When, hark ! — some desperate foot has sprung 
Among the rocks — the chain is flung — 
The oars are up— the grapple clings, 
And the toss'd bark in moorings swings. 

Just then, a day-beam through the shade 
Broke tremulous — but, ere the maid 
Can see from whence the brightness steals, 
Upon her brow she shuddering feels 
A viewless hand, that promptly ties 
A bandage round her burning eyes ; 
While the rude Utter where she lies, 
Uplifted by the warrior throng. 
O'er the steep rocks U borne along. 

Blest power of sunshine ! genial day. 
What balm, what life is in thy ray! 
To feel thee is such real bliss, 
That had the worid no joy but this. 
To sit in sunshine calm and sweet, — 
It were a world too- exquisite 
For man to leave it for the gloom, 
The deep cold shadow of the tomb! 
Even Hinda, though site saw not where 
Or whither wound the perilous road, 



Yet knew by that awakening air. 

Which suddenly around her glow'd. 
That they had risen from darkness then. 
And breathed the sunny world again! 

But soon this balmy freshness fled — 

For now the steepy labyrinth led 

Through damp and gloom — 'mid crash of boogfas; 

And fall of loosen'd crags that rouse 

The leopard from his hungry sleep, 

Who, starting, thinks each crag a prey. 
And long is heard from steep to steep. 

Chasing tliem down their tliundering way ! 
The jackal's cry — the distant moan 
Of the hysna, fierce and lone; — 
And that eternal, saddening sound 

Of torrents in the glen beneath. 
As 't were the ever-dark Profound 

That rolls beneath the Bridge of Death! 
All, all is fearful — even to see. 

To gaze on tliose terrific things 
She now but blindly hears, would be 

Belief to her imaginings! 
Since never yet was shape so dread. 

But Fancy, thus in darkness thrown. 
And by such sounds of horror fied, 

Could frame more dreadful of her own. 

But does she dream ? has fear a^in 

Perplex'd the workings of her brain. 

Or did a voice, all music, then 

Come from the gloom, low whispering near — 

M Tremble not, love, thy Gheber 's here!* 

She does not dream — all sense, all ear, 

She drinks the words, « Thy Gheber 'a here.» 

T was his own voice— she could not err — 

Throughout the breathing world's extent 
There was but one such voice for her. 

So kind, so soft, so eloquent! 
Oh ! sooner shall the rose of May 

Mistake her own sweet nightingale. 
And to some meaner minstrel's lay 

Open her bosom's glowing veil,* 
Thau Love shall ever doubt a tone, 
A breath of the beloved one ! 
Though blest, 'mid all her ills, to think 

She has that one beloved near. 
Whose smile, though met on ruin's brink. 

Hath power to make even ruin denr, — 
Yet soon this gleam of rapture, crosa'd 
By fears for him, is chill'd and lost. ' 
How shall the ruthless Hafod brook 
That one of Gheber blood should look. 
With aught but curses in his eye, 
On her — a maid of Araby — 
A Moslem maid — the child of him, 

Whose bloody banner's dire succeta 
Hath left their altars cold and dim. 

And their foir land a wilderneas ! 
And, worse than all, that ni^t of blood 

Which comes so hst — oh ! who shall suy 

* A frequcat iaMge anaoag the orieAUl po«ta. • Tk« ■i^tiafiW* 
warUcdl ilMir cacbantiof aetn, and reat dii tkaa veUa mt the raw- 
bud aad die roM.'^JAHi. 
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The iword. Out once hath tasted food 
Of Penuao hearts, or turn iu vay? 
What arm shall then the nctim cover. 
Or from her father shield her lover* 

« Save htm, my God!* she inly cries— 
■ Save him this night — and if thine eyes 

Have ever welcomed with delight 
The sinner's tears, the sacrifice 

Of sinner's hearts — guard him this night, 
And here, before thy throne, I swear 
From my heart's inmost core to tear 

Love, hope, remembrance, though they be 
Link'd with each quivering lifr-string there. 

And give it bleeding all to thee! 
Let him but live, the burning tear. 
The sighs, so sinful yet so dear, 
Which have been all too much hit own. 
Shall from this hour be Heaven's alone. 
Youth paas'd in penitence, and age 
In long and painful pilgrimage. 
Shall leave no traces of the flame 
That wastes me now — nor shall his name 
E'er bless my lips, but when I pray 
For his dear spirit, that away 
Casting from its angelic ray 
The eclipse of earth, he too may shine 
Bedeem'd, all glorious and all thine! 
Tliink — think what victory to win 
One radiant soul like his from sin ; — 
One wandering star of virtue back 
To its own native, heaven-ward track ! 
Let him but live, and botlt are thine. 
Together thine — for, blest or crost. 
Living or dead, his doom is mine. 
And if he perish, boiii are lost ! — 



Tbi next evening Lalla Rookh was entreated by her 
adies to continue ihe relation of her wonderful dream ; 
»ut the frarful interest that hung round the hie of 
iinda and her lover had completely removed every 
race of it from her mind ; — much to the disappoioi- 
nent of a fair seer or two in her train, who prided them- 
dveson their skill in interpreting visions, and who had 
Jready remarkni, as an unlucky omen, that the Pria« 
ess on the very morning after her dream, had worn 
I silk dyed with the blossoms of the sorrowful tree, 
(ilica. 

Fadladeen, whose wrath had more than onca broken 
mt during the recital of some parts of this most hete- 
odox poem, seemed at length to have made up his 
niud to the infliction ; and took his seat for the even- 
Dg vrith all the patience of a martyr, while the poet 
ontinued his profane and seditious story thus: 

To tearless eyes and hearts at ease 
The leafy shores and sun-bright seas. 
That hiy beneath that mountain's height, 
Had been a fair, enchanting sight. 
T was one of those ambrosial eves 
A day of storm so often leaves 
At its calm setting — when the West 
Opens her golden bowers of rest. 
And a moist radiance from the skie« 
Shoots trembling down, as horn the eyes 



Of some meek penitent, whose last 
Bright hours atone for dark onca past, 
And whose sweet tears, o'er wrong forgiven, 
Shine, as they foil, with light from heaven ! 

T was stillneaa all — the winds that late 

Had rush'd through Eerman's almond groves, 
And shaken from her bowers of date 

That cooling ftast the traveller lovea^* 
Now, lull'd to languor, scarcely curl 

The Green Sea wave, whose vralers gleam 
Limpid, as if her mines of peari 

Were melted all to form the stream. 
And her foir islets, small and bright. 

With their green shores reflected there. 
Look like those Peri isles of light 

Tliat hang by spell-work in the air. 

Dut vainly did those glories burst 

Ota Hinda's danled eye, when first 

The bandage from her brow was taken. 

And pale and awed as those who waken 

In their dark tombs — when, scowling near, 

The Searchers of the Grave* appear,— 

She shuddering turn'd to read her fota 

In the fierce eyes that flash'd around; 
And saw those towers all desolate, 

Tlial o'er her head terrific frowa'd. 
As if defying even the smile 
Of that soft heaven to gild their pile. 
In vain, with mingled hope and fear. 
She looks for him whose voice so dear 
Had come, like music, to her ear — 
Strange, mocking dream ! again 't is fled. 
And oh! the shoots, the pan^ of dread 
That through her inmost bosom run. 

When voices from without proclaim 
w llafied, the Chief m — and, one by one, 

Tlte warriors shout that fearful name! 
He comes — the rock resounds his tread — 
How shall she dare to lift her head. 
Or meet those eyes, whose scorching glare 
Mot Yemen s boldest sons can bear ? 
In whose red l>eam, the Moslem tells. 
Such rank and deadly lustre dwells. 
As in those hellish fires that light 
Tlie mandrake's chamel leaves at night 1^ 
How sluill she bear that voice's tone. 
At whose loud battle-cry alone 
Whole squadrons oft in panic ran, 
Scatter d, like some vast caravan. 
When, stretch'd at evening round the well. 
They hear the thirsting tiger's yell? 

Breathless she sunds, with eyes cast down. 
Shrinking beneath the fiery frown. 
Which, foncy tells her, from that brow 
Is flashing o'er her fiercely now! 



* • In part* at ILermmm, wUlrrw itttt arc ilMlica (nm iIm inr** 
by tk« wind ib#y da aol U>arb, bat Imw tktm tt iboM «bo baf« 
■olany, or fnr traTrlUrm.*— Faa Haouv* 

• Tb* two l*mbl« a«grl«. Moakir aad Wakir; mWo arc calUJ • lb« 
Searrb«r« of lb* Gnft. \m lb« • Ctnd •flitf •ribodot Mab«M*Una,> 
givrn by Ockliv. toI. li. 

1 . Tb« Arabian* call ibc MaWrakc • Um i>»«ira raadle.' «n ar- 
coani of it* •hining appcaraaca in Um aiiki.*— ■*<»*»••■. 
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And shuddertog, as she hean the treUd 
Of hb redring warrior band. — 

Never was pause so full of dread ; 
Till Hafed with a trtmbliuQ hand 

Took hers, and, leaning o'er ber, said, 
« Hinda !»— that word was all he spoke, 
And t was enou^— the shriek that broke 

From her full boaooi toU the reet-— 
Panting with teiror, joy, sarprise^ 
The maid but lifts her wondering eyes 

To hide them on her Gheber's breast! 
T is he, 't is be—the man of bloody 
The fellest of the fire-fiend's brood, 
Hafed, the demon of the fights 
Whose ¥oice unnerves, whose glances blight, — 
Is her own loved Gheber, tnfld 
And glorious as when firit be smiled 
In her lone tower, and left such beams 
Of hu pure eye to light her dlreams. 
That she bdUeved her bower had given 
Rest to some wauderer from Heaven ! 

Moments there are, and this was one, 
Snatdi'd like a minute's gleam of sun 
Amid the black siuioom's eclipse — 

Or like those verdant spots that bloom 
Around the craters burning lips. 

Sweetening the very edge of doom! 
The past — the future — all that Fate 
Can bring of dark or desperate 
Around such hours, but makes them cast 
Intenser radiauce while they last ! 

Even he, thu youth-^though dimm'd and gone 

BlU:h star of hope that cheer d-liim on— 

Hu glories lost — his cause betray'd — 

Iran, his dear-loved country, made 

A land of carcases and slaves. 

One dreary waste of chains and graves! — 

Himself but lingering, dead at heart, 

To see the last, long-struggling breath 
Of Liberty's great soul depart, 

Then lay him down, and share her death- 
Even he, lo sunk in wretchedness. 

With doom still darker gathering o'er him, 
Tet in this moment's pure caress. 

In the mild eyes that shone before him. 
Beaming that blest assurance, wortli 
All other transports known on earth, 
That he was loved — well, warmly loved — 
Ob ! in this precious hour he proved 
How deep, how thorough-frit the glow 
Of rapture, kindling out of woe; — 
How exquisite one single drop 
Of bliss, thus sparkling to the top 
Of misery's cup — how keenly quafPd, 
Though death must follow on the draught ! 

She too, while gazing on those eyes 

That sink into her soul so deep, 
Forgeto all fears, all miseries, 

Or feels them like the wretch in sleep, 
Whom Fancy cheats into a smile, 
Who dreams of joy, and sobs the while ! 
The mighty ruins where they stood. 

Upon the mount's high, rocky verge, 



Lay open towards the ocean flood. 

Where lightly o'er the illumined surge 
Many a fair bark that all the day. 
Had lurk'd in sheltering creek or bay. 
Now bounded on and gave their sails, 
Tet dripping, to the evening gales; 
Like ea^es, when the storm b done. 
Spreading their wet wings in the sun. 
The beauteous clouds, though daylight'a afar 
Had sunk behind the hilb of Lar, 

Were still with lingering glories bright,*^ 
As if, to gnkce the gorgeous west. 

The Spirit of departing Light 
That eve had left his sunny vest 

Behmd him, ere he wing'd his flight. 
Never was scene so form'd for love! 
Beneath them, waves of crystal move 
In sifeKt swell— Heaven glows above. 
And their pure hearts, to transport given. 
Swell like the Wave, and glow like henv«n. 
But ah ! loo soon that dream b pasC'^ 

Again, again her foar returns; — 
Night, dreadful night, b ^thering Cut, 

More fsuntly the horiton burnt, 
And every rosy tint that lay 
On the smooth sea hath died away. 
Hastily to the darkening skies 
A glance she casts — then wildly cries, 
u At night, he said— and^ look, 't b near-»> 

Fly, fly — if yet thou lovest me, fly- 
Soon will his murderous band be here, 

And I shall see thee bleed and die«— 
Hush ! — heard'st thon not the tramp of meli 
Sounding from yonder fearful glenT^— >' 
Perhaps even now they cUmb the wood- 
Fly, fly— though still the west b bright. 
He '11 come— oh ! yes — he wants thy blood — 

I know him^— he'll not wait for night!* 

In terrors even to agony 

She clings around the wondering chief;— 
« Alas, poor wilder'd maid 1 to me 

Thou owest thb raving trance of grief. 
Lost as I am, nought ever grew 
Beneath my shade but perish'd too — 
My doom b hke the Dead Sea air, 
And nothing lives that enters there! 
Why were our barks together driven 
Beneath thb morning's furious heaven? 
Why, when I saw the prise that chance 

Had thrown into my de^>erate arms,— • 
When, casting but a single glance 

Upon thy pale and prostrate charms, 
I vow'd (though watching viewless o'er 

Thy safety through that hour's alarms) 
To meet the unmanuing sight no more — 
Why have I broke that heart-wrung vow ? 
Why weakly, madly met thee now?-— 
Start not — that noise is but the shock 

Of torrents through yon valley huri'd— 
Dread nothing here — upon thb rock 

We stand above the jarring world. 
Alike beyond its hope — its dread— 
In gloomy safety, Uke the dead ! 
Or, could even earth and beli unite 
In league to storm this sacred hei^t, 
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Fcv DOthiog, tho tt— M y nli; ^ fig in, 
▲■d caeh o'erlookkf Hv llMt dilb 
New God, «iU be tliy MoliBdi}^ 
And, ere lo ■o cr oer'a dawn thdl |l»v, 

• Tt—iinw! ■■ » 
The maidcB tetvm'd— « dMtt It aevfr lae 
To-morrow^t ton— destk, death trill he 
The Biffai-erf throofh eaeh rechiaf lo«ir, 
Unlen we fly, ay, fly due boor! 
Thoa act hetray'd wwne wreteh who luwv 
That dreedfirf glca s nyMmoM 
Kay, do«bt tno % ■ hy yoa Man, 't fit 
Hath lold thcato any feafeful tkrt; 
Thk Monioy, with that tmile to dire 
He wean in joy, he told me all, 
And siamp'd ia triwDph throwyh aw hall, 
As thoayh thy heart already beat 
lu last life-4ltfob beneath bis feet ! 
Good Btefea, how little dnam'd i then 

His ▼tedm wat my own loved yontb I 
Fly — §fm i let tome one waich the (iea— 

0y aH my hopm olHeamn 't it lr«ib!» 

Oh! colder than die wind that freeiet 

Founts, that but now in sunshine play'd, 
Is that cenfmlinf pany which seises 

The frmtiag boeom, when betray'd. 
He felt it— deeply felt— and stood, 
As if the tale had froten his blood. 

So Bvamd aad sMlionlcss was be; — 
like one wham sadden spells enchant, 
Or soase mnta, marble habitant 

Of thestiU Halls ollshmoate!> 



the painful chill wm o'er, 

And bis fiaat soul, herself once more, 
Loofc'd from his brow in all the rays 
Of her best, happiest, frandest days ! 
Rerer, in moment most rlste, 

DM that hiyh spirit loftier rise ;«- 
While bright, serene, determinate. 

His looks are lifted to the skiea. 
As if the tifriMMigbu of Fkte 

Were shining ia those awful eyes! 
T is eame— bis hour of martyrAom 
la Iran's sacred cause is come ; 
And, though bis life has pass'd away 
like lightning on a stormy day, 
Tct shall his death-hour leave a track 

Of glory permanent and bright. 
To which the brare of afteMinaes, 
The suffering brave shaU long look back 

With proud regret,— and by its light 

Watch through the boun of slavery's night 
For vengeance on the opprauor's crimes f 
This rock. Iris monument aloft. 

Shall speak the tale to naany an age; 
And hither herds and herom oft 

Shall come in secret pilgriosage. 
And bring their warrior sons, and tell 
The wondering boys where llafed fell, 

« Pw •■ MBMBl U laWMM*. iIm fttMmi city ia Vfft Cfffl, 
tkt9mk'f%u4 rtMrtarvaaay iiaMc* tt ■«■, wiia.m. fW 
• <ki» ^y. M* Piut'c ri€m v/tA* 



And swear them oa thoea lone 
Of their kMt country's ancient 
Never— while brcnth af life 
Within thtm never to Ibrgiva 
The a c iM ted race, whose 
Hath left oa Iran's noek a ttahi 



Hva 
chain 
ia! 



Such are the swelttng thoughts that 
Enthrone themselvm oa Hafed% brow; 
And ne'er did saint of Issa gaie' 

On the red wreath, for martywa twiaad. 
More proudly than the youth surveys 

That pile, which through the ghmm behind. 
Half lighted by the alur's fire, 
Glimmers,— hb destined funeral pyre! 
Heap'd by bis own, bis comrades' hands. 

Of every vrood of odorous bnatb. 
There, by the Fire-God's shrioe it stands, 

Beady to fold in radiant death 
Tlie few still left of those who swore 
To perish there, when hope was o'er— 
The few, to whom that co«u;h of flame. 
Which rescues them from bonds and ahaaM, 
Is sweet and we l come as the bad 
For their ovn infant Prophet spread. 
When pitying Heaven to roses tum'd 
The death-Aamm that beneath him bum'd !' 

With watchftdness the maid attends 

His rapid glance, wberaer it bead* — 

Why shoot his eyes surh awful beann ) 

What plans be now 7 what thinks or dreaau? 

Alas I why stands be musing here, 

Whm every moaaent teems with feart 

« Hafsd, my own beloved lord,* 

She kneeling cries — « first, last adored! 

If io that soul thou'st ever felt 

Half what thy li|u irapassiou'd swore. 
Here, on my knees, that never knelt 

To any but their God before, 
I pray tliee, as thou lovest me, fly. 
Now, now — ere yet their blades are nigh. 
Ob haste — the bark that bore me hither 

Can waft us o'er yoa darkeniog sea 
East — west-Hilas, I care not whither. 
So thou art mfe, and f with thee I 
Go when we will, this hand in thine, 

Those eyes before me smiling thus. 
Through good and ill, through storm and shine, 

The world 's a world of love for as! 
On some calm, blessed shore we '11 dwell. 
Where 't is no crime to love too well,*— 
Where thus to worship tenderly 
An erring child of light like tliee 
Will not be sin— «r, if it be, 
Where we may weep our faults away, 
Together koeeliog, night and day, 
Thou, for my sake, at Alias shrine, 
And I — at any God's, for thine!* 

• 1W Chtbm My ikat mk»u Abr»lM«, ibeir grMi praplirl, «a» 
clir»«a iata tkt 6r« kj timr ml KibwaJ, lk« i«aM tarard iB»uatl| 
iata • ■ bad af rMM« »lMra tba cWU Mm«ty i«fM«4.*— T«vnsiB«. 
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Wildly these passionate words she spoke — 

Then hung her head, and wept for shame; 
Sobbing, as if a heart-string broke 

Witli every deep-heaved sob that came. 
While he, young, warm — oh ! wonder not 
If, for a moment, pride and fame, 
Uis oath — his cause — that shrine of flame, 
And Iran's self are all forgot 
For her whom at his feet he sees. 
Kneeling in speechless agonies. 
No, blame him not, if Hope awhile 
Dawn'd in his soul, and threw her smile 
O'er hours to come— o'er days and nights 
Wing'd with those pre<iious, pure delights 
Which she, who bends all beauteous there, 
Was born to kindle and to share ! 
A tear or two, which, as he bow'd 

To raise the suppliant, trembling stole. 
First wam'd him of this dangerous cloud 

Of softness passing o'er his soul. 
Starting, he bmsh'd the drops away, 
Unworthy o'er that cheek to stray ; — 
Like one who, on the mom of fight. 
Shakes from his sword the dews of night. 
That had but dimm'd, not stain'd its light. 

Yet, though subdued the unnerving thrill, 
Its warmth, its weakness linger'd still. 

So touching in each look and tone, 
That the fond, foaring, hoping maid 
Half counted on the flight she pray'd, 

Half thought the hero's soul was grown 

As soft, as yielding as her own, 
And smiled and bless'd him, while he said, — 
« Yes — if there be some happier sphere. 
Where fadeless truth like ours is dear — 
If there be any land of rest 

For those who love and ne'er forget. 
Oh ! comfort thee — for safo and blest 

We'll meet in that calm region yetli* 
Scarce had she time to ask licr heart 
If good or ill these words impart, 
When the roused youth impatient flew 
To the tower-wall, where, high in view, 
A ponderous sea-horn * hung, and blew 
A signal, deep and dread as those 
The storm-fiend at his rising blows. — 
Full well his chieftains, sworn and true 
Through life and death, that signal knew; 
For 't was the appointed warning-blast. 
The alarm, to tell when hope was past, 
And the tremendous death -die cast ! 
And there, upon the mouldering tower, 
Hath hung this sea-horn many an hour, 
Ready to sound o'er land and sea 
That dirge-note of the brave and free. 

They came — his chieftains at the call 
Came slowly round, and with them all — 
Alas, how fowl — the worn remains 
Of those who late o'er Herman's plains 



* m Th« •hdi called Siiaakoa, cobmob Co India, Africa, aod tbc Mc- 
diterraneaa, »md (lill uMd in many paru at a iruMpet for bloving 
alariM or gif iog •■({■aU i it Mnda fortb a doc-p and boUov tound.* — 



Went gaily prancing to the clash 

Of Moorish zel and tymbalon. 
Catching new hope from every flash 

Of their long lances in the sun — 
And, as their coursers charged the wind. 
And the white ox-tails stream'd behind, ■ 
Looking, as if the steeds they rode 
Were wing'd, and every chief a God ! 
How fallen, how alter'd now ! bow wan 
Each scarr d and faded vuage shone. 
As round the burning shrine they came; — 

How deadly was the glare it cast. 
As mute they paused before the flame 

To light their torches as they pass'd ! 
Twas silence all — the youth had pfauin'd 
The duties of his soldier-band ; 
And each determined brow declares 
His faithful chieftains well know theirs. 



Dut minutes speed — night gems the 
And oh how soon, ye blessed eyes, 
That look from heaven, ye may behold 
Sights that will turn your star^fires cold! 
Breathless with awe, impatience, hope. 
The maiden sees the veteran group 
Her litter silently prepare. 

And lay it at her trembling foet ; — 
And now the youth, with gentle care. 

Hath placed her in the slielter'd seat, 
And press'd her hand — that Hngerin^ press 

Of hands, that for the last time sever ; 
Of hearts, whose pulse of liappiness. 

When that hold breaks, is dead for ever. 
And yet to her this sad caress 

Gives hope — so fondly hope can err ! 
Twas joy, she thought, joy's mute exce ss 

Their happy flight's dear harbinger ; 
T was warmth — assurance — tenderness — 

T was any thing but leaving her. 

« Uaste« haste !» she cried, « the clouds grow dark, 
But still, ere night, we'll reach the bark ; 
And, by to-morrow's dawn — oh bliss ! — 

With thee upon the sun-bright deep, 
Far off, I 'U but remember this, 

As some dark vanish'd dream of sleep! 
And thou » but, ha ! — be answers iiot«— 

Good Heaven ! — and does she go alone 7 
She now has reach'd that dismal spot. 

Where, some hours since, his voice*t 
Had come to soothe her fears and ills. 
Sweet as the Angel Israfil's, * 
When every leaf on Eden's tree 
Is trembling to his minstrelsy — 
Yet now — oh now, he is not nigh — 

« Hafod ! my Hafed !— if it be 
Thy will, thy doom this night to die. 

Let me but stay to die with thee, 
And I will bless thy loved name. 
Till the last life-breath leave this frame. 



1 • Tbc fincftt ornament for tbc boraea it mt»6» of m laifC f^f 
U«a«U of long wbiie bair, ukcn out of tbc uUa ofviU owa, tkM v* 
to be found in aomc place* of ibr Indica.* — Tasvraov. 

* • Tbc Angel larabl. wbo bai the moat naclodioai* vmcc af ^ 
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Oh ! let our lips, oor cb«eks be laid 
But near each other while they fade; 
Let itf but mix our parting breaths. 
And 1 can die ten thousand deaths ! 
Tou too, who hurry me away 
So cruelly, one moment stay— 

Oh ! stay— one moment is not much. 
He yet may come — for him I pray — 
Uafed ! dear Hafed !— » all the way 

In wild lamentinga, that would touch 
A heart of stone, she shriek'd his name 
To the dark woods — no Hafed came — 
No— hapless pair — you 've looked your last ; 

Tour hearts should both have broken then: 
The «lream is o'er — your doom is cast — 

Ton 11 nerer meet on earth again ! 

Alas for him, who hears her cries ! — 

Still hali^ay down the steep he stands. 
Watching with fix'd and feverish eyes 

The gUmmer ol those burning brands. 
That down the rocks, with mournful ray, 
Light all he loves on earth away! 
Hopeless as they who, fir at tea, 

By the cold moon have just consign'd 
The corse of one, loved tenderly. 

To the bleak flood they leave behind; 
And on the deck still lingering slay. 
And long look back, with sad delay, 
To watch the moonlight on the wave, 
That ripples o'er that cbeeriess grave. 
But see — he surts — what heard he then? 
Tliat dreadful shout !— across the glen 
From the land side it comes, and loud 
Biogs through the chasm ; as if the crowd 
Of fearful things, that haunt that dell. 
Its Gholes and Dives and sliapes of hell 
Had all in one dread howl broke out. 
So loud, so terrible that shout ! 
«■ They come — the Moslems come !» — he cries, 
His prood soul mounting to his eyes,— 
« Now, Spirits of the Brave, who roam 
Enfranchised through yon starry dome, 
Bejoice — for souls of kindred fire 
Are OB the wing to join your choir !» 
He said — and, light as bridegrooms bound 

To their young loves, reclimb'd the steep 
And gain'd the shrine — his chiefi stood round — 

Their swords, as with instinctiTe leap, 
Together, at that cry accurst. 
Had from their sheaths, like snnbwmt, bant. 
And hark! — again — again it rings; 
Near and more near its echoings 
Peal through the chasm — oh! who UiM then 
Had seen those listening warriorHnan, 
With their swords grasp'd, their eyes of flame 
Turn 'd on their Chief— could doubt the shame, 
The indignant shame with which they thrill 
To liear those shouts and yet stand still 1 

He read their thoughts — they were his own— 
« What! while our arms can wield these blades, 
Shall we die tamely? die alone? 

MTithont one victim to our shades. 
One Moslem heart where, buried deep. 
The sabre from its toil may sleep ? 



^o— God of Iran's burning skies ! 
Thou scom'st the inglorious sacrifice. 
If o^though of all earth's hope bereft. 
Life, swords, and vengeance still are left. 
We 'II make yon ralley's reeking caves 

Live in the awestruck minds of men, 
Till tyrants shudder, when their slaves 

Tell of the Gheber's bloody glen. 
Follow, brave hearu! — this pile remains 
Our refuge still from life and chains; 
But his the best, the holiest bed. 
Who sinks entomb'd in Moslem dead!* 
Down the precipitous rocks they sprung. 
While vigour, more than human, strung 
Each arm and heart.— The exulting foe 
Still through the dark defiles below, 
Track'd by his torches' lurid fire. 

Wound slow, as through (*olcoada's vale ' 
The mighty terpeut. in his ire. 

Glides on with glittering deadly traiL 
No torch tlie Ghebrrs need — so well 
They know each mystery of the dell. 
So oft have, in their wanderings, 
Cross'd the wild race that round them dwell. 

The very tigers from their delres 
Look out, and let them pass, as things 

Dnumed and fearless like themselves! 

There was a deep ravine, that lay 

Yet darkling in the Moslem's way;— 

Fit spot to make invaders rue 

The many hUeo before the few. 

The torrents from tliat morning's sky 

Had fili'd the narrow chasm breast-high, 

Aud, on each ftide, aloft and wild. 

Huge cliffs and toppling crags were piled, 

The guards, with which young Freedom lines 

The pathways to her mountain shrines. 

Here, at this pats, the scanty bond 

Of Iran's last avengeri sUnd — 

Here wait, in silence like the dead. 

And listen for the Moslem's tread 

So anxiously, the carrion-bird 

Above them flaps his wing unheard ! 

They come — that plunge into the water 
Gives signal for the work of slaughter. 
Now, Gheben, now— if e'er your blades 

Had point or prowess, prove them now — 
Woe to tlie file that foremost wades! 

They come — a falchion greeU each brow. 
And, as ihey tumble, trunk on trunk. 
Beneath the gory waters sunk, 
StUl o'er their drowning bodies press 
New victims quick and numberless ; 
Till scarce an arm in Hafed's band. 

So fierce their toil, hath power to stir. 
But Ustless from each crimson hand 

The sword hangs, clogg'd with maaaacre. 
Never was horde of tyrants met 
With bloodier welcome — never yet 
To patriot vengeance hath the sword 
More terrible libations pour'd I 

* 8m B*m» «p«« iIm MM7 of i4aU4. 
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All up Che dreary, long ravine, 
By the red murky glimmer seen 
Of half-qurnch'd brands, that o er the flood 
Lie scatter'd round and bum in blood. 
What ruin (][lares! what camaso sv^nu! 
Heads, blaxing turbans, quivering limbs. 
Lost swords that, dropp'd from many a hand, 
In that thick pool of slaughter stand,— r 
Wretches who wading, haJf on fire 

From the toss'd brands that round them fly, 
Twixt flood and flame in shrieks expire ;— *• 

And some who, grasp'd by those that die. 
Sink woundless with them, smother d o'er 
In their dead brethren's gushing gore ! 

Hot vainly hundreds, thousands bleed. 
Still hundreds, thousands more succeed ;*— 
Countless as towards some flame at night 
The North's dark insects wing their flight. 
And quench or perisli in its light, 
To this terrific spot they pour — 
Till, bridged with Moslem bodies o*er. 
It bears aloft their slippery tread, 
And o'er the dying and the dead. 
Tremendous causeway! on they pass.— 
Then, hapless Ghebers, then, alas. 

What hope was left for you 7 for you, 
Whoftc yet warm pile of sacrifice 
Is smoking in their vengeful eyes — 

Whose swords how keen, how fierce they knew, 

And bum with shame to find how few. 
Crush'd down by that vast multitode. 
Some found their graves where first they stood ; 
While some with hardier struggle died, 
And still fought on by Hafed's side. 
Who, frooting to the foe, trod back 
Towards the high towers his gory track ; 
And, as a lion, swept away 

By sudden swell of Jordan's pride 
From the wild covert where he lay, * 

Long battles with the o'erwhelming tide, 
So fought he back with fierce delay. 
And kept both foes and fate at bay. 

But whither now ? their track is lost, 
Their prey escaped — guide, torches gone— 

By torrent-beds and labyrinths crost. 
The scatter'd crowd rush blindly on — 

M Curse on those tardy lights that wind,* 

They panting cry, wso far behind — 

Oh for a blood-bound's precious scent. 

To track the way the Gheber went l» 

Vain wish — confusedly along 

They rush, more desperate as more wrong : 

Till, wilder'd by the Cir-of flights. 

Yet glittering up those gloomy heights, 

Their footing, maxed and lost, they miss. 

And down the darkling precipice 

Are dash'd into the deep abyss ;— 

Or midway hang, impaled on rocks, 

A banquet, yet alive, for flocks 

* • la this tbirket, u|>oo the Unit of the lordaa, M^enl tnru of 
wiM bea»u are viiot lo lurboar tbemMlvct, vliOM beiag vaihed ooi 
of the ro«en by the overflowing* of ihe riter jj«»e oecaaioa to that al- 
lutioB of Jeremiah, ht shall comu up tike a Horn from th* twttlimf of 



Of ravening vnltnret,— while the dtll 
Re-echoes with each horrible jell. 

Those soundf — the last, to veageeooe dew, 
That e'er shall ring in Hafed's ear,-^ 
Now reach'd him, as aloft, alone. 
Upon the steep way breathless throvn. 
He lay beside his reeking blade, 

Resign'd, as if life's task were o'er. 
Its last blood<offering amply paid. 

And Iran's self could claim no moK. 
One only thought, one lingering beam 
Now broke across his dissy dream 
Of pain and weariness — 'c was she 

His heart's pure planet, shining yet 
Above the waste of memory. 

When all life's other lighu were set. 
And never to his mind befoi« 
Her image such enchantment won. 
It seem'd as if each thought thai ataio'd. 

Each fear that chill'd their loves vaa pMt, 
And not one cloud of earth remain*d 

Between him and her glory cast;i-r 
As if to charms, before so bright. 

New grace from other worlds was g^vea. 
And his soul saw her by the light 

Now breaking o'er itself bom henven! 

A voice spoke near him — ^"twas the Cone 

Of a loved friend, the only one 

Of all his warriors left with life 

From that short night's tremendooa atrile.— 

« And must we then, my Chief, die Iiiie 

Foes round us, and the Shrine so pearT* 

These words have roused the last remains 

Of life within him — «wha(l not yet 
Beyond the reach of Moslem chains T»—* 

The thought could make even Demtli foifet 
His icy bondage — with a bound 
He springs, all bleeding, from the ground. 
And grasps liU comrade's arm, now grown 
Even feebler, heavier than his own, 
And up the painful pathway leads. 
Death gaining on each step he treads. 
Speed them, thou God, who heard'st tl|c|r vow! 
They mount — they bleed— oh save tlumi 
The crags are red they've clamber d o'eft 
The rock-weed 's dripping with the^ 
Thy hbde too, Hafed, false at leng^i. 
Now breaks beneath tliy tottering si 
Haste, haste — the voices of the foe 
Come near and nearer from below — 
One effort more — thank Heaven t *;is pest. 
They've gain'd the topmost steep at latf. 
And now they touch tlu* temple's walla. 

Now Hafed sees the Fire divine-r« 
When, lo ! — his weak worn comrade fiUls 

Dead on the thrcshohi of the Shrine, 
u Alas, brave soul, too quickly fled I 

And must I leave thee withering here. 
The spor( of every ruffian's tread. 

The mark for every coward's spear I 
No, by yon aluir's sacretl beams !» 
He cries, and, with a strength that seems 
Not of this worid, uplifts the frame 
Of tlie fallen chief, and towards the flame 
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BmH bim aloog;— vilk dUttbHianip kaad 

The eoqiM Hpoo the pyra ks Ujt, 
Tbcalifbtt Um cooMcntaA bniad. 

And irM the pile, whott t a dd cn Uue« 
Like pifi»*«*«»g bartu o'er Obub's 8«.~ 
« Nov Freedom's God! I cooie to ibee,* 
Tbe yo«lb esdaimt, aad wiib a laule 
Of trittiBpb YaMllins on ibe pile. 
In Chat krt ^fort, ere tbe firea 
Have bann'd one gloriooa limb, eipiret! 

Wbat tbriek was that on Oman's tide ? 
It came from yonder drifting bark, 
Tbat jttst bas cangbt upon ber side 

Tbe deatb4igbt, and again b dark. 
It is Ibe boat— ah, why delay'd 7— 
Tbat bears tbe wretched Moalem maid ; 
Confided to tbe watchful care 
Of a small veteran band, with whom 
Their fenerooa Chieftain would not share 

Tbe secret of bis final doom ; 
Bnt hoped when Hinda, safe and free, 

Wat Ksder d to ber father's eyes. 
Their pardon, fiill and prompt, wonld be 

The ransom of so dear a prise. — 
Unconsciona, thus, of Uafed's fate, 
And prowl to gnard their beauteous freight. 
Scarce had they dear'd tbe surfy waves 
Tbat foam around those frightful caves. 
When the cunt war-whoops, known so well. 
Came echoing from tbe distant dell — 
fioddea each oar, upheld and still. 

Hung dripping o'er tbe vessel's side, 
And, driving at tbe current's will, 

Ibey rock'd along the whispering tide, 
Wbik every eye, in mute dismay. 

Was toward that fatal mounuin tum'd. 
Where tbe dim altar'a quivering ray 

As yet all lone and tranquil bum'd. 

Oh! 't is not, Hinda, in tbe power 

Of Fancy's most terrific touch 
To point' thy pangs in tbat dread hour — 

Thy silent agony — 't was such 
As thoae who feel could paint too well. 
Bat none e'er felt and lived to tell ! 
T was not alon? the dreary state 
Of a lorn spirit, crush'd by fiite. 
When, though no more remains to dread, 

The panic cbill will not depart; — 
When, though tbe inmate Hope be dead. 

Her ghost still baunu the mouldering lu^art. 
Ho — pleasure, hopes, affections gone. 
The wretch may bear, and yetiive on. 
Like things within the cold rock found 
Abve, when all 's congeal'd around. 
But there 's a blank repose in this, 
A calm stagnation, that were bliss 
To tbe keen, burning, harrowing pain, 
Now felt through all thy breast and brain- 
That spasm of terror, mute, intense. 
That breadUess, agonised sus pe ns e. 
From whose hot throb, wfaoae deadly aching 
The heart bath no relief but breaking! 



Calm is the urave — Heaven's brilliant ligbu 

EeAected dance beneath the prow ; — 
, Time was when, on fucb lovely nights, 
^ She who is there, so desolate now, 
Gould sit all cheerAal, though alone. 

And ask no happier joy than teeiag 
That sur-ligbt o'er the waters throi 
No joy but that to make her blest. 

And tbe fresh buoyant sense of 
That bounds in youth's yet carelcm breast, — * 
Itself a star, not borrowing light. 
But in its own (^ad essence bright. 
Ilow different now! — but, bark, again 
The yell of havoc rings— brave men ! 
In vain, with beating bearta, je stand 
On the bark's edge— in vain each hand 
Half draws tbe fislchion from its sheath; 

All 's o'er — in rust your blades may He; 
He, at whoae word they 've scatter'd death. 

Even now, this night, himself must die! 
Well may ye look to yon dim tower. 

And ask, and wondering gnem wbat means 
Tbe battle-cry at this dead hour — 

Ah ! she could tell yon — she, who leun 
Unheeded there, pale, sunk, aghatt. 
With brow against tbe dew«old mati— 

Too well she knows — ber more than life. 
Her soul's first idol and its last. 

Lies bleeding in that murderous strife. 



But see — what moves upon the hcigia T 
Some signal ! — 't is a torch's light. 

Wbat bodes its solitary glare? 
In gasping silence toward the ahrine 
All eyn are cnm'd — thine, Hinda, thine 

Fii their laal faUing life-beams there. 
T was but a moment — fierce and high 
Tbe death-pile biased into the sky, 
And far away o'er rock nod flood 

Its melancholy radiance sent ; 
WhiU Hafed, like a vision, stood ^ 
Beveal'd before tbe burning pyre, 
TaU, shadowy, Kke a Spirit of Tire 

Shrined in its own grand element ! 
« T is he!* — the shuddering maid eiclaims,- 

But, while she speaks, he's seen no nsore ; 
Hi^ burst in air the funeral flames. 

And Iran's hopes and hers are o'er! 

One wild, heart-broken shriek she gave— 
Then sprung, as if to reach tbe blase. 

Where still she fix'd her dying gaac. 
And, gaxiog, sunk into the wave,— 

Deep, deep,— where never care or pain 

Shall reach her innocent heart again ! 



FareweU— farewell to thee, Araby's daughter ! 

(Thus warbled a Peri beneath the dark sea)— 
No pearl ever lay, under Oman's grean water. 

More pure in its shell than thy spirit in thee. 

Oh ! fair as the iiea-flower close to thee growing, 
Ilow light was thy heart till lx>ve s witchery came, 
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Like the wind of the south' o'er a summer luto blowing, 
And hush'd all its music nod wither'd its fmrac! 

Dut long, upon Anthy's green sunny higbl.inds, • 

Shall maids and their lovers remember the doom 

Of her, who lies sleeping among the Pearl Islands, 
With nought but the sea-star * to light up her tomb. 

And still, when the merry date-season is burning. 
And calls to the palm-groves the young and the old,^ 

The happiest there, from their pastime returning, 
At sunset, will weep when thy story is told. 

The young village maid, when with flowers she dresses 
lier dark flowing hair for some festival day. 

Will think of thy fate till, neglecting her tresses. 
She mournfully turns from the mirror away. 

Nor shall Iran, beloved of her hero ! forget thee, — 
Though tyrants watch over her tears as they start. 

Close, close by the side of that hero she '11 set thee, 
Embalm'd in the innermost shrine of her heart. 

Farewell — be it ours to embellish thy pillow 

WMth every thing beauteous that grows in the deep ; 

Each flower of the rock and each gem of the billow 
Shall sweeten thy bed and illumine thy sleep. 

Around thee shall glisten the loveliest amber. 
That ever the sorrowing sen-bird has wept ;4 

With many a shell, in whose hollow-wreathed chamber, 
We, Peris of Ocean, by moonlight have slept. 

We'll dive where the gardens of coral lie darkling. 
And plant nil the rosiest stems at thy head ; 

We'll seek where the sands of the Caspian^ are sparkling, 
And gather their gold to strew over thy bed. 

Farewell — farewell — until Pity's sweet fountain 
Is lost -in the hearts of the fair and tlic brave. 

They '11 weep for the Chieftain who died on that moun- 
tain. 
They '11 weep for the Maiden who sleeps in this wave. 



The singular placidity with which Fadladeen had 
listened, during the latter part of this obnoxious story, 
jtiirprised the Princess and Feramorz exceedingly ; and 
even inclined towards him the hearts of these unsuspi- 
cious young persons, who little knew the source of a 
complacency so marvellous. The truth was, he had 
bc(?n organizing, for the last few days, a most notable 
plan of persecution against the poet, in consequence of 
some passages tliat had fallen from him on the second 

* • This mini (ibe Samoor) to Mrirnt the ■tring* of lutet, tbat they 
can nrTcr b« tuned wkilr it hM«.>— Srirani'i Persia. 

■ • One of the grratett rurioaities Touod in the Fenian Gair i« a fith 
which the Bngliah rail StarwFiali. It it eirralar. and at night very lu- 
minona, retenbling the full moon anrronnded by rajt.*— Miata A»v 

» For a dearriplion of the merriment of the dale-time, of their work, 
their danrea. and their return home from the paIat>grovea at the end 
of aatoBu with the fmiu. aee Kaarraa. JHurHttat. Kxot. 

* Some natnraliat* have imagined that amber it a concretion of the 
tear* of birda. — See Tatvovi, CiAniaaf. 

* • The bay Kieaelarke, wliirh i« niherwite ealird the Gold'>n Iky. 
the «and nherrof ahinca aa lirr.t^Srair. 



evening of recital, — which appeared to tliu worthy 
Chamberlain to contain language and principles for 
which nothing short of the summary eriticiam of ilie 
Chabuk* would be advisable. It was his intnitioo, 
tliereforc, immediately on their arrival al Gathmere, 
to give information to the King of Bocharia of die irery 
dangeroas sentiments of his minstrel ; and if, unfortik- 
nateLy, that monarch did not act with suitable vigour 
on the occasion (that is, if he did not give the Ghabak 
to Feramorz, and a place to Fadladeen), tliere would be 
an end, he feared, of all legitimate govcrnmenC in Bo- 
charia. lie could not help, however, auguring better 
both for himself and the cause of potentates in general; 
and it was the pleasure arising from these minted an- 
ticipations that diffused such unusual salisfiiction 
through his features, and made his eyes shine out, Fikr 
poppies of the desert, over the wide and lifieleis wilder- 
ness of that countenance. 

Having decided upon the poet's chastisement in this 
manner, he thought it but humanity to spare him the 
minor tortures of criticism. Accordingly, when they 
assembled next evening in the parilion, and LaHa 
Rookh expected to see all the beauties of her bard mek 
away, one by one, in the acidity of criticism, like peark 
in the cup of tlie Egyptian Queen, — be agre^ibly dkap- 
poinled her by merely saying, with an ironical smile, 
that the merits of such a poem deserved to be tried at 
a much higher tribunal ; and then suddeply paiaiqg off 
into a panegyric upon all Mussulman sovereigBs, men 
particularly his august and imperial master, Aomng- 
zcbe, — the wisest and best of the descendants of Timor, 
— who, among other great things lie had done for man- 
kind, had given to him, Fadladeen, the very profitable 
posts of Retel-Carrier an<l Taster of Sheiitels to ibe 
Emperor, Chief Holder of the Girdle of Beaotifal 
Forms,^ and Grand Nazir, or Chambeiiain of the 
Haram. 

They were now not far from that forbidden river,' 
beyond which no pure Hindoo can pan; and were re- 
posing for a time in the rich valley of Hnsson Abdaal 
which liad always been a favourite resting-place of the 
emperors in their annual migrations to Cashmere. 
Here often had the Light of the Faith, Jfehaogiur«, waa* 
dered with his beloved and beautiful Nourmohal ; ui 
here would Lalla Rookh have been happy to remain for 
ever, giving up the throne of Bucharia and the worU. 
for Feramorz and love in this sweet lonely valley. The 
time was now fast approaching when she mnsC see hia 
no longer, — or see him with eyes whose every look be- 
longed to another ; and there was a melancholy jpre- 
ciousness in these last moments, which made her heart 
cling to them as it would to life. During the ItHcf 
part of the journey, indeed, she had simk into a deep 
sadness, from which nothing but the presence of tte 
young minstrel could awake her. Like those lamps ia 
tombs, which only light up when the air is admitted, 
it was only at his approach that her eyes became smiliaf 
and animated. But here, in this dear valley, every mo* 

* • The application of whip* or rod*.* — Duiota. 

' KaHPrca mention* auch an ofRrcr amiing the ancadun af ihr 
King of Persia, and calUhim • formr eorporia eatiainior.* Ilia hw- 
nea« waa, at auicd periods, to measorc lite Udica mt Um IlafMi hy > 
sort of rrgulation-girdle, whose limiia it was not tlMMB||ht oacrfni m 
etceed. If any of them outgrew this tlandard of ihnpc. I|m ««a 
rrJureJ by abstioenre till ihr^f rtme within its boanda. 

1 Hir Altock. 
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mraC was an age of plea«ure ; aba taw him all day, and 
was, iherpfore, all day happy, — rcMinbliiif, the often 
ihoaght, tliai people of Ztnge, vbo attribute the uih 
fading eheerfalneis they enjoy to one genial atar that 
rises nightly over thnr beads.* 

The whole party, indeed, seemed in their liveliest 
mood during the few days they paoed in this delightful 
solitude. The young attendants of the Princess, who 
were here allowed a freer range than they could safely be 
indnlyd with in a less sequestered place, ran wild among 
the gardens, and bounded through the meadows, lightly 
as young roes over the aromatic plains of Tibeu While 
Fadladeen, beside* the spiritual comfort lie derived 
from a pilgrimage to the tomb of the saint from whom 
the valley is named, had opportunities of gratifying, in a 
lunall way, his taste for victims, by putiini; to death 
some hundreds of those unfortunate little llxank, 
which all pons Mussulmans make it a point to kill; — 
taking for granted, that the manner in which the crea- 
ture hangs its head is meant as a mimicry of the atti- 
tude in which the faithful say their prayers. 

About two miles from Hussun Abdaul were those 
royal gardens, which bad grown beautiful uuder tlie 
care of so many lovely eyes, and were beautiful still, 
though tlioftc eyes could see them no longer. This place, 
with iu flowers and ita holy silence, interrupti'd only 
by the dipping of the wio^ of birds in its marble 
bdsiiM filled with the pure water of those hills, was to 
l^lla Rookh all that her heart could fancy of fragrance, 
coolneia, and almost heavenly tranquillity. As the 
Prophet aaid of Hamascus, «tt was too delicious;* — 
and here, in Ustening to the sweet voice of Feramon. 
or reading in Us eyes what yet he never dared to tell 
her, the most eiquisile moments of her whole lifr 
were passed. One evening, when they had been talk- 
ing of the Sultana Nourmahal,— the Light of tlie 
llaram,' who had so often wandered among these 
tlowers, and fed with her own hamls, in those marble 
basins, the small shining fishes of which she was so 
fond,* — the youth, in order to delay the moment of 
ceparatioo, proposed to recite a short story, or rather 
rhapsody, of which thi^ adored Sultana was the he- 
roine. It rebted, he said, to the reconcilement of a 
sort of lovers' quarrel, which took place between her 
and the Emperor during a Feast of Roses at Cashmere ; 
and wonU remiud tlie Princess of that difference 
be t ween Barouo^l-Raiichid and Ids hit mistress Ma- 
rida, which was so happily made up by the soft strains 
of the musician, Noussali. As the story was chieHy 
to be told in song, and Fcramors had unluckily for- 
gotten his own lute in the valley, he borrowed the 
vina of Lalla Rookli's little Persian sbve, and thus 
began: — 

THE LIGHT OF THE HARAM. 



Wno has not heard of the Vale of Cashmere, 

With iu rotes, the brightest that earth ever gave, 4 

* Th« aifr Solwil. or Cca»p«t. 

' .Xoannalul Mfaifira U^ •# ib« HarsM. 8hi VM •(WrwarJ* 
mUmI 5(<Htf)dMa. or iIm Lifhi of tko Worii. 

* Se« ootr. p. 4*'- 

* m TW roM of JLaAmin, for ito kriUUocy ooi delkaf f of o^eor. 
ka* loog b«ra prororMol ia dw EoM.«— FoMraa. 



Iu temples, and grottos, and fountains as clear 
As the love4igbtc(l eyes tliat liaog over their wave? 

Ob! to see it at sunset, — when warm o'er the lake 

Its splendour at parting a summer eve tlirovrs. 
Like a bride full of blusiies, when lingering to take 

A last look of her mirror at night ere she goes! — 
When the shrines tlirough the foliage are gleaming half 

shown. 
And each hallows the hour by some rites of its own. 
Uere the music of prayer from a minaret swells. 

Here the Magian his urn full of perfume is swinging. 
And here, at the altar, a lone of sweet bells 

Round the waiitt of some fair Indiau dancer is ringing. ' 
Or to see it by moonlight, — %«heu mellowly shines 
Tlie lit*ht o'er its palaces, gardens and shrines; 
When the water-falls gleam like a quick fiill of stars. 
And the nightingale's hymn from the Isle of Cheuars 
If broken by lauglis and light echoes of feet 
From the rool , shining walks where the young people 

meet: — 
Or at mom. when the magic of dayliglit awakes 
A new wonder each minute, as slowly it breaks, 
liilift, rupoUs fountains, call'd forth every one 
Out of darknesi, ait tliey were just bom of the Sun, — 
Whrn the Spirit of Frsgrance is up with the day, 
From hift llaram of night-flowers stealing away ; 
And the wind, full of wantonness, wmis like a lover. 
The young aspen-tree«> till they tremble all over. — 
When tlie east is n% warm as the light of Hr»t hopes. 

And Day with his banner of radiance uofuri'd. 
Shines in tlirough the noountainous* portal iliat opes, 

Sublime, from thai valley of bliss to tlie world ! 

But never yet, by night or day. 
In dew of spring or summer's ray. 
Did the sweet Valley sliine so gay 
K% now it shines — all love and light. 
Visions by day ami feasts by night! 
A happier smile illumes each brow. 

With quicker spread each heart unclohTs, 
And all is ecstacy, — for uow 

The Valley holds itH Feast of Roses. 4 
Tliat joyous lime, when pleasures pour 
IVofuM-ly round, and in their iihower 
Hearts open, like the Season's Rose, — 

The flowrct of a hundred leaves, ^ 
Expanding while tlie dcw-fiill flows. 

And every leaf its balm receives ! 
T was when the liour of evening came 

Upon the Lake, serene and cool. 
When Day had lii«l his sultry flame 

Behind the palms of Baramonle: < 
When maids l>egan to lift llirir heads, 
Refroh'd, from their embroider'd beds. 



* • Ti«i rottod brr oaiti ibc too* of kelk, thai •oaaJnl oiUi ra- 
vithiof airletly.* — Somy vf JajmAtv. 

* • Tlir liitir i«l<^ in Utr LaLr of Carboaira are art oiik arboun 
and Urg«-li«vri| •tprn-lrrra. alrodrr and ulL* — Baaaiaa. 

> • TIm- Tuct Solimao. lb« oanc hrvu^red by lb« MobooMUOt oo 
ibia bill, formi on* tide of a graoil portal lo tb« Lake.*— Foaavaa. 

* • TUr Frait of Roar* continuca ibc wbola um* of tbt'lr rcMoiaK 
inf in bt«»oni.s — Sec Piatao aa t« V«Lai. 

* ■ Cul Md bcfb, lb* Rear of a bondrrd lra*r*. i believe a par- 
ticmlar •peciaa.s— OoaaLit. 

* Orrnirr. 
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Where tbey had slept the sun away. 
And waked to moonHcht and to play. 
All were abroad — the busiest hine 
On Delays * hills is less alive 
When saffron beds are full hi flower. 
Than look'd the Valley in that hour. 
A thousand reatlets torches play'd 
Through every grove and island shade; 
A thousand sparkling lamps were set 
On every dome and minaret; 
And fields and pathways, far and near, 
Were lighted by a bkute so clear, 
That you could see, in wandering round, 
The smallest rose-leaf on the ground. 
Tet did the maids and matrons leave 
Their veils at home, that brilliant eve ; 
And there were glaneing eyes about. 
And cheeks, that would not dare shine out 
In open day, but thought they might 
Look lovely then, because 'twas night! 
And all were free, and wandering, 

And. all exclaim'd to all they met 
That never did the summer bring 

So gay a Feast of Roses yet:— 
The moon had never shed a light 

So clear as that which bless'd them there ; 
The roses ne'er shone half so bright, 

Nor they themselves look'd half so fair. 
And what a wilderness of flowers'. 
It seem'd as though from all the bowen 
And fairest fields of all the year. 
The mingled spoil were scatter d here. 
The Lake, too, like a garden breathes 

With the rich buds that o'er it lie, — 
As if a shower of fairy wreaths 

Had fallen upon it from the sky! 

And then the sounds of joy, — the brat 

Of tabors and of dancing feet; — 

The minaret-cryer's chaunt of glee 

Suug from his lighted gallery, * 

And answered by a ziraleet 

From neighbouring llaram, wild and sweet ; — 

The merry laughter, echoing 

From gardens, where the silken swing 

Wafts some delighted giri above 

Tlie top leaves of the orange grove ; 

Or, from those infant groups at play 

Among the tents' that line the way. 

Flinging, unawed by slave or mother, 

Handfuls of roses at each other! — 
And the sounds from the Lake, — the low whispering 
in boats. 
As they shoot through the moonhght ; — the dipping 
of oars, 
And the wild, airy warbling that every where floats 
Through the groves, round the islands as if all the 
shores 

* A pUce meationcd in ih« Tcosek Jekmngtery or Memoin •/ 
Jehan^iirr, where tbcrc it an accoont of the bed* of MfTron flowers 
about Cathanere. 

' • It it the rutlnoi among ttie women to employ tltc Maaieen to 
rbauni from ibe gallery of ibe nearest minaret, vbirh on that ocea- 
tion i« illnminatcd. anil tbc women ataemhleil at tb« boate reapond 
at interralt with a ziraleet or joyon* choma.* — nvtaBi,fc. 

' • At the keeping of the Feaat of Rotei, we beheld an infinite 
number of tenU pitched, with ancb a rrowd of acn, woaicn, boyt. 
and girlt, with mutic, dance*, • etc. etc.— liiaatar. 



Like those of Katfaay utier'd music, and gave 

An answer in song to the kiss of oaeli wa:ve ! * 

fint the gentlest of all are those sounds, ftdl of fpriing, 

That soft from the lute of some lover an •traiing, — 

Some lover, who knows all the heart-toaduag p o w er 

Of a lute and a sigh in this ma^cal boor. 

Oh! best of delights, m it every where ia, 

To be near the loved Otu^ — ^wfaata nptora k hk, 

Who in moonlighc and aintic thus twcetly maygUda 

O'er the Lake of Cashmere, with that One by hia adt! 

If woman can make the wont wildemasa (kiar. 

Think, think what a heaven she moat make ofGaabmere! 

So felt the magnificent son of Acbar,* 

When from power and pomp and the trophies of war 

He flew to that Valley, forgetting them all 

With the Light of the llaram, his young Nourmabal. 

When free and uncrown'd as the conqueror roTed 

By the banks of that Lake, with his only beloved. 

He saw, in the wreaths she would playfully smilch 

From the hedges, a glory his crown could not match. 

And preferr d in his heart the least ringlet that cmfd 

Down her exquisite neck to the throne of the worid! 

There's a beauty for ever imchanghi^y bright. 
Like the long, sunny lapse of a tmnmer day's lighc 
Shining on, shining on, by no shadow made taadv. 
Till love foils asleep in its sameness of q>lemlo«r. 
This was not the beauty — oh! nothing lika llus 
That to young Nourmabal gave such magie of bBis; 
Out that loveliness, ^er in motion, which pUys 
Like the light upon autumn's soft shadowy days. 
Now here and now there, giving warmth as it IIms 
From the lips to the cheek, from the chedt to the eyes. 
Now melting in mist and now breaking in giaams, 
Like the glimpses a saint hath of heaven inhkdreaoM! 
When pensive, it seem'd as if that very grace. 
That charm of all others, was bom with her fccc. 
And when angry, — for even in the 
Light breezes will ruffle the blossoms 
The sliort, passing anger but seem'd lo awakaii 
New beauty, like flowers that are sweetest irtii 
If tenderness touch'd her, the dark of her eye 
At once took a darker, a heavenlier dye, 
From the depth of whose shadow, like holy 
From innermost shrines, came the light of lier 
Then her mirih — oh ! 't was sportive as ever teak 
From the heart with a burst, like the wild-hntl in 
Illumed by a wit that would fascinate sagca. 
Yet playful as Peris just loosed from their cages.' 
While her laugh, full of lifo, witlamt any control 
But the sweet one of gracefulness, rung from her seal 
And where it most sparkled no glance could dkcover, 
In lip, cheek, or eyes, for she brighlen'd all over,— 
Like any foir lake that the breeze is upon. 
When it breaks into dimples and lau^is in the am. 



* ■ An old ceamenutor of ifa* ChoM-Kiag Mp, «h« 
ing remarked that a cnrrent of water made aoar of lk« 
ita banka tend forth a aoand, they detncfacd aoa* of $hmm 
charmed with the delightful aound tbey enutlad, 
or mnaical intiramcnu of them.*— Gmuii. 

* Jchangnirc was the ton of the Grtnt Acbsr. 

* In the war* of the Direa with tbc Porta, «hi 
look the latter priaonera, they abut them np ta • 
ibca on iIm higheat treca. Here ihey wera fW f d by 
niona, who brought them iht dhoieeat odom*.*— 'Buvai 
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Soch, such were the peerltH e fh i fi — f that ytv* 
foarmabal the provd Lord ot the latt for her akve; 
lad ihoagfa hrighc was his ttanm,-^ Hviof ptrterre 
X the flowers • of this plaact— Ihovfh trMswes were 

there. 
For which SoUmm s tell aifht have girso eU the store 
rhat the aavy frooi Ophir e'er wiof^d to his share, 
ret dim hefore her were the smiles of thsm all, 

lad the liffat of his Hlll'*^ Wa* votme If aiu«uh«l I 



But where is she bow, this aight of joy. 

When bKss is every heart's smployT^ 

When all aroond her is so bri^t. 

So like the visioos of a traacr. 

That ooe nufht ihioh, who came by chaoce 

Inio the vale this hap|iy aifht. 

He saw that City of Delif^t * 

lo Fairy>laiid, whose streets and towers 

Are made of feme and light and flowers! — 

Where is the loved Sultana ? where, 

Whea mirth hriofs out the yooog and fair. 

Docs she, the fiurnt, hide her brow. 

In melancholy siiUne« now? 

Alas — how light a cause may move 
INsecnsion between hearts that love ! 
Hearts that the world in vain had tried, 
And sorrow bat more doaely tied; 
Tlint stood the storm when waves were roa(*b, 
Tet in a smmy boar fell off, 
Like ships, that have gone down at sea, 
When heaven was all tranquillity! 
A something, light as air — a look, 

A word unkind or wrongly taken — 
Oh I love, that tempests never sliook, 

A breath, a touch Kke this hath shaken. 
And mder words vrill soon rush in 
To »pread the breach that words begin : 
And eyes forget the gentle ray 
They wore in courtship's smiling day : 
And voices lose the tone that shed 
A tendemeu round all iliey mid ; 
TQl isst declining, one by ooe. 
The sweetnemcs of love are gone. 
Ami hearts so lately mingled, seem 
Lake broken clouds,— or like the stream. 
That smiling left the mountain's brow. 

As though iu waters ne'er could sever, 
Tet, ere it reach tlie pbin below, 

Breaks into floods, that part for ever. 

Oh you, that luive the charge of Love, 
Keep him in rosy bondage bound, 

As in tbc Fields of Bliu above 

He sits, with flovrets fetter'd round; — ' 

Loose not a tie that round him clings. 

Nor ever let him use his wings; 

For even an hour, a minute's flif^t 

Will rob the plumes of half tlieir light 

Like that celmtial bird, — whose nest 
Is found beneath fsr Ea«tem skies, — 



Whose vrinfs, though radiant when at rest 
Lose aU tbesr glory whaa ha flaca!» 



Some difference, of i 

By which, though light, the links that 

The fondest hearts may soim be riven ; 

Some shadow in love's snmmer heaveo. 

Which, though a fleecy speck at inc. 

May yet in awfnl thunder bunt;— 

Such cloud it is, that now hangs ow 

The heart of the Imperial Lover, 

And fsr hath banash'd from hie sight 

Ub Nourmahal, hu Haram's light ! 

Hence is it, on this happy night. 

When Pleasure through the fields ami groves 

Has Ih loose all her world of lovea. 

And every heart has found its own,— 

He wanders, joyless and alone. 

And weary as that bird of Thrace, 

Whose pinion knows no resting^bce. ' 

In vain the loveliest cheeks and eyes 

This Eden of the earth sopplies 

Come crowding roond — the cheeks are pale. 
The eyes are dim — though rich the spot 
With every flower this earth h« got, 

What is it to the nightingale. 
If there his darling rose is not ? ' 
lo vain the Valley's smiling throng 
Wur«hip liim as he moves along ; 
He heeds them not — ooe smile of her% 
Is worth a world of worshippers. 
They but the Stars adorers are. 
She b the Heaven that lights the star! 

Hence b it too that Nourmahal, 

Amid the luxuries of thb boor, 
Far from the joyous festival, 

Siu in her own sequestered bower. 
With no one near, to soothe or aid. 
But that inspired and wondrous maid, 
Namouna, the enchantress ;— one. 
O'er whom hi<t race the golden Sun 
For nnremember'd years has run, 
Tet never mw brr blooming brow 
Younger or fairer than 't b now. 
Nay, rather, as the west-wind's sigh 
Freshens the flower it passes by. 
Time's wing but teem'd, in stealing o'er. 
To leave her lovelier than before. 
Yet on her smiles a sadness hung. 
And when, as oft, %\w spoke or sung 
Of other worlds, there r.imr a light 
From Iter dark eyes so strangely bright. 
That all believed nor man nor earth 
Were conscious of Namouna's birth ! 



* !■ ibt Malay Uaf iMfr Um wmm v««J Mfalfiat «mb«i 
■ TW ca^ul mt ShaJukiMB. 9n ••«•. f. »t, 

* S«v ib« rvprncBUiioa af tb« RaMrm G«p«<i, p«ai 
ritli wTMiW of lawt. ia PK«aT ■ CtrtmamUt lrfiy«"a— r>. 



* • Ameag th# hird* of Tenqaia •• a apeci** af fal 'Sadi, akkfc 
; tiaf* M a»rlnJioa«ly ih^i it ia rdllrj iIm C«l«««ial lird. lit viaf*. 

mkrm il iafx-rcbrd, app^^r *ari«fal^ ailti bvaatifai ralean, bat alira 
It Sm thry lose all tkcir •picadour.*— -<iaoMBa. 

* • At ibiM birdt oa lb« Ba«|tborMt ar* a«*cr kaeaa la ntt, thrj 
arr calM by iba Fr*arb • Irt Imea i*m»if%.'9 — D*Li.a«*t. 

> • Toa aa; place a baaJraJ baadfak af fraf raai barb* aa4 t^mm* 
bdor* iba aigbliagalf . yrl b« wiabaa aa«, ia bia caatual beaft. far 
■tar* ibaa tba •vaai braalb af bia brlarcJ raaa.*— Jaai. 
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All spclU and talismans she knew. 

From the |^at Mautra/ which around 
The Airs sublimcr Spirits drew, 

To the gold (;emf,' uf Afiric, bound 
Upon the wandering Arab's arm. 
To keep him from the SillimV harm. 
And she had pledged her powerful art. 
Pledged it with all the leal and licart 
Of one who knew, though high her sphere, 
What 't was to lose a love so dear. 
To find some spell that should recal 
Her Selim's4 smile to Nourraahal ! 

Twas midnight — through the lattice, wreathed 

With woodbine, many a perfume breathed 

From plants that wakf when others sleep, 

From timid jasmine buds, that keep 

Their o<lour to themselves all day. 

But, when the sun-light dies away. 

Let the delicious secret out 

To every breese that roams about; — 

When thus Namouna : — u T is the hour 

That scatters s{»ell4 on herb and flower. 

And garlands might be gather d now, 

That, twined around the slce|>er's brow. 

Would uiakc him dream of such delights, 

Such miracles and dazzling sights 

A.S Genii of the sun behold, 

Ac evening, from their tents of gold 

Upou the horizon — where they play 

Till twilight comet, and, ray by ray, 

Their sunny mansions melt away ! 

Now, too, a cliaplet might be wreailicd 

Of buds o'er which the moon lias breatlicd, 

WJiich worn by her, whose love has stray 'd, 

Might bring some Peri from the skies, 
Some sprite, whose very soul is made 

Of llowreto, breaths, and lovers* siglis, 

And who might tell m 

u For me, for me,» 
Crieil Nourmahal, impatiently, 
w Oh ! twine tliat wreath for me to-night.n 
Then, rapidly, witli foot as light 
As the young muak-roe s, out she flew 
To cull each shining leaf that grew 
Iteuealh the moonlight's hallowing beams 
For this enchanted Wreatla of Dreams. 
Anemones and S:!as of Gold,^ 

And new-blown lilies of the river. 
And those sweet (low rets, that unfold 

Their buds on Camadeva's quiver;^ 
The tube-rose, witli her silvery light, 

Tliat in tlie Gardens of Malay 



* • He ii ui.l to liarr found ilir great Mantrn, «pcll or uluman, 
ibrougli «hii-|i Ite rulr«i orcr the elemoatt and •piriu of all dcooui- 
naliuiif.* — WiLioaa. 

* • Thr Quid jnvelt of Jinnir, whirli are called bj tbe AraU El 
IleiTf*. fn.m tite Mip|i«Mrd riMrai ibey oonuin.* — Jaciioa. 

* • A drinon, auppoted to bauat woodi, etc. ia a bumaa tkapc.* 
Ri<-H«aatOB. 

* Tbe name of Jeli<n|;iiire before hi* arrcatioa lo the (hroae. 

* « llrmatigara, or tlir Sea of Gold, wilh flovera of lb* brigbtcat 
(;»ld colour.*— Sia W.Jomi. 

* •Tbia tree (the Nagjcetara) ia one of the aioat deligbtfol oa earth, 
aad the deli'iiin* odour of ita blotaona jnitlj give* ihca a place in 
the t|ui*er of Canadeva, or tbe Cod of l^ro.a — IJ, 



Is call'd the Mutress of the Night,* 
So like a bride, scented and bright. 

She comes out when the sun 's away. 
Amaranths, such as crown the maids 
That wander through Zamara's sliades ;* 
And the white moon-flower, as it shows 
Go Serendib's liigh crags to those 
Who near the iJe at evening saii, 
Scenting her clove-trees in the gale; 
In short, all flowrels and all plants. 

From the divine Amrita tree,^ 
Tliat blesses Heaven's inhabitants 

Wilh fruits of immortality, 
Down to the bauH tuft, that waves 
Its fragrant blossom over graves. 

And to the humble rosemary. 
Whose sweets so thauklessly arc shed 
To scent the desert^ and the dead. 
All in lliat garden bloom, and all 
Are galher'd by young Nourmahal, 
Who hraps her baskets witli the flowers 

And leaves, till they can hold no more. 
Then to Namouua flies, and showers 

Upon her lap the shining store. 

With what delight the Enchmntresa Yiews 

So many buds, bathed with the dews 

And beams of that bless'd hour! — her gUnce 

Spoke something, past all mortal pleostirrs. 
As, in a kind of holy trance. 

She hung above those fragrant treasures. 
Bending to drink their balmy airSi, 
As if she mix'd her soul wilh theirs. 
And>'twas, indeed, the perfume shed 
From flowers and scented flame that fed 
Her charmed life — for none had e*cr 
Beheld her taste of mortal fare, 
Nor ever in aught earthly dip, 
But the mom's dew, her roseate Up. 
Fill'd with the cool inspiring smell. 
The EnchaulrcSA now begins her spell. 
Thus singing, as she winds and weaves 
In mystic form the glittering leaves : 



I know where the winged visions dwell 

That around the night-bed play; 
I know each herb and flowret's bell. 
Where they hide their wings by day. 
Then hasten we, maid. 
To twine our braid, 
To-morrow the dreams and flowers will CmU. 



< ■ The Malayaaa ityle the tnb«-rote (Poliaathm tab*i«w) Saaial 
Malam, or tbe MUtreaa of the Nighr.* — Pumaar. 

■ sThe people of the Baita couatrjr ia Sumatra (efwkacli Zaun ia 
one of the ancirot namea), wbrn nut engaged i« war. lead an iCc 
inactire life, patting the day iu pla)ing on a kiii4 of l«lr, 
with garland* of (lovrit. among which the globa ataimathaa, a 
of the country, aMMlly prerailt.*— M4aiaBB. 

* The Urgrat and ririieai »<irt (of the Jamba ur rata amilc%ia4 
Anarita or imiaorlal, aad thr njlbologiala of Tibet apply tW %^mt 
word to a releattal irre, bearing anbroaial fraiC* — Sam W. Jan^ 

* Saeet Baail, called llayhan, in Prra>a, aad gcacrally faavM M 
cfaorcb-yarda. 

* a ia the Great Deaert arc foaad Maay tulka of la« 
roaeaary.a^^j c|. Rt*. 
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The ima^e of love, that nightly Aiet . 

To visit the ba&hfal maid. 
Steals firom the jasmine flover, that sighs 

Its soul, like her, in the shade. 
The hope, in dreams, of a happier hoar 

That alights on misery's brow. 
Springs out of the silvery almond-flower. 

That blooms on a leafless bough. ' 
Then, hasten we, maid. 
To twine our braid. 
To-morrow the dreams and flowers will fade. 

The visions, that oft to worldly eyes 

The gfitler of mines unfold. 
Inhabit the mountain-herb,' that dyes 

The tooth of the fawn like gold. 
The phantom shapes — oh touch not them — 

That appal the murderer's sight, 
Lnrk in the fleshly mandrake's stem. 

That shrieks, when torn at night ! 
Then hasten we, maid. 
To twine our braid. 
To-morrow the dreams and flowers will fmdt. 

The dream of the injured patient mind. 

That smiles at the wrongs of men. 
Is found in the bruised and wounded rind 
Of the cinnamon, sweetest then ! 
Then hasten we, maid. 
To twine our braid. 
To morrow the dreams and flowers will fide. 



No sooner was the flowery crown 

Placed on her head, than deep came down. 

Gently as nights of summer fill. 

Upon the lids of Nourroahal ; 

And, suddenly, a tuneful breeie. 

As full of small rich harmonies 

As ever wind, that o'er the tenU 

Of Axab^ blew, was fiill of scents. 

Steals on her ear and floats and swells. 

Like the first air of morning creeping 
Into those wreathy, red-sea shells. 

Where Love himself, of old, lay sleeping; — 4 
And now a spirit form'd, 'twould seem. 

Of music and of light, so Mr, 
So brilliantly his features beam. 

And such a sound is in the air 
Of sweetness, when he waves his wings. 
Hovers around her,' and thus sings : 



From Chiodara's' warbling fount I come, 
CalTd by that moonlight garland's spell ; 

From Chindan's fount, my hlrj home. 
Where in music, mom and night, I dwell ; 



whiw f«««n. 



oa tiM hmn 



The al«oaJ.<rc«. with 
. • — Hambi^v Iff. 

■ Aa bcflk •■ MoMOt LilMaa*, vhicb M ni4 f* CMBViaaicaM ■ 
d^Mr 0»Um k«« tm tbc t«ctb •/ ihc g«au ■■4 olh«r aaiatak dial 
raaa apaa it. 

* TW aiyrrit eaaatrf . 

« • TliM idn (af d«iiic« liviaf ia •briU) wai aat aabaova la iba 
raaka. «lia rtfmrat Um yaaaf Naritc*, aaa af ibc Capid*. ■• liviaf 
% tkttSU aa lfa« thom af iIm Ktd 9«a.«— Wiueta. 

• • A Cabalaaa faaaUia, atiara iaatnuarau art taU ta ka 
aarff playiag.»— Hica^aaaaa. 



Where luies in the air are lieard about. 

And voices are singing the whole day long, 
And every sigh tlie heart breathes out 
Is tum'd, as it leaves the lips, to song ! 

Hither I come 

From my fairy home. 
And if there 's a magic in music's strain, 

I swear by the breath 

Of that moonlight wreath, 
Tliy lover shall sigh at thy feet again. 

For mine is the lay that lightly floats. 

And mine are the murmuring dying noles^ 

That fall m soft as snow on the sea. 

And melt in the heart as instantly! 

And the passionate strain, that deeply going, 

Ilefines the bosom it trembles through. 
As the musk-wind, over the water blowing, 

Ruffles the wave, but sweetens it too! 

Mine is tlie duirm, whose mystic sway 
The spirits of past delight obey ; — 
Let but tlie tuneful talbman sound. 
And they come, like Genii, hovering round. 
And mine is the gentle song, that bean 

From ftoul to soul, the wishes of love. 
As a bird, that wafts through genial airs 

Tlie cinnamon seed from grove to grove.' 

Tis I that mingle in one sweet measure 
The past, the present, and future of pleasure; 
Wh^i Memory links the tone tliat is gone 

With the bliiwful tone that 's still in the 
And hope from a heavenly note flies on 

To a note more heavenly still that is n^r ' 



The warrior's heart, when touch'd by me, 

Can as downy soft and as yielding be 

As his own white plume, tliat high amid death 

Through the field lus shone — yet moves with a 

breath. 
And, oh how the eyes of beauty glisten, 

When music has reach'd her inward soul, 
Like the silent stars, that wink and listen 
While heaven's eternal melodies roll ! 

So, liither I come 

From my fairy home. 
And if there's a magic in mtisic's strain, 

I swear by the breath 
Of that moonlight wreath. 
Thy lover shall sijh at thy feet again. 



Tis dawn — at least that earlier dawn. 
Whose glimpses are ngnin withdrawn,* 
As if the morn had waked, and then 
Shut close her lids of light again. 
And Nourmahal is'up, and trying 

The wonders of her lute, whose strings-* 
Oh bliss I — now murmur like the sighing 

From that ambrosial Spirit's wings! 



* ■ TIm PoBipadoar pifvan it ibr tpcdai wUck, by carrytaf iba 
frail of Um ciaaiiBoa le ^tfTarcai placaa, M a fmt diaMSMaaiar af 
this *alaable Irae.* — 8«a Bsava't lllugtr. Tab. 19. 

* • Tbey bava twa aMraiaf*. lb« Saabbi KaaiaB, aa4 iba Saabbi 
Sadif, tbc lalM aa4 iba nal 4ay Naah.— W^aiaa. 
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And theo, her voice — 't is more than hnnun — 

Never, till now, had it been given 
To lipt of any mortal woman 

To utter notet to freth from heaven ; 
Sweet as the breath of angel sighs, 

When angel sighs are most divine.—- 
« Oh ! let it last till night,» she cries, 

« And he is more than ever mine.» 
And hourly she renews the lay. 

So fearftU lest its heavenly sweetness 
Should, ere the evening, ^de away. 

For things so heavenly have such fleetness! 
But, fiar from fading, it but grows 
Richer, diviner as it flows ; 
Till rapt she dwells on every string, 

And pours again each sound along. 
Like echo, lost and languishing 

In love with her own woodrons song. 
That evening (trusting that his soul 

Might be from haunting love released 
By mirth, by mnsic, and the bowl) 

The Imperial Selim held a feast 
In his magnificent Shalimar; — 
In whose saloons, when the first star 
Of evening o'er the waters trembled, 
The valley's loveliest all assembled : 
All the bright creatures that, like dreams, 
Glide through Hs foliage, and drink beams 
Of beauty from its founts and streams,' 
And all those wandering minstrel-maids. 
Who leave— how can they leave 7 — the shades 
Of that dear valley, and are found 

Singing in gardens of the south ' 
Those songs, that ne'er so sweetly sound 

As from a young Cashmcriao's mouth. 
There too the Harem's inmates smile ; — 

Maids from the west, with sun-bright hair, 
. And from the garden of the Nile, 

Delicate as the roses there ; — ' 
Daughters of Love from Cypms' rocks, 
With Paphian diamonds in their locks; — < 
Light Peri forms, such as there are 
On the gold meads of Gandahar ;^ 
And they, before whose sleepy eyes. 

In their own bright Kathaian bowers. 
Sparkle such rainbow butterflies,^ 

That they might fancy the rich flowers. 



* • Tlw vatcrt of Cacbeair ar* Ui« mor* rcaowofJ froa its being 
«BppoMd that tht GMbradriaat ara iadablad far tbctr baaaty to tbeai.* 
Am Tatai. 

' • From bim I racairad ibc foUowiag little Gaiaal, or Loea Soag, 
the noica of wbicb ba eeouaittad to paper froa tba voice of oae of 
tbote uBfing girl* of Caeboiara, wbo wander frea tbal daligbcfal 
*«lley o*er the varioai parts of lodia.*— Permia Min*Hmmiri. 

* • The roses of tba liaan Ifila. or Qardco oC tba Nil* (atucfaeJ 
to the F.Mperor of Morocco's palace) are anaiiwJIad. aa4 aatrssaes 
are made of their leaves for the aaa of rank to raoluM ■poB.e-~J4Cs- 
soa. 

* • On the side of a mountaia near Papbos there is a aewa wbicb 
prodaors the moat beaatifnl re«% crystal. Onaccooal of its brUliancy 
it has been called tba Papbiaa diaaaad.*— M«iiTt. 

* • There it a part of Gandahar called Porta, or Pairy-Laad.* — 
TuBTBWOf . In some of those roaniriea to the North of India rege- 
sabla gold ia sappoaed to be prodacod. 

* • l^eaa are the butterf ies wbicb are called ia lb« Cbiaaa ka- 
gnsge Plying Leaves. Some of tbaa bava sacb sbiafng coloan, aad 
are so variegated, tbal ibcy may be called fying tcmmi —i indeed 
they are alwap predaead ia tba fiaaatiowofwgardaas. •—!>•■«. 



That round them in the sun lay sighing, 
Ilad been by magic all set flying ! 

Every thing young, every thing fair. 
From east and west is blushing there : 
Except — except^-oh Nourmahal ! 
Thou loveliest, dearest of them all, 
The one, whose smile shone out alone. 
Amidst a world the only one ! 
Whose light, among so many lights^ 
Was like that star, on fttarry nights. 
The seaman singles from the sky. 
To steer his bark for ever by ! 
Thou wert not there — so Selim tliought. 

And every thing scem'd drear without thee : 
But ah ! thou wert, thou wert—and brought 

Thy charm of song all fresh about thee ; 
Mingling unnoticed with a band 
Of lutanists from many a land, 
And veil'd by such a mask as shades 
The features of young Arab maids, — * 
A mask that leaves but one eye free, 
To do its best in witchery, — 
She roved, with beating heart, around. 
And waited, trembling, for the minute 
When she might try if still the sound 

Of her loved lute had magic in it. 

The board was spread with fruits and wine ; 
With grapes of gold, like those that shine 
On Gasbin's hills ;>— pomegranates fall 

Of melting sweetness, and the peart 
And sunniest apples ^ that Caubul 

In all iu thousand gardens 4 bears; 
Plantains, the golden and the green, 
Malaya's nectar'd mangusteen ;^ 
Prunes of Bokara, and sweet nuts 

From the far groves of Samarcand, 
And Basra dates, and apricots. 

Seed of the Sun,<^ from Iran's land ; — 
With rich conserve of Visna cherries,? 
Of orange flowers and of those berries 
That, wild and fresh, the young gaselles 
Feed on in Erac's rocky dells.' 
All these in richest vases smile. 

In baskets of pure sandal-wood, 
And urns of porcelain frt>m that isle9 

Sank underneath the Indian flood, 



* ■ Tba Arabian woaea wear black aaaks wiib Utile 
tily ordered.*— G«aiiai. flinoaa acationt tbeir a b ea i af fcat oae 
eye in cooverutioa. 

* ■ The goldea grapes of Casbia.*— Dwert^iCiOB »/ ft 

* m The ffaiis exported from Caabol are applm, poors, 
nates,* etc.— ELvaiasroaa. 

4 • We at dowa aadar a tree, lietenod to tba birda. aad talbad «M 
tba soa of oar Mehmaundar aboai oar coaatry aad Caaksl, af 
he gave aa enebantiog acconat : that city aad ila ba ad taJ 
gardeat,* etc.— Itf. 

* • The Maagutteeo, the most delicate frait ia tbc world ; tka ptide 
of the Malay lalaada.*— M«aaaBa. 

* • A doliciooa kind of apricot, called by tba 
abaaM, aigaiiyiaf saa'a aed.* — Dtseript. e/ P eias a . 

' • Sweataaau ia a crystal cap, coaslstiog of r aa l aaa la 
serve, with lemoa or Tiana cherry, orange flowers,* el 

■ • Antelopes cropping the fresh bcrrim of ■rac.s— >na 
Imkmt, a poca of T«a«v*. 

* Ma%ri-fa>8iaa. aa islaad acnr FornaoM. aappaoad -ca 
sank ia the sea for tbo criaes of ita inhabittaa. 
ibe fisbe i msa aad divers briag ap from it 
price ia Cbiaa aad lapaa.— Soa Kawrvaa. 
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Wbenec ^H ike liieky di««r briafi 
Vaws 10 §rac« th« hiilk of kioft. 
WioM too, of every cImdc aad kat. 
Around tkcir Uqnki lustre ikrew; 

Anker Roiolli,'— tke brigki dew 
From vineyante of ibe GrecA-Sea 
And Sbiras wise, tkai richly ran 

At if tboc jewel, brge aod r»re, 
Tbe ruby, for wkicb Rublai-ftkao 
Offcr'd a ciiy't irealtk,^ vat Miitkif , 

Melted witkiil tke foMeu there! 



And an^ly Selin qnafb of each. 

And Mena rctohred tbe Boodt tbaU raach 

Hit invard heart,*— eheddiiif aranpd 

A genial dekige. at they ma. 
That toon tkali leave no tpot nndrowa'd* 

For Love to rett kit wingt upon. 

He little knew kow well the boy. 

Can float npon a goblet't ttreamt, 
Lifhlinf them with hit tmile of joy ; — 

At bank have teen him, in their dreamt, 
Down ike bloe Gaoget laaghiof glide 

Upon a roty loint wreath,^ 
Catching new Inttre from the tide 

Thai with hit image thone beneath. 

Bat what are cnpt, without tbe aid 

Of tong to fpeed them at they flow ? 
And l ee a lovely Georgian maid. 

With ail tke bloom, tbe frethen'd glow 
Of her own country maidens' looks, 
When warm they rite from Teflit' brookt; * 
And witk an eye, wkote rettlett ray, 

FuU, floating, dark — oh be, who knowt 
Hit keart it weak, of Heaven thould pray. 

To guard him from tuch eyet at thoie ! 
With a voluptnottt wildoett flings 
Her laovry band across the tiringt 
Of a tyrinda,' and thus siogs:— 




And precious their tears at that rain from tke sky,' 
Which turns into pearit at it ItUs in tke tea. 

Oh ! think what tbe kitt and tbe tmile matt be worth. 
When tbe sigh aod tbe tear are so perfect ia blim; 

And own, if there be an Elysium on earth. 
It is this, it is this. 

Here sparkles tlie nectar tkat, kallow'd by love. 
Could draw down those angels of old from their sphere, 

Who for wine of this earth * left tbe fountains above. 
And forgot Heaven's stars for tbe eyes we have kcre. 

And, bless'd with the odour our goblet gives forth. 
What spirit tbe sweets of bis Edea would mimt 

For oh ! if there be an Elysium on earth. 
It is this, it is this. 



The Georgian's song was scarcely nraie. 

When tbe same measure, sound for sound, 
Wat caught op by another hue. 

And so divinely breathed around. 
That all stood htish'd and wondering. 

And turo'd and look'd into tbe air. 
As if ihey thought to see the vring. 

Of Israfll,} the angel, there; 
So powerfully on every soul 
That new, enchanted measure stole. 
While now a voice, tweet as the note 
Of the charm'd lute, was heard to float 
Along its chords, aod so eniwioe 

lu sound witli theirs, that none knew whether 
The voice or lute was most divine, 

80 wondroosly they went together: — 



r, come hither — by night and by day. 
We linger in pleasures that never are gone ; 
tike tke waves of the summer, as one dies away, 

Aaotker as sweet and as shining comes on. 
And the love that is o'er, in expiring gives birth 

To a new one as warm, as unequall'd in bUss; 
And ok ! if tkere be an Elysium on earth. 
It is this, it is this. 

Here maidens are sighing, and fragrant their sigh 
As the flower of the Amra just oped by a bee {7 

« Ptnimm Vrntm. 

* m TIm wkkm via* of KUmm. 

* • TW Ktag ml Z«ilaa •• mM t* hav* Um vtry •■••• ral^ ibal vm 
•«ar CMS. KaU«i-Kkaa trnt mmI •Ifmnd Um «•!«• •€ a dty tor it. 
bat Um Ktag mmtmwni Im wo«U m«n f^n it IWr A* irMMr* sf iIm 



There's a bliss beyond all that the minstrel has told. 
When two, that are link'd in one heavenly tie. 

With heart never changing and brow never cold. 
Love on ilirough all ills, and love on till they die! 

One hour of a passion so sacred is worth 

Whole ages of heartiest and wandering blist ; 

And oh ! if there be an Elytium on earth. 
It it ihit, it is this. 



ftifa tkM Csfii wmt im 
flaagwiB tk» Wj w p hi a N«laaik«.» — S«« Pb«««>t. 

' TaiSB •• ea hW f^ far iit aaiaral wmwm katka. 

S • TIm larfiaa Syrfarfa, ar fahar. •«>#?•«•. 

* ■ PiBflnfal arc iba fa«»r« af tka AaM-a-traM mm tiia mm 
laya. wyi« tba aanamriag Wn panaa Amir valaptaaaa lail.a 
mf / aj ra rf aaa. 



T was not the air, 'I was not the vfords. 
But that deep raagic in the chords 
And in the lips, that gave such power 
As music knew not till that hour. 
At once a hundred voices said, 
a It is the mask'd Arabian maid !a 
While Selim, who had fell ihr'strain 
Deepest of aoy, and had lain 
Some minutes wrapt, as in a trance. 

After the fairy sounds were o'er. 
Too inly tooch'd for utterance. 

Now motion'd vriih his hand for more : — 



Fly to the desert, fly with ma, 

Our Arab tenu are rude for thae ; 

But oh ! the choice what heart caa doabt 

Of tents with love, or thrones vrilkoat T 



Kas fl«aaAL. 



»"f 



* ■ Tba NiMB. or drapa af apciaf rata^ 
dar* p«aHa if tbry fall iaia UMlia.* — ftaca* 

■ ¥mr aa acraaat af tha alMra abtck aiaa 
fala, •— M *atTi. 

• TW Aaf«l of Maaic.— Sm Ba«a. p. 48. 
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Our rocks are roagli, but smiluig there 
The acacia waTCt her yellow hair. 
Lonely and sweet, nor loved the lest 
For flowering in a wildemeia. 

Our sands are bare, but down their slope 
The silvery -footed antelope 
As gracefidly and gaily springs 
As o'er the marble courts of kings. 

Then come — thy Arab maid will be 
The loved and lone acacia-tree. 
The antelope, whose feet shall bleu 
With their light sound tliy loneliness. 

Ob ! there are looks and tones that dart 
An instant sunshine through tlie heart, — 
As if the soul that mionte caught 
Some treasure it through life had sought ; 

As if the very lips and eyes 
Predestined to have all our sigliA, 
And never be forgot again, 
Sparkled and spoke before us then! 

So came thy every glance and tone. 
When first on me they breathed and shone, 
New, as if brought from other spheres. 
Yet welcome as if loved for years ! 

Then fly with me, — if thou hast known 
No other flame, nor falsely thrown 
A gem away, that thou hadst sworn 
Jihould ever in thy heart be worn. 

Gome, if tlie love thou hast for me 
Is pure and fresh as mine for thee, — 
Fresh as the fountain under ground 
When first 't is by the lapwing found.' 

But if for me thou dost forsake 
Some other maid, and rudely break 
Her worshipp'd image from its base. 
To give to me the ruin'd place ; — 

Then, fare thee well—I'd rather make 
My bower upon some icy lake 
When thawing suns begip to shine. 
Than trust to love so false as thine ! 



There was a pathos in this lay. 

That even without enchantments art. 
Would instantly have found its way 
Deep into Selim's burning heart; 
But breathing, as it did, a tone 
To earthly lutes and lips unknown. 
With every chord fresh from the touch 
Of music's spirit, — ^"t was too much ! 
Starting, he dash'd away ihe cup, — 

Which, all the time of this sweet air. 
His hand had held, untasted, up, 



As if 't were fix'd by magic there, — 
And naming her, so long unnamed. 
So long unseen, wildly exclaim'd, 
« Oh, Nourmahal ! oh, Nourmahol ! 

Hadst thou but sung this vritching straui, 
I could forget — forgive thee all. 

And never leave those eyes again.* 
The mask is off — the charm is wrought — 
And Selim to his heart has caught. 
In blushes, more than ever bright, 
Uis Nourmahal, his Harem's Light ! 
And well do vanish'd frowns enhance 
The charm of every brighten'd glance; 
And dearer seems each dawning smile 
For having lost iu light awhile ; 
And, happier now for all her sighs. 

As on his arm her head reposes. 
She whispers him, with laughing eyes, 

« Remember, love, the Feast of Roses !» 



* TIm Hadlind, or Lapviaf. ii tu ff omti f hare tii« 
••vfriaf water mmdtr gr«mw4' 



p«ir*r of 4it- 



Fadladexn, at the conclusion of this li^C rhapsody, 
took occasion to sum up his opinion of the yooag 
Cashmerian's poetry, — of which, he trusted, they had 
that evening heard the last Having recapitnlaled the 
epithets, « frivolous » — « inharmonious* — « 
sical,» he proceeded to say that, vievrtng it in the 
favourable light, it resembled one of those HahiiviaB 
boats, to which the Princess had alluded in the rebtiM 
of her dream,* — a slight, gilded thing, smt adrift 
without rudder or ballast, and with nothing bat vapid 
sweets and faded flowers on board. The profwion, in- 
deed, of flowers and birds, which this poet had ready 
on all occasions — not to mention dews, gems, etc.— 
was a most oppressive kind of opulence to hu hearers; 
and had the unlucky effect of giring to his style all 
the glitter of the flower-garden without its aaeihod, 
and all the flutter of the aviary without its toog. la 
addition to this, he chose his subjects badly, and wh 
always mo&t inspired by the worst parts of thena. The 
cliarms of paganism, the merits of rebelfionv 
were the themes honoured with his particular 
siasm ; and in the poem just recited, one of his 
palatable passages was in praise of that bev e ra g a of dbe 
Unfaithful, wine ; « being, perhaps,* said he, relaBBg 
iuto a smile, as conscious of his own character in the 
Haram on this point, « one of those bards wboae fascy 
owes all its illumination to the grape, like that peiaAed 
porcelain, so curious and so rare, whose i ways are 
only visible when liquor is poured into iL* Upon the 
whole, it was his opinion, from the specimena which 
they had heard, and which, he be^ed to say, wen the 
most tiresome part of the journey, that— whatever 
other merits this well-dressed young gentleoian 
possess — poetry was by no means his proper 
« and indeed,* concluded the critic, « from hia 
for flowers and for birds, I would venture to 
that a florist or a bird-catcher is a much more snitaM* 
calling for him than a poet* 

They had now b<*gun to ascend those barren flaoamainB, 
which separate Cashmere from the rest of India; and, as 
the beats were intolerable, and the time of their cncaaqp- 
ments limited to the few hours necessary for nf r tih 

* S*t p«f« S9. 
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meat and repote, there wu an end to all their deli|;htfiil 
evcniogft, and Laila Rookh taw 00 more of Feraoion. 
She nov fell that her thort dream of happiocM was 
over, and that ihe had nothing but the recollection of 
its few biiasfiil hoiin^ like the one draught of ««eet 
water that terves the camel acroM the wildemett, to be 
her beart't refirethment during the dreary waste of life 
that was before her. The blight that had foUen upon 
her spirits soon found iu way to her cheek, and her 
ladies saw with regret — though not without some sus- 
picion of the cause — that the beauty of their mistress, 
of which they were almost as proud as of their own, 
was fast vanishing away at the Tery moment of all 
when she had most need of it. What must the Kins 
of Bocharia feel, when, instead of tlie lively and beau- 
tiful Lalla Rookh, whom the poeu of Delhi had de- 
scribed a» more perfect tlian the divioest images in the 
lioose of Aior, he should receive a pale and inanimate 
victim, upon whose cheek neitiier health nor pleaMire 
Uoomed, and ^m whose eyes Love had fled, — to bide 
hiouelf in her heart ! 

If any thiug could have charmed away tlie melan- 
choly of her spiriU7it would have been the fresh airs 
and enchanting vceoery of that Valley, which the Per- 
sians so justly called the Unequalled.* But neither the 
coolness of its atmosphere, co luxurious after tuilio); 
up those bare and burning mountains — neitiier the 
splendour of the miaareu and pagodas, that shone out 
from the depth of its woods, nor the grottos, hermi- 
uges, and miraculous fountains, which make every 
spot of that region holy ground; — neither the count- 
less water-falls, that rush into the Valley from all tlioM 
high and romantic mountains that encircle it, nor tlie 
htkr city on the Lake, whose houses, roofed with flow- 
ers, appeared at a distance like one vaftt and variegated 
parterre: — not aU tlieae wonders and glories of the 
most lovely country luder the tun could steal her heart 
for a minute from those lad thoughts which hut 
darkened and grew bitterer every step slie advanced. 

The gay pomps and processions that met her u|rou 
her entrance into the Valley, and the magnificence with 
which the roads ail along were flecoratcd, did honour 
to the taste and gallantry of the young King. It was 
ntgbt when they approached the city, and, for the lam 
two miles, they hnd passed under arches, thrown from 
hedge to hedge, festooned with only those rarest roKos 
from which the Attar Gul. more precious than gold, 
is distilled, and illuminated in rich and fMM:iful form<t 
with bnlcms of the triple-cokmred tortoise-shell of 
Piegn. Sometimes, from a dark wood by the side of 
the road, a display of fire-works would break out, so 
sndden and so brifliant, that a Bramin might think he 
saw that grove, in whose purple shade the God of 
Baltics was bom, bursting into a flame at the moment 
af his birth. — While, at other times, a quick and pbyful 
irradiation continued to brighten all tiie fields and 
fudens by which they passed, forming a line of 
dancing lights along the horizon; Uke the meteors of 
ihte north as they are teen by those hunters, who pur- 
the vrhite and blue foxes on the confines of the Icy 



These arches and fire-works delighted the ladies of 
the Princess exceedingly , and, with their usual good 
lope, they deduced from hit taste for illuminatioat. 



* Kackalrc k« KaMcr.— F«mih. 



that the king of Bucharia would make the most exem- 
plary huhband imaginable. Mor, indeed, coold Lalla 
Rookh herself help feeling the kindness and yiendour 
with wliich the young bridegroom welcomed her; — 
but she also felt how painful »§ tlie gratitude wliich 
kindness from those we canisot love excites ; and that 
tlietr best blandbhments come over th« heart with all 
that chilling and deadly svkeetness, which we can fuicy 
iu the cold odoriferous vriud that is to blow over this 
earth in the latt days. 

The marriage was fixed for the morning afker her 
arrival, when she was, for the first time, to be preaenicd 
to the monarch in that Imperial Palace beyond Uic 
lake, called the ShaUmar. Tliough a night of nmn 
wakeful and anxious thought had never been pMMd ia 
the Happy Valley before, yet when she rose is the 
nioming and her ladies came round her, to iMJa t in 
the adjustment of the bridal ornaments, they thoafhc 
they had never Men her look half »o bcf utifiil. What 
the had lost of the bloom ami radiancy of her charms 
was more tliao made up by that intellectual ex p res si on, 
that ioul in the eyes which is wortli all the rest of 
loveliness. When they Iwd tinged her fingeni with the 
Henna leaf, and placed upon her brow a smaU coronet 
of jeweU, of the shape worn by the ancient Queens of 
Bucharia, they flung over her head the rose-coloured 
bridal veil, and she proceedeil to the barge that was to 
convey her across the lake; — fint kiwing, with a 
inoumfol look, the little amulet of cornelian which her 
father had hung about lier neck at parting. 

The morning was as fair as tlie maid upon whosa 
nuptials it rose, and the sliining lake, all covered with 
Ikmu, the minstrels playing upon the shores of the 
iiJands, aud the crowded summer-houses on the green 
liilU around, with shawls and banners waving from 
their roofs, presented such a picture of animated re- 
joicing;, as only she, who was the object of it all, did 
not feel with transport. To Lalla Rookli alone it was 
.1 melancholy pageant ; nor could slie have even borne 
to look upon the scene, were it not for a hope that, 
among the crowds around, slie might once more per- 
hap* catch a glimpse of Ferainori. So much was her 
iniaeination luunted by thi« titought, that there was 
scarcely an iidet or boat she pasMcd, at which her heart 
did not flutter with a momentary fancy that he was 
there. Happy, in her eyes, the humblest slave upon 
whom tlie light of his dear looks fell !— In the barge im- 
mediately after ilie Princess was Fadladeen, vrith his 
silken curteins thrown widely apart, that all might 
have the benefit of his august presence, and with his 
head full of the speech he was to deliver to the King, 
.« concerning Keramon, and literature, and the Chabuk, 
as connected therewith. » 

They liad now entered the canal which leads from 
the lake to the splendid domes and saloons of the Sha- 
Umar, and glided on through gardens ascending from 
each bank, full of flowering shrubs that made the air 
all perfume ; while from the middle of the canal roee 
jets of water, smooth aud unbroken, to such a dasxling 
lieight, that they stood like pillars of diamond in the 
sunshine. After sailing under tlie arches of various 
saloons, they at length arrived at the last and most 
magnificent, where the monarch awaited the coming 
of his bride ; and such was the agiution of her heart 
and frame, tliat it was with difficulty she walked up 
the marble steps, which were covered with cloth of 
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gold for heraMent from the barj)^. At the end of the 
liall stood two thronet, as precious at the Ceruleaji 
Throne oF Koolbor^ on one of which sat AUris, the 
youthful King of Bucharia, and on the other was, in a 
few minutes, to be placed the most beautiful Princess 
in the worid. — Immediately upon the entrance of Lalla 
Rookh into the saloon, the monarch descended from 
his throne to meet her; but, scarcely had he time to 
take her hand in his, when she screamed with surprise 
and fainted at his feet. It was Feramorx himself that 
Mood before her! — Feramors was, himself, the Sove- 
reign of Oucharia, who in this disguise had accompanied 
his young bride from Delhi, and, having won her love 
ns an humble minstrel, now amply deserved to enjoy it 
asa King. 

The consternation of Fadladeen at this discovery 
was, for the moment, almost pitiable. But change of 
ofHuion u a resource too convenient in courts for this 
experienced courtier not to have learned to avail him- 
self of it. His criticisms were all, of course, recanted 
instantly; he was seized with an admiration of the 
King's verses, as unbounded as, he begged him fo be- 
lieve, it was disinterested ; and the following week saw 
him in possession of an additional place, swearing by 
all the saints of Islam that never had there existed so 
great a poet as the Monarch, Aliris, and ready to pre- 
scribe his favourite regimen of the Chabuk for every 
man, woman, and child that dared to think other- 
wise. 

Of the happiness of the King and Queen of Bucharia, 
after such a beginning, there can be but little doubt ; 
and, among the lesser symptoms, it is recorded of Lalla 
Rookh, that, to the day of her death, in memory of 
their delightful journey, she never called the King by 
any other name than Feramorx. 



NOTES. 



Page 1. 

Tbisi particulars of the visit of the King of Bucharia 
to Aurungxebe are found in Dow's History oflndosian, 
vol. iii. p. 3g2. 

Page 1, line i5. 

L«iU. 

The mistress of Nejnoun, upon whose story so many 
romances, in all the languages of the East, are founded. 

Page I, line i5. 

Shirioe. 

For the loves of this celebrated beauty with Khosrou 
and with Ferhad, see D'Hkibklot, Gibbon, Oriental Col- 
UctionSf etc. 

Page I, line i5. 

Dcvild^. 

« The history of the loves of Dewild^ and Chizer, the 
son of the Emperor Alia, is written in an elegant poem, 
by the noble Ghusero.a— Fmishta. 

Page I , line 45. 

TboM iaaigaia of lb« Enpcror'i faTCur. etc. 

« One mark of honour or knighthood bestowed by 
the emperor is the permission to wear a small kettle- 



drum at the bows of th^r saddles, which at firtt 
invented for the training of hawks, and to eall diem to 
the lure, and is worn in the field by all sportsmen to 
thatend.»— Fbtu's Travels. 

• Those on whom the king has co nfe rred the priri- 
lege must wear an ornament of jeweb on the nl|^t side 
of the turban, surmounted by a high plume of the fea- 
thers of a kind of egret. This bird is fband only ia 
Cashmeer, and the feathers are carefully collected for 
the king, who bestows them on his nobles.* — ELrwuh 
stomb's Account of Caubnl. 

Page I , line So. 

K«d«r Khan, etc. 

« Khedar Khan, the Khakan, or King of Tnrqnestan 
beyond the Gihon (at the end of the eleventh eentury). 
whenever he appeared abroad was preceded by seven 
hundred horsemen with silver battle-axes, and was fol- 
lowed by an equal number bearing maces of gold. He 
was a great patron of poetry, and it was he who used to 
preside at public exercises of genius, with four baaiDs 
of gold and silver by him to distribute among the poets 
who excelled. » — Richaboson's Dissertation prtfuced Is 
his'Dictionary. 

Page 1, line 5a. 

Tba gilt pia*-appl««, etc. 

« The kubdeh, a large golden knob, geoeraUy in the 
shape of a pine-apple, on the top of the canopy over 
the litter or palanquin.n — Scott's Notes on tke Bmkmr' 
dannsh. 

Page i,line 5$. 

Th« roM-««loar«d veila of the Priac«M** BlUr. 

In the poem of Zohair, in the Moallakat, dacre is 
the following lively description of « a company of 
maidens seated on camels :»— 

« They are mdunted in carriages covered with 
costly awnings, and with rose<;olour^ veils, the fiiuQ|S 
of which have the hue of crimson Andem-wood. 

« When they ascend firom the bosom of the tale 
they sit forward on the saddle-clotltt, with evcrf 
mark of a voluptuous gaiety. 

« Now, when they have reached the brink of yon 
blue gushing rivulet, they fix the poles of their taan 
like U&e Arab with a settled mansion.* 

Page 1 , line 58. 

A yoaag female alaTC tat faaaiaf Imt. «(«. 

See Bemiers description of the attendanta OB 
chanaro-Begum in her progress to Cashmere. 

Page 3, line at. 

Ralifion, of whirh AuraBgtebe waa a moaificvat y i< p> cc f «i 

This hypocritical Emperor would have made a 
thy associate of certain Holy Leagues.—* He bdd the 
cloak of religion (says Dow) between his acdons 
vulgar ; and impiously thanked the Divinity for a 
cess which he owed to his own wickedness. Whsa ha 
was murdering and persecuting his brothers and their 
families, be was building a magnificent dum^uc at 
Delhi, as an offering to God for his assistance to him in 
the civil wars. Ue acted as high-priest at the 
tioo of this temple ; and made a practice of ati 
divine service there, in the humble dress of a Fakcer. 
But when be lifted one hand to the Divinity, he, with 
the other, signed warrants for the assassination of his 
relations. »—J7utoi7' of Hindostanf vol. iii. p. ^5. See 



LALLA ROOKU. 



6l 



emiml CoUcdioM, vol i. p. 3»o. 

Page 3. Koe aS. 

« TIm Idol at Jagbenuit has two fine diamoiMb for 
No yoldsattth it nffered to enter the Pagoda, 
hairiaf iiole one of theM eyes, being locked up all 
vUh tko IdoL»— TATKamKa. 

Page 3, tine 37. 

See a detcription of ibeae royal gardens in « An 
Account of the present State of Delhi, by LieuL W. 
Franklin.*— ^nat RtMmrek. vol. iv. p. 417. 

Page a, line 34. 

Lmkamlfmii. 

« !■ the aeighboarbood is Nolte Gill, or the Lake of 
Pearl, which receives this name from its pellndd wa- 
ter.*— PnaAnT's BimdoQtUn. 

« Nasir Jnng, encamped in the vicinity of the Lake of 
Tonoor, amnaed himself with sailing on that clear and 
beaniifbl water, and gave it the fsndful name of Hotee 
Talab, ' the Lake of Pearls,' which it still i«ttins.»— 
Wjuu's SoHlk 0/ India. 

Page 3, line 37. 

Dw ia ti by M« frMi lb* Irfw •! iIm Wmi. itr. 

Sir Thomas Roe, Ambassador from James L to Je- 
haaguire. 

Page 3, line 5i. 

LovM of Wanak hui Exra. 

« The romance Wemakweasra, written in Persian 
verse, which contains the loves of Wamak and Eire, 
two celebrated lovers, who lived before the time of Ma- 
.»— /Totes on Ae Ortental TaUt, 



Plige a, line 5i. 

Of lb« falr-hairaJ ZaI. aad Ui aaiMraw, B«4aliv«r. 

Tlieir amoor is recounted in the Shab-Nameh of 
Ferdonsi; and there is much beauty in the passage 
which describes the slaves of Rodahvrr, sitting on thr 
bank of the river and throvring (lowers into the stream, 
in order to draw the attention of the young hero, who 
is encamped on the opposite side. — See Ciampiom's 
TrmnslmUnt. 

Page a, line S3. 

Thm i—lil •r aitMaai with dia l«rriW« Wki«« Daa«a. 

Rosum b the Hercules of the Persians. For the 
particnlars of his victory over the Sepeed Deeve, or 
White Demon, see Oriental Collections, vol. ii. p. 45.— 
Near the city of Shirans is an immense quadrangular 
motrament in commemoration of this combat, calle«l 
the Kelat-i-deev Sepeed, or Castle of the White Giant, 
wlHch Father Angelo, in his Gasophyladnm Perucom, 
p. 1 37, declares to have been the most memorable mo- 
munenc nf antiquity which he had seen in Persia.— See 
OoiBLsr's Pertian Miscellanies. 

Page a, line S9. 

TiMir foy** asklcM. 

« Th* women of the Idol, or dancing girls of the 
Pafodn, have little golden bells fastened to their feet, 
the soft, harmonious tinkling of which vibrates in oni- 
aoo with the exquisite melody of their voices.»««MAn- 
a&ca's Indian JnUquities. 

« The Arabian conrtaaaaa, like the ladiaa women, 



have little golden beUs fastened round thetr legs, nock 
and elbows, to the sound of which they dance before 
the king. The Arabian princesses wear foldea rings 
on their fingers, to which little bdls are suspended, as 
in the Bowing tresses of their hair, that their superior 
rank may be known, and they themselves receive in 
pawing the homage due to them.»— See Calmkt's Die- 
tionarjy art. Bells. 

Page 3, line 73. 

« Abou-Tige, ville de la Thebasde. oik il crolt benn- 
coup de pavou noirs, dont se fsit le meilleur opium.*— 

D'IIlSStl.OT. 

Page 3, line 84- 



TIkat ti»l of « 

« He and the three Ramas are described as youths of 
perfect beauty ; and the Princesses of Hindustan were 
all passionately in love with Crishna, who continues to 
this hour the darling god of the Indian women.»— 
Sts W. JoNis, on the Gods of Greece, Italy, and 
India. 

Page 3, line 93. 

TW ttliawl-f Ml sf TfbaC 

See TL'sifia's Emhnssy for a description of this ani- 
mal, « the moAi beautiful among the whole tribe of 
goau.» The material for the shawls (which b carried 
to Cashmere) is found next the skin. 

Page a, line lis. 

TIm raiM Proph«« of Khnraaaaa. 

For the real history of this impostor, whose original 
name was Hakem ben Haschem, and who was called 
Mokanna from the veil of silver gauae (or, as othen 
say, golden) which he alwap wore, see D'HnutoT. 

Page 3, line 116. 

Fl««rr«a aaJ fmiu Uaali %^*t wurj aCraaa. 

« The fruits of Item are finer than those of any 
other place : and one cannot see in any other city such 
palaces, with groves, and streams, and gardens.*— Ean 
IIau&al's Geography. 

Page 3, line 4* 

For, br l««a iMaiao**, Im vaUrifa aaiJ. 
Wara rraa llM giraaa, »ira a» la«a i y aha^ 
O^cr Moaaaa't dMvk. 

« Ses diM'iples assuraient qu'il se couvrail le visage 
pour ne pas eblouir ceux qui I'approchaient par Tecbt 
de son visage comme Moyse.» — DUaaaBLor. 

Page 3, line 1 5. 

la UlraJ ta iIm Calipli'i kaa of aifki. 

«ll fant remarquer ici, touchant les habits blancs des 
disciples de Hakem, que la couleur des habila, des coif- 
fures et des ('tendards des Rhalifes Abassidea ^tant la 
noire, ce chef de rebelles ne pouvait paa en chobsr una 
qui lui fut plus opposee.» — D'HaaasLOT. 

Page 3, line 18. 

Javrliat of ib« ligbt Kaikaiaa raad. 

« Our dark javelins, exquisitely wrought of Kathaian 
reedfl, slender and delicatc.i* — Poem of Amm, 

Page 3, line ao. 

Fiird with (b« %x»m% thai Uaaai an Iraa'a riran. 

The Persians call this pUut Gas. The celebrated 
shaft of bfieodiar, one of their ancient heroes, was 
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made of it.» — Nothing can be more beautiful than the 
appearance of this plant in flower during the rains on 
the banks of rivers, -where it is usually interwoTen with 
a lovely twining asclepias.» — Sii W. Jonbs, Botanical 
Observations on Select Indian Plants. 

Page 3, line a5. 

Like m dMBar-trvc frove. 

The oriental plane. « The chenar is a delightful tree; 
its bole is of a fine white and smooth bark ; and its 
foliage, which grows in a tuft at the summit, is of a 
bright green.M— Hoiiii's Travels. 

Page 3, line Sy. 

Widi tnrbsn'd head*, of every hnr aad nee, 
Maming before tbot rnti %ai awful f«ct, 
Lilie Uilip-b««la. 

« The name of the tulip is said to be of Turkish ex- 
traction, and givoi to the flower on account of its re- 
sembling a turban.M— Bbckmam's History of Inventions. 

Plsge 3, line 67. 

Wilh belt of broider'd crape, 
And for-boaod boanci of Bucbarian abape. 

« The inhabitants of Bucharia wear a round cloth 
bonnet, shaped much after the Polish foshion, having 
a large fur border. They tie their kaftans about the 
middle with a girdle of a kind of silk crape, several 
times round the body. — Jccount of Independent Tar- 
tarjTf in Pinkiiton's Collection. 

Page 3, line iis. 

WaTcd, like tbe iridgi of ibo wbiio binia tbat faa 
Tb« flyia| tbrone af Btap>uafbt Solinun. 

This wonderful throne was called the Star of the 
Genii. For a full description of it, see the Fragment, 
translated by Captain Fiankun, from a Persian MS. 
entitled « The History of Jerusalem :» Oriental Col- 
lections^ vol. i. p. 335. — When Solomon travelled, the 
eastern writers say, « he had a carpet of green silk on 
which hu throne was placed, being of a prodigious 
length and breadth, and sufficient for all his forces to 
stand upon, the men placing themselves on his right 
hand and the spirits on his left ; and that, when all 
were in order, the wind, at his command, took up the 
carpet, and transported it, with all that were upon it, 
wherever he pleased ; the army of birds at the same 
time flying over their heads, and forming a kind of 
canopy to shade them from the sun.w — Sali s Koran 
vol. ii. p. ai4' note. 

Page4« line i6« 

Aiui, tbencc dnccoding, f ow'd 
Tbronub ouoj a propbai'a breaat. 

This is according to D'llerbelot's account of the doc- 
trines of Mokanna : « Sa doctrine etait que Dieu avait 
pris une forme et figure humaine depuis qull eut com- 
mande aux Anges d*adorcr Adam, le premier des 
hommes. Qu'apres la mort d'Adam, Dieu 6tait apparu 
sous la figure de plusieurs Proph^tes et autretf grands 
hommes qu'il avait choisis, jusqua ce qu'il prit celle 
d'Abu Moslem, Prince de Khorassan, lequel professait 
Terreur de la Tenassukhiah ou Metcmpsychose ; et 
qu'apr^ la mort de ce Pijnce, la Divinite etait pa»ee, 
et desceudue en sa personne.* 

Page 7, line 19. 

Such Coda aa be 
Wboa lodU aenret, ibt aMakey I>atty. 

« Apes are in many parts of India highly venerated, 



out of respect to the God of Hannanuw, a deity par- 
taking of the form of that race.a PxifiiAirr's Bin' 
doostan. 

See a curious account in SnPKaif's Persia of a so* 
lemn embassy from some part of tbe Indies to Goa, 
when the Portuguese were there, offering vast fna- 
sures for the recovery of a monkey's tooth, whack 
they held in great veneration, and which had been 
taken away upon the conquest of the kingdom of Itb- 
napatan. 

Page 7, line ai. 

— — — > Prood thiaga of day. 
To wboaa If Lucifer, aa fraadaau aay, 
Rafaaed. tboufb at tbe forfeit of HaaToa'a laf^l. 
To band ia wortbip, Lacifor «aa rifj^U 

This resolution of Eblis not to acknowledfe the new 
creature, man, was, according to Mahometan tradilioB, 
thus adopted : « The earth (which God had selected 
for the materials of his work) was carried into Arabia, 
to a place between Mecca. and Tayef, where, bemg 
first kneaded by the angek, it was afterwards foshioned 
by God himself into a human form, and left to dry 
for the space of forty days, or, as others say, aa manj 
years ; the angels in the mean time, often viuliag ili 
and Eblis (then one of the angels nearest to God's pr^ 
sence, afterwards the devil) among the rest ; bat be, 
not contented with looking at it, kicked it with his 
foot till it rung, and knowing God designed tbat crea- 
ture to be his superior, took a secret resolution never 
to acknowledge liim as such.n Salk on the Eoran. 

Page 7, line 69. 

Wber* Doaa bat pricata are privilogrd to tni* 
la tbat boat marble of wbicb Goda arc sado. 

The material of which images of Gaodma (the Bir* 
man Deity) is made, is held sacrvd. « Birmaiu may 
not purchase the marble in mass, but are sufifined, and 
indeed encouraged, to buy figures of the Deity ready 
made.M Stmes's jiva, vol. ii. p. 376. 

Page 8, line ia3. 

The puny bird tbat darea, witb teaiiof knm. 
Wiibia ibe crocodile'a auotcb'd jawa to < 



The humming-bird is said to run this risk for the 
purpose of picking the crocodile's teeth. Tbe aaoK 
circumstance is related of the lapwing, as m foct to 



which he was witness, by Paul Lucas, Foya^t fmiien 1 
1714. ' 

Page 9, line 60. 

Sone artiftta of Yamtcbcoa baviof beea acoC oa praa i owalf. 

« The Feast of Lanterns is celebrated at Tamlcbeia 
with more magnificence than any where dse ; and the 
report goes, that the illuminations there are ao iplw 
did, tliat an Emperor once, not daring openly to leave 
his court to go thither, committed himself, with ike 
queen and several princesses of his family, into the 
hands of a magician, who promised to transport them 
thither in a trice. De made them in the night to aaeend 
magnificent thrones that were borne up by swans, 
which in a moment arrived at Yamtcheou. The Eoh 
peror saw at his leisure all the solemnity, bcttng carried 
upon a cloud that hovered over the city, and descended 
by degrees ; and came back again with the same speed 
and equipage, nobody at court perceiving his absence.* 
— The present State ofChina^ p. i56. 
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Pafe 9, liae 63. 

n of Che Dopciak of Visier Alee in 
imHeJiuuuil KtyiUtr of 1804. 

P^e 9, Hne 81. 

1W Mrigia «f flkmm fcMMtic CkiacM UImmmimm. 

It Talfar ascribe it to an accUieat that happened 
frmily of a famooa mandarin, wbone daughter. 
If one evening upon the shore of a lake, fell in 
M drowned ; this afflicted fsther. with his family, 
lilber, and, the better to find her, he caused a 
Mmpany of lanterns to be lighted. All the io- 
nlB of the place thronged after him with torches, 
•ar cnaning they made fires upon the shores the 
day; they continued the ceremony every year, 
one lighted hit lantern, and by degrees it com- 
d into a cnatom.a — PrtMtntStmU of Chinm, 

Page 10, line 5. 

me of these ladies,* says Shaw, « take themselves 
eonpletely dressed, till they have tinged the hair 
IfM of their eye-lids with the powder of lead-ore. 
at this operation is performed by dipping first 
m powder a small wooden bodkin of the thickness 
ain, and then drawing it afterwards through the 
It 9wer the ball of the eye, we shall have a lively 
of what the prophet (Jer. iv. 3o.) may be sup- 
to mean by rending Ifce eyo$ vritk pmintin^. This 
»it, no doubt, of great antiquity; for, besides 
rtanca already taken notice of, we find that where 
1 it taid (a Kings, is. 3o.) to ^v« pminUd her 
iIm original words are, Ae odjuiUd ker tyot with 
ofUguiort.»~~Sukw's Trmvtls. 

Page 10, line 89. 

— — Dr»p 

lb* fMviM*, draak wiUi thai •*««< t—4. 

maniia adds, that while the Birds of hiradise lie in 
tloaiealed sate, the emmets come and eat off tlirir 
ind that hence it is they are said to have no feet. 

Ptge ii, line 87. 

A* lk«y wr* capii*«« to Um Kia( of Hmmtn. 

wy deferred it till the King of Flowers should 
I hit throne of enamelled foliage.* — The B«A«r- 

Page 1 1 , line 11 a. 

Am a Ifki. f oU«a diaia^varfc nmmd bar bair. atr. 

M of the head-dresses of the Persian women is 
Mod of a light golden chain-work, sec with smal 
« with a thin gold plate pendant, about the big- 
f a crown-piece, on which b impretsod an Arabian 
r, and which hangs upon the cheek, below the 
— Bahwat's Travels. 

Page 11, line ii3. 

ertainly the women of Yeid are the handtomett 
m in Persia. The proverb is, that to live happy a 
mwt have a wife of Tetd, eat the bread of Tct- 
and drink the wine of Shini.»— TAVttmia. 

Page 11, line 84. 

Ami bia laalif •!«•— •b ! lb«y nwmUa 
■«• vaMT-tUin. 

"hote wanton eyes retembie blue waCcr-JUiet, agi- 
by the brecie.i»--JATAraVA. 



Page 1 3, line 7. 

Ta •■•# ttpaa ib« fUtmnt tkal baaf ra«a4. 

It has been generally supposed that the Mahomeuns 
prohibit all pictures of animals ; but Torderini shows 
that, though the practice is forbidden by the lbr«N , 
they are not more averse to painted figures and images 
than other people. From Mr Murphy's work, too, we 
find that cbe Arabs of Spain had no objection to the 
introduction of figures into painting. 

Page i3, line 17. 

Lik« bar ava raiUai ^aaat of iba wn*. 
Wbaar arb vbaa balf rttind laabt l*««H«a( ! 

This is not quite astronomically true. «Dr Hadley 
^4ays Keil) has shown that Venus is brightest when she 
is about forty degrees removed from the son ; and that 
then but only a fourth pmrt of her lucid disk is to be 
seal from the earth.a 



Page 1 3, line a 1 . 

WUb bar trmm taba't bawart. ta wbai 
■a raai. ibai ta ba klaaa'4 ia ta ba viaa. 



ayas 



« In the palace which Solomon ordered to be built 
against the arrival of the (^ueen of Saba, the floor or 
pavement was of transparent glass,* laid over ranning 
water in which fish were «wimming.» This led the 
^neen into a very natural mistake, which the Marmn 
has not thought beo^th its dignity to commemorate. 
« ft was aaid unto her, Enter the poUce. And when 
she saw it she imagined it to be a great water; and she 
discovered her legs, by lifting up her robe to past 
through it. Whereupon Solomon said to her. Verily, 
this it the place evenly floored vtiih glast.»— Chap. 37. 

Page 1 3, line a3. 

Zalaika. 

■ Such was the name of Potiphar's wife, accoriiog 
to the mrm, or chapter of the AUorun, which contaiiu 
the history of Joseph, and which for elegance of style 
surpasses every other of the Prophet's books; some 
Anbian writers also call her Rail. The passion which 
thu frail beauty of antiquity conceived for her y««ng 
Hebrew slave hu given rise to a much-esteemed poem 
in the Persian Unguage, entitled TuMefvu Zelikhm, by 
Nonrcddin Jami ; the manuscript copy of which, in the 
Bodleian Library at Oxford, it suppMed to be the finest 
in the whole world.» — Note upon Norr's 7V«ntUliois •/ 
BafH, 

Page i5, line So. 

Tba appUa af htkabar. 

« In tlie territory of Istkahar there is a kind of appltf 
half of which is sweet and half sour.*— Eaii Haukai.. 

Page 1 S, line 54. 

Tbay Mw a yoaag HiaJaa firl apaa iba baak. 

For an account of this ceremony, see GaAifDpai's 
Fojayo in the Indian Ocean. 

Page 1 5, Kne 67. 

Tbr Otaa>uU, or S«a af Sura. 

«The place where the Whangho, a river of Tibet, 
rites, and where there are more than a hundred springs, 
which sparkle lika stars ; whence it it called Hotunnor, 
that it, the Sea of Stars.*— X>escW/»fioii of Tihtt in 
PiauiTOR. 
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Page 1 5, line 96. 

TUit Citj of War, whidi, ia ■ few tbon hmin. 
Hath •praa| mp here. 

uthc Letcar, or Imperial Gamp, is divided, like a 
regular town, into square*, alleys, and streets, and from 
a rising ground furnishes one of the most agreeable 
prospects in the world. Starting up in a few hours in 
an uninhabited plain, it raises the idea of a city built 
by enchantment. £ven those who leave their bouses 
in cities to follow the prince in his progress are fre- 
quently so charmed with the Leacar, when situated 
in a beautiful and convenient pUce, that they cannot 
prevail with themselves to remove. To prevent this 
inconvenience to the court, the Emperor, after suf- 
ficient time is allowed to the tradesmen to follow, 
orders them to be burnt out of their tents.B — Dow's 
Bindostan, 

Colonel Wilks gives a lively picture of an Eastern 
encampment. — « Bis camp, like that of most Indian 
armies, exhibited a motley collection of covers from 
the scorching sun and dews of the night, variegated 
according to the taste or means of each individual, 
by extenuve inclosures of coloured calico surrounding 
superb suites of tenu ; by ragged clotlts or blankets 
stretched over sticks or branches ; palm-leaves hastily 
spread over umilar supports; handsome tents and 
splendid canopies; horses, oxen, elephants, and camels; 
all intermixed without any exterior mark of order or 
design, except the flags of the chiefs, which usually 
matk the centres of a congeries of these masses; the 
only regular part of the encampment being the streeu 
of shopa, each of which is constructed nearly in the 
manner of a booth at an English H\r,»^-Historieal 
Sketches of the South of India, 

Page i5, line 106. 

Aa4 MBMb, tmhti o'er viib Tcaea't tbdli. 

« A superb camel, ornamented with strings and tufts 
of small shells. »—Ali Bit. 

Page 1 5, line ii4> 

Hi* linkliag tfaronft 
Of ImUb cuneU, and tbtir driran' WBg*. 

ttSome of the camels hare bells about their necks, 
and some about their legs, like those which our carriers 
put about their fore-horses* necks, which, together with 
the servants (who belong to the camels, and travel on 
foot), singing all night, make a pleasant noise, and the 
journey passes away delightfidly.n — Pitt's Account of 
the Mahometans. 

« The camel-driver follows the camels singing, and 
sometimes playing upon his pipe; the louder he sings 
and pipes, the faster the camels go. Nay, they will 
stand still when he gives over his music. » — ^Ta vxiNixi. 

Page 16, line loa. 

Bot •• that criBaoB has* 
Bj which iba proalratc raravaa ia awed. 

Savary says of the south wind, which blows in Egypt 
from February to May, m Sometimes it appears only in 
the shape of an impetuous whirlwind, which passes 
rapidly, and is fital to the traveller surprised in the 
middle of the deserts. Torrents of burning s.ind roll 
before it, the firmament is enveloped in a thick veil, 
and the !iun appears of the colour of blood. Sometimes 
whole caravans are buried in it.u 



Page 18, line 65. 

— Tha pUIar'd throa* 
Of Parviz. 

« There were said to be under this Throne or Palace 
of Khosrou Parviz a hundred vaults filled with trea- 
sures so immense, that some Mahometan writers tell 
us, their Prophet, to encourage his disciples, carried 
them to a rock, which at his command opeoed, and 
gave them a prospect through it of the trHmins af 
Khosrou.»— -{Universal History, 

Page 18, line 80. 

And they bahetd an orb. anpU aad brifht, 
Riaa froB tb« Holy Wall. 

We are not told more of this trick of the Impostor 
than that it was «une machine, qull disait ^tre la 
Lune.» According to Richardson, the miracle is per- 
petuated in Nekscheb. — « Nakshab, the name of a rity 
in Transoxiania, where they say there is a well, ia 
which the appearance of the moon is to be seen nigfat 
and day.n 

Page 18, line 107. 

Ob for tha Umpa that ligbt yoa lofty aerwea. 

The tents of princes were generally iUiuninatrd. 
Norden tells us that the tent of the Bey of Girfe w» 
distinguished from the other tents by^ forty huitens 
being suspended before it. — See HAaMxa's 
on Job, 

Page 19, line 81. 

Eagiaaa of haroc ia. aakaewa bafoaw. 

That they knew the secret of the Greek fire 
the Mussulmans early in the elerenth eeatiuy appcan 
from Dow's Account of Mamood /. « Whca be ar^ 
rived at Moulun, finding that the coantry of tke £tt 
was defended by great rivers, he ordered fifteen bn- 
dred boau to be built, each of which be nmed wilk 
six iron spikes, projecting from their prows aad sMes, 
to prevent their being boarded by the enaaiy, whs 
were very expert in that kind of war. What he lad 
launched this fleet, he ordered twenty archers into each 
boat, and five others with fire-balls, to bum the craft 
of the Jiu, and naptha to set the whole river on fire.* 

The agnee aster, too, in Indian poems, the lastns- 
ment of Fire, whose flame cannot be extinguished, ii 
supposed to signify the Greek Fire. — See Wnxs's SmA 
of India, vol. i. p. 471. — ^And in the curioos lavaa 
poem, the Brata Tudka, given by Mr RArFUt In bii 
History of Java, we find, « He aimed at the iMMt af 
So^u with the sharp-pointed Weapon of Fire.ia 

The mention of gunpowder as in ose among tha Ant- 
bians, long before its supposed discovery in Enr^pc, is 
introduced by Ebn Fadhl, the Egyptian g a o g r a phw , 
who lived in the thirteenth century. « Bodiea,» he saya. 
« in the form of scorpions, bound round and filled fiitk 
nitrous powder, glide along, making a gentle 
then, exploding, they lighten, as it wero, and 
But there arc others which, cast into the air, 

along like a cloud, roaring horribly, as thunder 

and on all sides vomiting out flames, burst, bnm, aai 
reduce to cinders, whatever comes in their wray.» 1W 
historian Ben Abdalla, in speaking of the sieges af 
Abulualid in the year of the Hegira 71a, aays, « A ficiy 
globe, by means of combustible matter, with a nug^ 
noifte suddenly emitted, strikes with the force ef 
lightning, and shakes the citadel.* — See the otram 
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from Casiri's BikUoA. Amh, Bitfmn, io the Appendii to 
BcrinKtoo't LUermry Bittory of At Middle A^et. 

Pftge 19. line M. 

Diadkarf*. M trwrn a kin^M aa^lM tttmU 

See Hanwat's Jccomnt of the Sprimg$ of XapAa at 
Metku (which is called by l.ieuteaant PoUio(;er Joala 
Mookhee, or the Flaming JfovfA), taking fire and run- 
otng into the »ea. Dr Cookb, in hit Jouriutl, mentions 
»ome veils in Circassia, sirungly iaiprei;nated with this 
inflammable oil, from which isMies boiling watrr. 
« Though the weather,* he adds, •« was now very ruhl, 
the warmth of these wells of hot water produced near 
them the verdure and (lowers of tprtng.n 

Major Scott Waiing says that nnpiha i« u«eil by the 
Persiains, as we are uAd it was in hell, for lamps. 

Maay • i*w 
Of Manry laapa and Uaaiaf c marta. f«4 
With aaptha aa4 aaplullaM, )Myc4 Itglil 
Aa frMi a thy. 

Page at, line i5. 

Tlwa aacai <fu ciattra in ili« akade— '1 ia fiird 
Witk baraiaf ingit ^f tb** l«( ^»r Jutill J. 

« n donna dn poisoirdaos le vin a tou< se% gen^, ct se 
jeta lui>m^nie ensuite dans une ruve pleine de drogues 
brblantes et consumantes, alin qu*il ne reslat rien de 
tons les membres de son corps, ei que ceux qui restaient 
de sa secle pnssent croire qu'il etait montc au ciel, cc 
qui ne manqua pas d'arriver.* — D'IIiibblot. 

Page 22, line 58. 

T« *•» aay Baa(«M bat tliaae af Mafa}**! fNM« af 9»mn*, iaapaa a tble. 

« The celebrity of Maxagong b owiflf to in mangoes, 
which are certainly the best fruit I tver tasted. Tlie 
parent tree, from which all tliose of this apecies have 
been gialM, is honoured during the fruit season by a 
guard of aepoys; and, in the reign of Sluh Jehan, 
coariers fucre sUtioncd between Delhi and the Nah- 
ratta eoaat, to secure aa abundant and fresh supi^y of 
BMngnea for the royal table.** — Mrs Giabam'b Journal 
of a MnUmee in india. 

Page 3 3, line 59. 

nia fia* aatiqar panataia. 

This old porcelain b found in digging, and <• if it is 
esteemed, it b not l>ecause it luis acquired any new de* 
gree of beauty in the earth, hut because it has retained 
lis ancient beauty ; and this alone i^ of great import- 
ance in Chiaa, where they gire large sums for the small- 
est ircMeb which were used under the Emperors Van 
and Chun, who reigned many ages before the dynasty 
of Tang, at which time porcdain began to be used by 
the £mperorsa (about the year 442). — Dunii's Collec- 
tioH ofcurioHi Observations, etc. — a bad translation of 
some partt of the Lettrei Edifmnte* et Curieuset of the 
MUaionmry Jemits, 

Page a3, line 60. 

IImi aaUiaaa bird, vUdi f i«a alvap ia tlM air. 

■ The Hnmma, a bird pecidiar to the East. It is sup* 
poacd to fly coitttantly in the air, and never touch the 
gmand : it b looked upon as a bird of happy omen ; 
and that every head it overshades will in time wear 
a crowu.M — RiOAaosoif. 

Ia the terras of alliance made by Fuxiei Oola Khan 
with Hyder, in 1760, one of the stipulations was, « that 
he abonld have the distinction of two honorary attend* 
BDts standing behiDd him, holding bus composed of 
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the feathers of the humma, according to the practice 
of hb foroily.N — Wilks's South of india. He adds in 
a note: — «The humnui is a fobulous bird. Tlie head 
over which iu shadow once passes will auuredly be 
circled with .1 crown. The splendid little bird, hu^pend- 
ed over the throne of Tippoo Sultaun, found at S>«>riii- 
gapatam in 1799, w:is inieuded to represent thb poeti- 
cal fancy, a 

Page 23, line 61. 

WlMa«w«rJa. likeiiMMa oa ib« Wriiiaa Msaauia, laM farrvcr. 

■ To the pilgrims to Mount Sinai we must attribute 
the inscriptions. iigures,ctc. on those rock%, which have 
from thence acquired the name of the Written Moun« 
tain, a — VoLMKT. M. GelM'liu and others have been at 
murh pains to ait-uh some mysierious and important 
meaning to these iiiMriplion^; but Niebuhr, as well as 
Yolney, ihink« that (hey must have l>reu executed at 
idle hours l>y the triivcllcrs In .Mttunt Siii.ii, « who were 
saii^tied with rutting the uopoliUied rock witli any 
pointed inslrumeul; addinf* lo ilirir name^ and the 
(late of their journeys Aome rude tif,um which bespeak 
ihe hand of a peo{ le but Uitle skilled in the arts.* — 
NiSBiai. 

Page a 3, line «)o. 

Fmm tb« daik hyaMnib. M «hMi lUfci t onparaa Ua miatrvaa'a bair. 
See NoTTH //rt/es, f><le v. 

IMge a3, line 91. 

To ihr CaBaUlj, by ahoaa roiy KI<.*mibi« iha heavra of ladia ia 

•rrnlrtl. 

a The Camalala (called by I.innarus, Ipomca) is the 
most beautiful of its order, both in the colour and form 
of its leaves and flovien.; its elegant blossoms are * ce- 
lt stial rosy red, Lo*e» proper hue,' and have justly 
procured it the name of GimalaU, or Love's Creeper-a 
—Sir W. Jo:«is. 

"Camalata m.iy also mean a mythological plant, by 
which all desires are granleil to such as inhabit tlie 
hea>en of India ; and if e«er flower was worthy of Pa- 
radise, it is our charming Ipomxa.a— /&. 

Page 3 3, line 95. 

Tliai Flavrr-lpviaf .Nyaipb. aKaai iliay wanbip la iba toaplaa •( 

Kailiay. 

« Acconling to Father Prrmare, in hb tract on Gii- 
nese Mythology, the mother of Fo-hi was the daughter 
of Heaven, sumamed Flower-lo\ iag ; and as the nymph 
was walking alone ou the bank of a river, she found 
herself encircled by a rainbow, after which she l»ecame 
pregnant, and, at the end of twelve years, was delivered 
of a son radiant as herself, a. — AnatRes. 

Pjge 24< 1'"^ ^^• 

On ihr blua lower, vbirli — Braatiaa aay— 
Btaoaia ao aliara but ia Paradii*. 

a The Brahmins of this province insbt that the blue 
Gampac flowers only in Paradise. a Sir W. Jomks. It 
appears, however, from a curious letter of the Sultan 
of Menangcabow, given by Marsden, tliat one place on 
earth may lay claim lo the posscksion of it. «This is 
the sultan, who keept the flower Champaka that is 
blue, and to be found in no other country but his, beiug 
yellow elscwbere.o — Maisdb.<<'s 5Mmatrn. 

Page 24, line 48. 

I know mhtn tUa lalaa of Prrfaaia ara. 

Diodorus mentions the Isle of Plinchaia, to the south 
of Arabia Felix, where there was a temple of Jupiter. 

9 
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This UUnd, or rather cluster of isles, has disappeared, 
« sunk (says Grandpr^) in the abyss made by the fire 
beneath their foundations.n — Voyage to the Indian 
Ovean. 

Page 24i 1'°^ 6i* 

WboM air it halm • wbo«« erc«n ■prnda 
0*tr coral rocks and ambrr bad*; otc. 

« It is not like (he Sea of India, whose bottom ia rich 
with pearls and ambergris, whose mountains of the 
coast are stored with gold and precious stones, vhose 
gulfs breed creatures that yield ivory, and among the 
plants of whose shores are ebony, red wood, and the 
wood of Uairzan, aloes, camphor, cloves, sandal-wood, 
and all other spices and aromatics; where parrots and 
peacocks are birds of the forest, and musk and civet 
are collected upon the lands. » — Travels of Two Mo- 
hammedans. 

Page 24, line 76. 

Thy plllat'd abadet. 

To the grouod 
Tha bended twigt take rooe, and dAujhim grow 
About the ai'iibar tret, m pUlmr'd ihadt. 
High over-arrh'd. and echoing walk* between. 

MitTO*. 

- For a particular description and plate of the Banyan- 
tree, see Ck>aDi!f£R's Ceylon. 

Page 24, line 78. 

Thy monarcha and their thooMnd ihrenrt. 

«With this immense treasure Mamood returned to 
Ghisni, and, in the year 400, prepared a magnificent 
festival, where he displayed to the people his wealth 
in golden thrones and in other ornaments, in a great 
plain without the city of Ghizni.M— Fieishta. 

Page 25, line 12. 

Blood like tbie, 
For liberty abed, to holy ie. 

Objections may be made to my use of the word li- 
berty, in this and more especially in the story that 
follows it, as totally inapplicable to any state of things 
that has ever existed in the East; but though 1 cannot, 
of course, mean to employ it in that enlarged and noble 
sense which is so well understood in the present day, 
and, I griere to say, so hide acted upon, yet it is no 
disparagement to the word to apply it to that national 
independence, tliat freedom from the interference and 
dictation of foreigners, without which, indeed, no li- 
berty of any kind can exist, and for which both Hindoos 
and Persians fought against their Mussulman invaders 
with, in many cases, a bravery that deserved much bet- 
ter success. 

Page a5, line 29. 

Afric't Lunar Mountains. 

((Sometimes called, » says Jacksoiv, « Jibbel Kumric, 
or the white or lunar-coloured mountains; so a white 
horse is called by the Arabians a moon-colonred horse. » 

Page 25, line 97. 

Ontf tht fierce byvna aulkt 
Throughout the rity'e deaolate walks. 

« Gondar was full of hysnas, from the time it turned 
dark till the dawn of day, seeking the different pieces 
of slaughtered carcases which this cruel and unclean 
people expose in the streeu without burial, and who 
firmly believe that these animals are Falashta from the 
neighbouring mountains, transformed by magic, and 



come down to' eat human flesh in the dark in •afrty.iH. 
BaucB. 

Pftge a6, line 37. 

Bat aec.^^be yondar coom. 

This circumstance has been often introdooed into 
poetry ; — by Vincentius Fabricius, by Darwin,and latdy, 
with very powerful effect, by Mr Wilson. 

Page 27, line 39. 

The wild beet of Paleeline. 

« Wild bees, frequent in Palestine, in hollow tnmks 
or branches of trees, and the clefts of rocks. Thus it 
is said (Psalm 81), u honey out of the stony roci.»— Bci> 
dcr's Oriental Customs. 

Page 27, line 41* 

And, Jordan, tboat aweet banka of thiat. 
And woods sofuU of nighiingnlra. 

« The river Jordan is on both sides beset with litdc, 
thick, and pleasant woods, among which thoofnds of 
nightingulcs warble all together.* — Thbtcrot. 

Page 27, line 86. 

Oaditbrwk 

or a suull imarrt's rustic fount. 

Imaret, « hospice ou on loge et nonnit, gratis, ks 
p^lerins pendant irois jours.n — Toderini, trandatedhy 
tiie Abbs db CouaifAiiD. See also Gastbllan's Meeun 
des Othomans, torn. v. p. 14^* 

Page 27, line 116. 

Th« l«y kn aUrted froa the bed 
Of tomin, •bore be bad laid hi* hend. 
And i m wn npMt the fragrant aed 
Kaola. 

« Such Turks aa at the common hour* of pnyer are 
on the road, or so employed as not to find coavcniciier 
to attend the Mosques, are still obliged to eaeeate that 
duty ; nor are they ever known to fail, whatever 
ness they are then about, but pray immediately 
the hour alarms them, whatever they are aboat, inlhst 
very place they chance to stand 00 ; inaomaieh fSbat 
when a janissary, whom you have to goard yon wf 
and down the city, hears the notice which it gltca 
him from the steeples, he will tarn about, stand Mil, 
and beckon with his hand, to tell his charge be mast 
have patience for a while ; when taking out his 
kerchief, he spreads it on the groimd, sita 
thereupon, and says his prayers, though in the open 
market, which having ended, he leaps briskly u^ »■ 
lutes the person whom he undertook to coavey, md 
renews his journey with the mild expresaton of fftatf 
ghonnum ghellf or. Come, dear, follow me.»-^AABea 
Hill's Travels. 

P>6c 39, line 1 8. 

The Banyan Hospital. 

«This account excited a desire of Yiaiting the Ban- 
yan Hospital, as I had heard much of their bmevoleoce 
to all kinds of animals that were either tick, 
infirm, through age or accident. On my armal 
were presented to my view many bonca, eowa, tai 
oxen, in one apartment; in aaotber, dogs, sheep, 
and monkeys, with clean straw for them to 
Above stairs were depositories for seeds of many 
and flat broad dishes for water, for the use of biipdi aad 
insects. » — Pabsons. 

It is said that all animals know tbe Banyans^ ikn 
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tJbe OMit timid appitMcli tbcoi, aad lliat birdt will fly 
!• Umiu than to other people. — See GtAWorftft. 
Page sg, Kne s3. 

wirtBMi WM a*! to b« itmwm fflh, Kk* ibat •f ik« fn§nni 

« A very fragrant gra» from the banki of the Gao- 
ffs. Bear Heridwar, which io tome places eovere whole 
acrea, aaddiffofet, when criMhed, a strong odour.* — 
Stf W. JopM em the Spikenard of the Ancienu. 

Page 29, line tjS, 

Oriental Tales. 

Page 39, Tine 108. 

Vtmrmd platot mIfM »mi silver tmrnm mot di«ir hf4: 

■ Or, raiber«i» says Scorr, upon the passage of Fc- 
rithti, fnm which this is uken, ■ small coin, stamped 
wiA ibt figure of a flower. They are still nted in 
Ittdia !• ^strihnte in charily, and, on occasion, thrown 
hf iIm fMM bcainii of the great among the popolace.* 

Page 39, line 117. 

■te 4«Jact«bl« Mrf of ire«t. 

This road is aSo leagues in length. It has « Kttle 
pyramids orturreu,* says Bianiia, « erected every half 
knigue, to mark the ways, and frrquent wells to afford 
drink to passengers, and lo water the young trees.* 

Page 3o, line 36. 

Ob ib« d9ar mU valera sf wkuh Imm^ aaltMnim •# ib« bcMiifai 

red lotw. 

m Here is a large pagoda by a tank, on the water of 
which float mnliiludes of tlie beautiful red lotus : the 
flower is larger than that of the white water-lily, and 
is the most lovdy of the nymplueas i have seen.*— 
Mrs CaASAM's Journal of a Reddenct in Jndim. 

Page 3o, line 66. 

WW, mmmj ^ min 4 yrart unt*. lud i«4 kiilMr (nm iMr Anb «•- 

«0n les voit, pen^utes par les Khalifes, se retirer 
dans let mootagnes du Kermnn: plusienrs choisirent 
poiar retruie la Tartaric et la Chine; d'autres s'arr^ 
Ifcrent iw lesbords du Gauge, a lest de Delhi.* II . An- 
QirsTiLy Mimoirts de lAcademie^ torn. xxx\. p. 346. 

Page 3o, line 76. 

Aa • asliv* •# Cukmn; wbid* bad id ibe •■■»• aaaBcr b«c«aie tb« 

prey af MTaagara. 

• Cas hme re (say its historians) had its own Princes 
4000 years before iu conque«t by Akbar in 1 585. Ak- 
bar would have found some difficulty to reduce this 
paradise of the Indies, situated as it is, witliin such a 
fbrtreu of mountains, but il« monarch Tusef Khan was 
basely betrayed by his omrahs.* — Pbrn amt. 

Page 3o, line 106. 

Hia Maryofiha Firr>wofsbippara. 

Voltaire tells us that, in his tragedy ■ Les Guebres,* 
he was generally supposed to have alluded to the Jan- 
senisls; and 1 should not be surprised if this story of 
the Fire-worshippers were found capable of a similar 
doableness of application. 

Page 3i,line 111. 

Wb^ l«U 4l I* cmI liaab t b^ar. 

« !■ the midst of the garden is the chiosk, that is, 
a large room, commonly beautified with a fine foun- 
tain is the midst of it. It is raised nine or ten steps, 
and tacloaed with gilded bttices, rooad which vines, 



jessamines, and honeysuckles, make a sort of green 
wall ; large trees are pfamted round this place, which Is 
the scene of their greatest pleasures.*— Lady M. W. 
MoirrACi'. 

Page 3i, line 11 a. 

Brfora ibair aiirran cavat iba liaM. 

Tlie women of the East are never without their look- 
ing-gbs«e*. m Iu Barbary,* says Sbaw, m they are so 
food of their looking-glaMcs, which they hang upon 
their breasts, that tliey will not lay them aside, even 
when, after the drudgery of tiie day, they are obliged 
to go tvo or three miles with a pitcher or a goat's skin 
to fetch water.* — Travels, 

In other paru of A&ia they wear little looking-glasses 
on their thumbs. « lleuce (.ind from the lotus being 
considered the emblem of beauty) is the meaning of the 
following mute intercourse of two lovers before their 
parents. 

a Ha w!ib talaia of dafarrare daa 
A loia* lo hh farvbaad frt%%'i \ 
Mm faiaad brr ■irt u f ta bit viaw, 
TlMa Isia'd II iavard la bar braaM.* 

JiimtU tUsttUmmyt v«l. ii. 

Page 3a, line 49. 

Tba nD tr a M — Mlkada 
Of Ararat'* inwtrmAin peak. 

Stbi't says, « I can well assure the reader that their 
opinion is not true, who suppoM* Uiis mount to be in- 
accessible.* He adds, that « the lower part of the 
mountain is cloudy, mi^ty, and dark, the middlemost 
part very cold and like cloud* of snow, but the upper 
regionn perfectly ralm.» It was on thi* mountain that 
the Ark was supported to have rested after the Deluge, 
and part of it, tliey say, exists there still, which Stray 
tliu* Qra\ely accounts for: « Whereas none can re- 
member lliat the air on the top of the hill did ever 
change or was suliject either to wind or rain, which 
is presumed to be the reason that the ark has endured 
M) long without being rotten.* See Carbkri*s Travels^ 
where the Doctor laughs at this whole account of Mount 
Ararat. 

Page 33, line isi. 

Tbe Cb*ber b^lt ibat rouad biai clasf . 

« Pour se diotinguer dcs hlolatrrs de Tlnde, les 
Guebres ac ceignenl tous dun cordon de laine, ou du 
poil de chameau.* — Bncyclopedie Frani;tiise. 

D'Uerbelot says this belt was generally of leather. 

Page 34. line 1. 

Wb«. nora a*d aveii, 
Hdil ibrir Crrator't dwriliag-placa 

Aai«iag iba liriaf lif bit of H«a<ran 1 

« As to fire, the Ghel)ers plice tl»e spring-head of it 
in tliat clobe of tire, the Sun, by them called Mythras, 
or Miliir, u> which they pay the highest reverence, in 
gratitude for the manifold benetiu flowing from iu 
ministerial omniscience. But they are so far from con- 
founding the subordination of the Servant with the 
majesty of its Creator, that they not only attribute no 
sort of sense or reasoning to tlie sun or fire, in any of 
its operations, but consider it as a purely passive blind 
instrument, direi-ti<<l and governed by the immediate 
impression on it of the will of God; but they do not 
even give that luminary, all glorious as it is, more than 
the second rank amongst his works, reserving tlie first 
for that stupendous production of divine power, the 
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mind of man.» — Grosi. The false charges broaght 
against the reHgioo of these people hy their Mussulman 
tyrants is but one proof amoug many of the truth of this 
writers remark, u that calumny is often added to op- 
pression, if but for the sake ofjiistifyingit.u 

Page 34> line 102. 

Tb«l endMoted tree, wLich growa over the tomb oftbc auui-ua T«n- 

Seia. 

« Within the enclosure which surrounds this monu- 
ment (at Gualior) is a small tomb to the memory of 
Tan-Seio, a musician of incomparable skill, who flou- 
rished at the court of Akbar. The tomb is over- 
shadowed by a tree, concerning which a superstitious 
notion prevails, that the chewing of its leaves will give 
an extraordinary melody to the voice.u — Narrative of 
a Journey from Agra to Ouzein, by W. Hunter, Esq. 

Page 34. line io5. 

The awful •i(*D«I of tbe bimboo-tUfT. 

M It is usual to place a small white triangular flag, 
fixed to a bamboo-staff of ten or twelve feet long, at 
the place where a tiger has destroyed a man. It is 
common Cor the passengers also to throw each a stone 
or brick near the spot, so that in the course of a little 
time, a pile equal to a good waggon-load is collected. The 
sight of these flags aud piles of stones imparts a certain 
melancholy, not perhaps altogether void of apprchen- 
sioo.*— OrtenCri/ Held Sports, vol. ii. 

Page 34, line 1 1 3. 

Beneatb tbe tbade, some pious band* bad erected, etr. 

u The ficus Indica is called the Pagod Tree and Tree 
of Councils, the first from the Idols placed under its 
shade ; the second, because meetings were held under 
its coo( branches. In some places it is believed to be 
the hauiit of spectres, as the ancient spreading oaks of 
Wales have been of fairies : in others are erected, be- 
neath the shade, pillars of stone, or posts, elegantly 
carved and ornamented with the most beautiful por- 
celain to supply the use of mirrors.* — Pennant. 

Page 35, line i5. 

Tbe niQbtiDgale now bend* ber flight. 

« The nightingale sings from the Pomegranate-groves 
in the day-time, and from the loftiest trees at night.n — 
RussBLS Aleppo. 

Page 36, line 1. 

Before wboae tabro's dauling light, etr. 

« When the bright cimilars make the eyes of our he- 
roes wink.n—r^ Moallakat, PoemofAuKV. 

Page 36, line 45. 

A* l.ebanon'» tmall mountain-flood 
!• reader'd holy by the ninka 
Of aaioied cedars on it« banka. 

In the Lettres ^dif antes, there is a different cause 
assigned for its name of Holy, xln these are deep ca- 
verns, which formerly served as so many cells for a 
great number of recluses, who had chosen these retreats 
as the only witnesses upon earth of tlie severity of their 
penance. The tears of tliese pious penitents gave the 
river of which we have just treated the name of the 
Holy River.n — See Cbateaubriand's Beauties of Chris- 
tianity. 

Page 36, line 89. 

A r<M ky mouniain, o'er the aea 
Of Oman bceiliao awfully. 

This mountain is my own creation, as the « stupen- 



dous chain » of which I suppose it a link does not ex- 
tend quite so far as the shores of the Persian Gait 
«This long and lofty range of mountains foroMrly 
divided Media from Assyria, and now forms the boaa- 
dary of the Persian and Turkish empires. It runs pa- 
rallel with tlie river Tigris and Persian Gulf, and almost 
disappearing in the vicinity of Gomberoon (Harnuiaa), 
seems once more to rise in the southern dbtricls of Kcr- 
man, and, following an easterly course tbroagh the 
centre of Meckram and Balouchistao, is entirely lost 
in the deserts of Sinde.n — Kinnier's Persian Emfrirt. 

Page 36, line 112. 

That bold were MoUem, who would dare 
At twilight hour to tteer hit akifi* 
Beneath the Gbeber'a lonely cliff. 

a There is an extraordinary hill in this n 
called Kobe Gubr, or the Guebre's mountun. It 
in the form of a lofty cupola, and on tbe suoBBiiC of it, 
thcy^say, are the 'remains of an Atush Kadii« w Tin 
Temple. It is superstitiousiy held to be tlie residcnocaf 
Deeves or Sprites, and many marvellous stories are re- 
counted of tlie injury and witchcraft suffered bylboae 
who essayed in former days to ascend or explore it.» — 
Pottinger's Beloochistan. 

Page 37, line i3* 

Still did tbe mighty flame bora oa. 

«At the city of Yezd in Persia which is distin- 
guished by the appellation of the DarCkb Abadat, or 
Seat of Religion, the Guebres are permitted to have 
an Atush Kudu or Fire Temple (which, cbey assert, 1 
has had the sacred fire in it since the days of Zoroas- 
ter) in their own compartment of tbe eUy; bat for 
this indulgence they are indebted to the avariee, not 
the tolerance of the Persian government, which taxes 
them at twenty-five rupees each man.» — PorroisxRS 
Beloochistan. 

Page 37, line 93. 

While on that alui's fires 
They twore. 

t( Nul d'entre eux n'oserait se parjurer, quand it a pris a 
tt^moin cet element terrible et vengeur. — Bmeytitpiik 
Franqaise. 

Page 37, line iii. 

N The Persian lily shines and tovcn. 

(t A vivid verdure succeeds the autumnal rains, and 
the ploughed fields arc covered with the IVniui Slj. 
of a resplendent yellow colour.n — Russil's Allefpo. 

Page 39, line aS. 

Like Dead Sea fruits that tempt the cjc. 
But turn to ashes oa tbe lips. 

«They say that there are apple-trees upon the sides 
of this sea, which bbar very lovely fruit, but within are 
all full of a.shes.» — Trrvenot. Tbe same is asflerted 
of the oranges there. — See Witman's Travefs iti^datk 
Turkey. 

«(The Asphalt Lake, known by tbe name of the Dead 
Sea, is very remarkable on account of the coosiderahle 
proportion of salt which it contains. In this respert 
it surpasses every otlirr known water on the surface of ' 
the eartli. This great proportion of bitter-tasted salts 
is the reason why neither animal nor plant can live | 
in this water.» — Klaprotb's Chemical Analysis of the : 
Water of the Dead Sea, Annals of Philosophy, X 
i8i3. Uasselquist, however, doubts the truth of 
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M there are thcU^kb Co be foood in tbe 
ake. 

Lord Byrott has m siiniler alkMioa to tbe fmilt of the 
Dead Sea, in that wonderful dinplay of ceniut, kn Third 
QaalD of GuUe Harold, — magnificent beyond any 
tluBf, parh^a, that even fce hat ever vritlen. 

Pafe 39, line 3i. 

WUU Ukn. iImi sImb* ia ao«k*t7 Bifk. 

• Tbe Snbrab, or Water of the desert, is Mid to be 
earned by tl»e rarebction of tbe atmotpliere from ex- 
ireoae beat; and, which au({meot« the delutiioD, it i« 
moAC frequent in hollows, where water might be ei- 
peeled to lodge. I have teen bushe« and tree* rrtlecird 
in it, vrith at much accuracy as thougli it had been 
the f»ee of a clear and still lake.* — Pottixgir. 

• As to the unbelievers, their vrork« are like a vapour 
m a pbin, which tbe tliirsty traveller thinketh to be 
water, until when he cometh thereto be findeth it to 
be oothing. »—Ioran, chap. a4> 

Page 39, line 41. 

«A wind which prevails in February, called Did- 
mnsk, from a small and odoriferous flower of that 
naroe.M — «The wind which blows these flowrr« com- 
monly lasts till tbe end of the month. » — Li Brutn. 

Page 39, line 44. 

Wlk*rr ike i— j i |M>yt. «lio lir« f*r •«« on ib« vaiar. 

« The Majns are of two r^ccs ; the one is settled on 
Borneo, and are a rude but warlike and industrious 
nation, who reckon themselves the ori|paal possessors 
of the island of Borneo. The other is a species of sea- 
gipseys, or itinerant fishermen, who live in small co- 
vered boats, anil eojoy a perpetual summer on the 
eastern ocean, sliifling to lervard from island to i&laod, 
with the variations of (he monsooo. In some of their 
customs this singular race resemble the natives of the 
llaldivii islands. The Blaldivtans annually launch a 
small bark, loaded witli perfumes, gums, (lowers, and 
odoriferous wood, and turn it adrift at the merry of 



winds and waves, as an offrring to the Spirit of C^ie I |-^,|| 



Pige 40, hoe 1 3. 

War nibf r«Mry. 

« I^ Tespih, qui est nn chapelet compoa^ de qnatre- 
vingt-dix-neuf petites boules d'agathe, dejaspe, d'ambre, 
de corail, ou d'autre matiere precieuse. J'en ai vu un 
superbe au Seigneur Jerpos ; U euit de belles et grosses 
perles parfaites et ^ales, estimetrentc mille piastres.* — 

TODIRIHI. 

Page 43, line 45. 

A mH 4y«J wtib ik« fc l> M o« n •( lb* —rrtwfml um. RUtn. 

« Bloasoms of the sorrowful Nyctanthes give a dar- 
ahle colour to silk.»— JleuMtriif on the Bm$hmndry of 
Benyal, p. son. Nilica is one of the Indian nanica of | 
this ilower.— Sir \V. Joau. The Persiaas call it Gal. 

— Carbiri. 

Page 4 s. line 89. 

Wbra ptyisQ IIm*** I« f*f turm'i 

Th« 4*«lh idBM ilMt btfDMtb bin bttro'il ! 

Of their oilier Prophet, Zoroaster, there is a story 
told in l)io!f pRi-scfs, Orat 3ti., tliat the h>ve of wis- 
dom and %irtU4> leading him to a solitary Ufe upon 
a mountain, lie found it one day all in a flame, shining 
with celestial Hrr, out of which he came witliont any 
harm, and instiluted certain sacrifices to God, who, 
he declaretl, thcu appeared to him. — See Patrick on 
Exodus, III. a. 

Page So, line 95. 

Tbry were ■«« boi far froai lUal Forbidi** liiver. 

« AklKir, 00 his nay. ordered a fort to be built upon 
the Nilab, vkhich he called Altock, which means in the 
lodinii language Forbidden; for, by the superstition 
of the Hindoos, it vias held unlawful to cross that 
rivcr.n — Don & Hindoitan. 

Page Si, line a. 

RnrmMiBg, cb* nfirs ibo«i;bi. tb«l p«*pl« ^ Zi«f«. 

m Ttie inliabiuints of this country (Zinge) are neter 
afllirled nilli Mdnrss or melancholy : on this subject 
j (he Shrikli ARU-AL-KabiR-AzaARi lias the folloning dis- 



Winds; and sometimes himiiar offerings are mule to 
llie spirit whom lliey term C/ie King of the Sea. In like 
manner the Biajtis {(crform their offering (o the go4l 
of esil, launching a hmall hark, loaded with all the 
sins and misfortunes of (he nation, whirh are imagined 
to foil on tbe unhappy crew that may be so unlucky 
as first to meet with it.t* — Dr Livoi.v on the iMnyuayes 
mnd Literature of the Indo-Chinese Nations. 

Page 39, line S8. 

Tlic vtnlri •b«rb«it. 

« Tlie sweet-scented violet is one of the plants most 
esteemed, particularly for its great use in Sorbet, whirh 
they make of violet sugar.* — Uassrlquist. 

« Tlie sherbet they most esteem, an«l which is drank 
by the Grand Signor himself, is made of violets and 
sugar.* — Tavirkicr. 

Page 39, line (>o. 

TW paib«lic mamturr of Nava. 

« Last of all she look a guitar, and sung a pathetic 
air in the measure called Nava. which is always used 
to express tbe lamentations of absent lovers.* — Persimn 
TmUt. 



M Who i* (he man without care or sorrow (tell) that 
I may nth my baud to him. 

<• Itehold (he /.ingians, without cara or sorrow, 
froiicksoine with ti|>siness and mirth.* 

•I The philosophers l>a\e discovered tliat the cause 
of this cheerful iiess pnxceeds from the influence of the 
ktar Soheil, or (I.iiiopus, which rises over them every 
night. » — Kxtraitfrom a geographical Persian JUanu- 
script called HeftAklim, or the Sex'en Climates, trans- 
lated by W. OrkKLKT. Emj. 

Page .'>!, line 16. 

Pulling 10 death %om* li«BJrrJ« of ihm* BofortUBaU luarJt 

«Tlie liiani Sirllio. Tlic Arabs call it llardun. The 
Turks kill it, fur they imagine that by declining the 
head it miinirs (hem when they say their prayers.* — 

liAS9LK»riM. 

Page Si, line a a. 

Aboai iw* Milr* fiom HuMa* Ab4aal «cr« tboM Boyal Gonles*. 

I am indehtetl for these partieuhirs of Hussun Ab- 
daul to the very interesting Introduction of Mr Ei.Pit5i- 
SToNRi work upon Cauhul. 
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I».,..p «;, |i„, 5u, 
A» ih« Propbci nid mt Dbmmcm. « k wi« t«o ieliciMi.* 

«A« you enter at that fiaiar without tlie gate of 
Damascus, you tee the Greeu Motque, so called because 
it hath a steeple faced witii ijreen glased bricks, which 
reader it very resplendent ; it is covered at top with a 
pavilion of (he same stuff. The Turks say this mosque 
was made in that place, because Mahomet being come 
so far, would not enter the town, saying it was too de- 
licious.1* — Thbviiiot. This reminds one of the follow- 
ing pretty pasuge in Isaac fFalton: — m When I sat last 

00 this primrose bank, and looked down tliese meadows, 

1 thought of them as Cliarles the Emperor did of the 
city of Florence, * that they were too pleasant to be 
looked on, bat only on lioiidays.'i» 

Page 5 1, line 46. 

WoaM raaind ihm PriscoM of that diffrrencfl, etc. 

■ Haroun Al Raschid, cinquieme Khalife des Abas- 
sides, s etant un jour bronilltf avec une de ses maitresses 
Domm^ )laridah,qa ilaimait cependnnt jusqu'k I'ezc^, 
et cette m^inldligeace ayant dejii dur^ quelque temps, 
comment a s'ennuyer. Giafar Barmaki, son favori, 
qui sen aperfut, commanda a Abbas ben Ahnaf, ex- 
cellent poete de ce temp»-la, de composer quelques vers 
sur le sujet de cette brouillerie. Ce poete ezecuu 
I'ordre de Giafiir, qui fit chanter ces vers par MoussaU, 
en prince du Khalife, et ce Prince fut tellemeat 
touch^ de la tendresse des vern du poete et de la dou- 
ceur de la voix du musicien, qu'il alia aussiidt trouvcr 
Maridah, et fit sa poix avec elle.» — D'Hsebblot. 

Page 5s, line 43. 

Wher* ibe tilkeo •wiag. 

« The svring is a favourite pastime in the East, as 
promoting a circulation of air, extremely refreshing 
in those sultry climate«t.» — Ricbabdson. 

« The swings are adorned with festoons. This pas- 
time is accompanied with music of voices and of in- 
struments, hired by the masters of the swings.*^ 
Thbvbrot. 

Page 5 a, line 67. 

A* if all tbe ahom, 
Ltka ikMcorKailMy. attar'd •■••€. and gave 
Aa aatwrr io aoag to the kit* of each' vav*. 

This miraculous quality has been attributed also to 
the shore of AtHca. « Hujus littus, ait Cappella, con- 
ten turn musicum illiiis terne undis reddere, quod 
propter unum eruditionis vim puto dictum.*— Ludot. 
ViVBS in Augustin. de Civitat Dei, lib. xviii. c. 8. 

Page 54, line 67. 

T1i« Baail tuft, that wavra 
lu fragraoi blnaaoiiM over fraret. 

« The women in Egypt go, at least two days in the 
week, to pray and weep at the sepulchres of the dead : 
and the custom then is to throw upon the tombs a sort 
of herb, which the Arabs call rihan, and which is our 
sweet basil. i»~MAiLLrr, lett. 10. 

Page 55, line 14. 

The mounuin-harb. that dyn 
The tooth of tbr fawa like goM. 

NiBBViB thinks this may be the herb which the 
Astern alchymisu look to as a means of making gold. 
-Most of those alchymical enthusiaitts think them- 
selves sure of success, if they could but find out the 



herb which gilds the teeth and gives a yellow coloar la 
the flesh of the sheep that eat it Even the oil of thispiaat 
must be of a golden colour. It is called Mmtekitdimt 
ed dab.n 

I Father Jbbom Dandini, however, aaacru, tbat the 

I teeth of the goata at Mount Libanus are of a sfltr 

.colour; and adds, «ithis confirms me in that which I 

I observed in Candia ; to wit, that the animals cliat Kvc 

on Mount Ida eat a certain herb, which renders Ihcir 

teeth of a golden colour; which, according to my jai|g> 

ment, cannot otherwise proceed than from ctie miacs 

which are under grocmd.n^DAitoiifi, f^ojragt Co Jfeaat 

Libanus. 

Page 55, line 89. 

*Tia I tbat aiia|le ia one aweet naaaara 

The patt, the pretcat, and future of ploamrc. 

« Whenever our pleasure arises from a racoeaiioa 
of sounds, it is a perception of complicated oatait, 
made up of a sensation of the present soood or nocr, 
and an idea or remembrance of the foregoing, wbSk 
their mixture and concurrence produce such a my»> 
tcrious deliglit, as neither could have prodneed alone. 
And it is often heightened by an antidpalioB of the 
succeeding notes, llius Sense, Memory, and Imagi- 
nation, are conjunctively employed.»--GaaaAa» ea 
Taste. 

This is exactly the Epiciuvan theory of Pieosore, as 
explained by Cicero: — u Quocirca corpus gaudere Ub- 
diu, dum prcsentem seotirct voluptatem; animum et 
praesentem porciperc pariter cum corpore ef prospioere 
veoientem, nee pneteritam pneterlluere sinere.» 

Madame de Stael accounts, upon the same principle, 
for the gratification we derive from rhymtt :—• Elle 
est Ilmage de TcspiSrancc et du souvenir. Va son noos 
fait dcsircr cclui qui doit lui r^pondre, et qoaod le 
second retcntit, il nous rappelle celui qui vient de 
^happer.w 

Page 55, line 110. 

'Tit dava, at laatt that oarlitr dawa. 
Wbote gliaipaaa are afaia withdraam. 

The Persians have two mornings, the Sooblii 
and the Soobhi Sadig, the false and the r«al day-fanaL 
They account for this phenomenon io a most winimkil 
manner. They say, that as the aim rises friMB beUai 
the Kohi Quf (Mount Caucasus), it passes a hole per* 
forated through that mountain, aiid that dartii^ tk 
rays through it, it is the cause of the SoobbJ Kaiim, sr 
thu temporary appearance of day-break. As it as* 
cends, the earth is again veiled in darkness, Wit3 the 
sun rises above the mountain and brioffs writh it tibt 
Soobhi Sadig, or real morning.a — Scorr Wasimg. Dc 
thinks Milton may allude to tliis, wlien he says. 

Ere the hlabbia^ Eaatera tcaai 

The aire mora oa the ladiaa at«M 

Prom her rabia'd loop-hole peep. - 

Page 56, line 2 a. 

Held a feast 
la bia magai6ceBt Sbaliour. 

« In tlie centre of the plain, as it approaches the 
Lake, one of the Delhi Emperors, I believe Shah Jehan. 
constructed a spacious garden called tlie Shaliiaar. 
which is abundantly stored with fruit-trees and Hevei^ 
ing shrubs. Some of the rivulets which intersect ihr I 
plain are led into a canal at the back of the eaHtK. ' 

I 
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>wiag lkro«(h iu ceotrr, or occMiooBOj thrown 
fwnelj of wMer-vorka, romfioM iln tfcitf txonty 
• SbaKBUir. To drcoraie thb tpot dM' Mogul 
I of India bave ditplayed an equal macnificcuce 
Mr; etpmally Jeban Gheer, vbo, with ilie ra- 
]f 5oor Mahl, made Ka»hmire lib usual re«idenee 

the uunmer months. (>n arebrt thrown over 
sal are ercrted, at equal dislaneea, four or live 
nf apartments, each conusting of a saloon, with 
loms at the angles where the followers of th« 
itleDd, and the »er%aat» prepare tlierbets, roffee« 
e hookah. The frame tif the doors of the prin- 
iloon is composed of pieces of a stone of a black 

streaked with yellow line^, and of a closer gr^io 
;her polnh than porphyry. They were uken, it 

from a Hindoo temple, by one of the Mogul 
t, and are esteemed of great value.* — Foitrga. 

Page S^. hoc 4^« 

mad tte eiterior of the Dewan Khass (a building 
b AUbb's) in the cornice are ibe following lines 
in wt gold npon a groand of white marble : — 
rv W « pmrmdise upon tmr^, it it Ait, it it tkit.' • 
iCLia. 

Page 5R, 'inr in. 

Lib* tkal paiaid ftr^im. 

t Chinese had formerly the art of pnitlf , on 
«• of porcelain vessels, fish and other aninals, 
were only perceptible when the vessel was full 
e liquor. They call this species Kia-t*in, that 
v it put in prest, on account of the mjuner in 
Jie aiure is laid onn. — •* They are every now and 
fing to recover the art of this magical painting, 
M purpose.* — Du!f N. 

Page 59, line 17. 

I fafliMi dMs tkm iiwimmt iaugM ia thm Htii 9t Amc. 

nineai carver of idols, said in the Kormn to be 
jo Abraham. ■ I liave such a lovely idol as is 
M met with in the house of AMr.»~-BAnt. 

Psgr 59, line 19. 

! pardonable superstition of tlie sequestered in- 
ts liat multiplied the plares of worsliip of Ma- 
of ieschan, and of Brama. All Cashmere is 
id, and miraculous fountains aliound.ii — Major 
L*s Memoirs of a Map of Bindoxtnn, 
igvire mentions «< a fountain in Cashmere call- 
agh, which signifies a snake; proliably because 
irge snake had formerly been seen there.* — 
g the life-time of my fother, I went twice to 
mtain, which i« about twenty coss from the 
Cashmere. The vestiges of places of wordiip 
ctity are to be traced without number, amongst 
ns and the caves which are interspersed in its 
nrhood.« — Too7EK Jciancbut. — See Asimt 
il. 3. 



Tliere it anotlier account of Cashmere by Abul- 
Faiil, the author of the Ayin-Acbnree, «who,i» says 
Major RiMRtLL, «> appears to luive caught some of the 
enthusiasm of the Valley, by his descriptioBt of the 
holy places in it* 

Page 59, line 3). 

WWm Umm. n^TA «iib iMrara. 

« On a standing roof of wood is laid a covering of 
fine earth, which shelters the building from the great 
quantity of snow that falls in the winter season. This 
fottce communicates an equal warmth in winter, as 
a refreshing coolness in the summer season, when the 
tops of the honHi, which are planted with a variety of 
Aowers, eihibit at a distance the spacious view of a 
beautifully chequered parterre.* — Foasria. 

Page .^f), line .\*). 

LftMcr** •/ the iri|ilc<HAlosr«J i*r«*iM-«lirll •/ IVg«. 

■ Tm% hundred slaves there •», who have do ocher 
office ihtB l» hunt the woods and marshes for triplo- 
coloufcd mrtoisea for the King's Vivary. Of the shell 
of these abo lantcraa are made.* — Vinciirr li liiANo'f 
IVwveif. 

Page S<), line 5B. 

For a description of the Aurora BoreaUa, as it ap- 
pear* to these hunters, see Encyclop^tdim. 

Page &9, line 73. 

1k« mM. •4*fi f tr* — mimi. 

This wind, which is to blow from Syria nnnusccna, 
is, according to the Mahometans, one of the signs of 
the Last Day's approach. 

Another of the signs is, « Great distress in the world, 
to that a man wlien he passes by aixither's grave shall 
say, Would to God 1 were in his place!* — Sai.i's Frt- 
liminary Ditcourse. 

Page 60, line 3. 

1^ OniUao T^rwnr wf Koolbarfi. 

« On Mahommed Shaw's return to Koolbnrga (the 
capital of Dekkan). he made a great fekti%al, and 
mounted this throne with much pomp and magni- 
ficence, calliog it Fin>ieh or Orulean. I have heard 
some old persons, who saw the throne Firoseh io the 
reign of Suliau Mamood Bliamenee, describe it- Tliey 
say that it was in length nine feet, and three in breadth ; 
made of ebony, covered with plates of pure gold, aad 
set with precious stones of immense value. Every 
prince of the house of Bliamenee, who possessed this 
throne, made a point of adding to it some rich stones, 
so that when in the reign of Sultan MamocKi it was 
taken to pieces, to remove some of the jewels to be set 
in vases and cups, the jewellers valued it at one crore 
of ooos (nearly four millions sleriing). I learned also 
that it was called Firoieh from being pnrlly evamelled 
of a sky-blue colour, wliich was in time totally con- 
cealed by the number of jewels.* — FiaisaTA. 
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iB9i»tU»y a^tie^, antf otfirr ^rmiei. 



Tanii non cs, ais. Sapis, Lupcrce. 

Martial, lib. i. Epig. 118. 

nEPinAETSAI MEN nOAAAi' nOAEIZ KAAON, 
ENOIKH2AI AE TH KPATI2TH XPH2IMON. 
Pldtarcu. jrtpi vM^r etyoo^nK. 



TO FRANCIS, EARL OF MOIRA. 

r.ENEBAL IN HIS MAJESTY's FORCES, MASTER-GENHRAL OV THE ORONANCB, 

CONSTABLE OF THE TOWER, ETC. 



Mr Lord : — It is impossible to think of addreMiog a 
Dedication to your Lordship yrithout calling M» nHlnd the 
well-known reply of the Spartan to a rlietorinan, who 
proposed to pronounce an eulogiura on Hercnles. « On 
Hercules !» said the honest Spartan, « vho erer thought 
of blaming Hercules ?» In a similar manner the con- 
currence of public opinion has left to the panegyrist of 
your Lordship a very superfluous task. I shall therefore 
be silent on the subject, and merely entreat your indul- 
gence to the very humble tribute of gratitude which I 
hate here the' honour to present. 
I am, ray Lord, 
With every feeling of attachment and respect, 
Your Lordship's tery devoted servant, 

THOMAS MOORE. 
27, Bury-street, St James s, April 10, 1806. 

PREFACE. 



Tib principal poems in the following Collection were 
w r ta e n duriug an absence of fourteen months from 
Europe. Though curiosity was certuinly not the motive 
of my voyage to America, yet it happened that the grati- 
fication of curiosity was the only advantage which I 
derived from it. Finding myself in the country of a 
new people, whose infoncy had promised so much, and 
whose progress to maturity has been an object of such 
interesting speculation, I determined to employ the 
short period of time, which my plan of return to Eu. 
rope afforded me, in travelling through a few of the 
States and acquiring some knowledge of the inha- 
bitants. 

The impression which my mind received from the 
character and manners of these republicans, suggested 
the Epistles which are written from the city of Wash- 
ington and Lake Erie.' How far I was right, in thus 
assuming the tone of a satirist against a people whom 
I viewed but as a stranger and a visitor, is a doubt 
which my feelings did not allow me time to investigate. 
All I presume to answer for is the fidelity of the picture 
which I have given ; and though prudence might have 
dictated gentler language, truth, I think, would have 
justified M-vcrcr. 

• r|.;«ilr« VI. VII. anJ VIII. 



I went to America with preposses»ioiis by no means 
unfavourable, and indeed rather ig4ulged in muiy of 
tliose illusive ideas with respect to the pniUj of iIk 
government and the primitiv/f happiness of the people, 
which I had early imbibed in my native counlrj,'«licre, 
unfortunately, discontent at home enhances erery At- 
tant temptation, and the western world lias long beea 
looked to as a retreat from real or imaginary oppres- 
sion, as the elysian Atlantis, where persecnied patriots , 
might find their visions realized, and be welcomed by 
kindred spirits to liberty and repose. I was compleldr 
disappointed in every flattering expectation which I had 
formed, and was inclined to say to America, as Horace 
says to his mistress, « iutentata nites.i* Brissot, in the 
prebce to his travels, observes, that « freedom in thit 
country is carried to so high a degree as to border upoa 
a slate of nature ;i> and there certainly is a dose ap- 
proximation to .savage life, not only in the liberty vhick 
they enjoy, but in the violence of party apirit and of 
private animosity which results from it. This iUiberal 
zeal embitters all social intercourse; aaklt thon^ I 
scarcely could hesitate in selecting the party, whsae 
views appeared the more pure and rational, yet I «» 
sorry to observe that, in asserting their opinions, they 
both assume an equal share of intolerance; the Democrat*, 
consistently with their principles, exhibiting a vulgarity 
of rancour, which the Federalists too often aro so for- 
getful of their cause as to imitate. 

The rude familiarity of the lower orders, and indeed 
the unpolished state of society in general, would neither 
surprise nor disgust if they seemed to flow from that 
simphcity of character, that honest ignoranle of the ■ 
glo»s of refinement, which may be looked for in a ncv | 
and inexperienced people. But. when we find ibrn 
arrived at maturity in most of the vices, and aU the ; 
pride of civilization, while tliey are still so remote firoa ■ 
its elegant characteristics, it is impossible not to fed 
that tliis youthful decay, this crude anticipation of the 
natural period of corruption, represses every sangnioc ' 
hope of the future energy and greatness of America. . 

I am conscious that, in venturing these few reraadu, 
I have said just enough to offend, and by no mc«s \ 
sufficient to convince ; for the limits of a preface «2 ! 
not allow me to enter into a jiutification of mv op- 
nions, and I am committed on the subject as effcctnaVv 
as if I liad written volumes in their defence. My nadrr. 
however, is apprized of the very cursory obser^alsM 
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ipoa which thew opioiont are ffQaaded, and cut cauly 
Iccide for himwlf apoo the degree of atlcatioB or con- 
idrnce which they merit. 

With respect to the poems ip general which occupy 
he fbllowiog pages, I know not in what manocr to 
ipologise to the public for tnlmdiog upon their notice 
och a mats of unconnected trifles, such a woHd of 
'picurean atoms, as I have here brought in cooflict to- 
lefber. To say that I have been tempted by the liberal 
iffen of my bookseller, is an excuse which can hope 
or but little indulgence from the critic; yet I own 
hat, without ihb seasonable inducement, these poems 
rery possibly would never have been submitted to the 
rorkl. The glare of pobKeation is too strong for such 
mperfect prodoecioas : they should be shown but to 
he eye of friendship, in that dim light of privacy, 
thich is as fsvourable to poetical as to female beauty. 
md serves as a veil for fisults, vhile it enhances every 
iiarm which it displays. Betide*, this is not a pericMi 
or the idle occupations of poetry, and times like the 
Mreacof reqnira talents more active and more usc^l. 
i'ew have now the letsora to read such trifles, and I 
(ly regret that I have had the leisure to write 



EPISTLE I. 

TO LORD VISCOUNT STRANGFORD. 
ABOAaa Til rHAiTOR raioATc, orr tki axoru, 

BT MOOHLIOIT. 

SwmiT moon! if like Croiona's sage, ■ 
By any spell my hand could dare 

To make thy disk its ample page. 

And write my thoughts, my wislies there; 

Bow many a friend, whose careless eye 

Now wanden o'er that starry sky. 

Should smile, upon thy orb to meet 

The recollection, kind and sweet. 

The reverie* of food regret, 

The promise, never to forget. 

And all my heart and soul would send 

To moBT a dearloved, duiaot friend! 



Oh, Scrangford! when we parted last, 
I little thought the times were past. 
Forever past, when brilliant joy 
Was all my vacant heart's employ : 
When, fresh from mirtli to mirth again, 

We thought the rapid houre too few. 
Oar only use for knowledge then 

To turn to rapture all we knew ! 
Delicious days of whim and soul ! 

When, mingling lore and laugh together, 
We lean'd the book on pleasure's bowl. 

And tara'd the leaf with folly's feather! 
I little thought that all were fled. 
That, ere that summer's bloom was shed, 
My eye should see the sail unfuri'd 
That wafke me lo the western world ! 

And yet 't was time — in youthful days. 
To cool the season's burning rays. 



* >; ih i f iM i wb« vat m 



!• Im?« a po««r vf wriliaf apoa 
B*tu, an. Fydtof. 



The bean may let its wanton vHng 
Repose awhile in pleasure's epring. 
But, if it wait for winter's breete. 
The spring will dry, the heart will freeie! 
And then, that Hope, that foiry Hope, 

Oh ! she awaked such happy dreams. 
And gave my soul such tempting scope 

For all its dearest, fondest sr hemes, 
Tliat not Verona's child of song. 

When flying from the Phryijian shore. 
With lighter hope« could bound along. 

Or pant to be a wanderer more! ■ 

Even now delusive hope will steal 
Amid the dirk regreu I frel. 
Soothing as yonder placid beam 

Pursues the murmurer^ of the deep, 
And lights them wiih roosoling gleam. 

And smiles them into iran(]uil sleep! 
Oh! such a blessed night as this, 

I often think, if frieod« were near, 
How we should feel, and gaxe with bliss 

I'pon (lie moon«brigh( scenery here! 
Tlie sea \% like a silvenr lake. 

And o'er \i% ralm the vessel gUdes 
Gendy, as if it frar'd 10 wake 

The slumber of llir silent tides! 
The only en\ious rlouii thai lowere. 

Hath hung its ^liade on Piro> height,* 
Where dimly, 'mid the dusk, he lowers. 

And, scowling at ihis llr.iven of light. 
Exults to hce the infant storm 

Qing darkly round his giant form! 

Now, could I range those verdant isles 

loviMblr, at thu soft hour. 
And see the looks, the melting smiles, 

Tliat brighten many an orange bower; 
And could I lift each pious veil. 

And see ihe blushing cheek it shades. 
Oh! I should have full many a tale. 

To tell of young Aiorian maids. ' 

Dear Strangford! at this hour, perhaps. 

Some foithful lover (not so blest 
As they who in their ladies' laps 

May cradle every wish to rest) 
Warbles, to touch his dear one's soul. 

Those madrigals, of breath divine. 
Which Camoens' hurp from rapture stole. 

And gave, all glowing warm, to thine !^ 
Oh ! could the lover learn from thee. 

And breathe them with thy graceful tone. 
Such dear beguiling minstrelsy 

Would make the coldest nyn^ph hia own. 



« aikitfaf la ilin* aaiMtaJ Um« ia iW 44di Cai 
Jaoi m*»% prvtrvpiiaat avct tafari. 



aflkiafMt 



Jam l«ti t(a4io pcJca «if racaat 1 

* Fire ii • vary high naaataia aa aaa af iba An»rt«, tnm vbick 
tk« i»laa4 dcri?r« its aaaM. It i* mhI by aaaa t« ba at bi|b at tb« 
Paali of TparrifFp. 

* I b«li«v« it tiG«tbria«ba aayt, tbai ih* iahabitaau af iba Aaaraa 
ara mm b a44inad to (allaatry. Thia it aa aaa*ff«ioa ia wbkb avaa 
GMbric auy ba cra4ita4. 

* llMta ia b aJ a balsaf •• tks Pwtafaaaa. 

to 
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But, hark! — the boatswains pipings tell 
T is time to bid my dream fiarewell : 
Eight bells: — the middle vratch is set; 
Good night, my Strangfbrd ! — ne'er forget 
That far beyond the western sea' 
Is one whose heart remembers thee ! 



STANZAS. 



G1///0C A ^oV f ttoc 

/JLt Ttftta^ot^u T«t/t* 

iEscBTL. Fragment. 

A BEAM of tranquillity smiled in the west. 
The storms of the morning pursued us no more. 

And the wave, while it welcomed the moment of rest. 
Still heaved, as remembering ills that were o'er! 

Serenely my heart took the hue of the hour, 
Its passions were sleeping, were mute as the dead, 

And the spirit becalm'd but remember'd their power. 
As the billow the force of the gale that was Ued ! 

I thought of the days, when to pleasure alone 
My heart ever granted a wish or a sigh ; 

When the saddest emotion my bosom had known 
Was pity for those who were wiser than I ! 

I felt how the pure intellectual fire 

In luxury loses its heavenly ray; 
How soon, in the lavishing cup of desire, 

The pearl of the soul may be melted away ! , 

And I pray'd of that Spirit who lighted the flame, 
That pleasure no more might its purity dim: 

And that sullied but little, or brighdy the same, 
I might give back the gem I bad borrow'd from him! 

The thought was ecstatic ! I felt as if Heaven 
Had already the wreath of eternity shown ; 

As if, pasuon all chasten'd and error forgiven, 
My heart had begun to be purely its own ! 

I look'd to the west, and the beautiful sky 
Which morning had clouded, was clouded no more : 

M Oh : thus,M I exclaira'd, « can a heavenly eye 
Shed hghl on the soul iliat was darken d before !» 



THE TELL-TALE LYRE. 

r ▼! heard, there was in ancient days 

A Lyre of most melodious spell ; 
Twas Heaven to hear its foiry lays. 

If half be true that legends tell. 

T was play d on by the gentlest sighs. 
And to their breath it breathed again 

* ProaCapUin Cochburo/who cona>aa<ieJ the Phaeton, I receired 
•ueh kiad atieaiiont •• I omtl erer reaiembcr with gratUude. A« 
»eme of the joaroali«t« hava grsTcly auened that I went to America 
toapocalata in laodt, it Bay sot be iutpcniDtnl to ttate, that the oh- 
joct of thia Toyafe acroai the Atlaatic waa vy appoiatneat to the 
office of Registrar of the Vic^AdBtraliy Comrt of Bonaada. 



In such entrancing melodies 
As ear bad never drunk till thra! 

Not harmony's serenest touch 
So stilly could the notes prolong ; 

They were not heavenly song so much 
As they were dreams of heavenly song I 

If sad the heart, whose murmuring air 
Along the chords in languor stole. 

The sooihiogs it awaken'd there 
Were eloquence from pity's soul! 

Or if the sigh, serene and lig^t. 

Was but the breath of fancied woes. 

The string, that felt its airy fli|^t. 
Soon whisper'd it to kind repose! 

And oh ! when lovers talk'd alone, 
If 'mid their bliss the Lyre was Jiear^ 

It made their murmurs all its own, 
And echoed notes that Heaven mi^t bat 

There was a nymph, who long had loved. 
But dared not tell the world how well ; 

The shades, where she at evening roved. 
Alone could know, alone could tell. 

'T was there, at twilight time, she stole 
So oft, to make the dear one bless'd, 

Whom love had given her virgin soul. 
And nature soon gave all the rest ! 

It chanced that in the fairy bower 
Where they had found their sweetest shed 

This Lyre, of strange and magic power, 
Hung gently whispering o'er their head. 

And while, with eyes of mingling fire. 
They listen'd to each other's vow. 

The youth full oft would make the Lyre 
A pillow for his angel's brow ! 

And while the melting words she breathed 
On all its echoes waoton'd round. 

Her hair, amid the siriugs enwreathed. 
Through golden mazes charm'd the tamod 

Alas ! their hearts but little thought. 
While thus entranced they listening lay, 

That every sound the Lyre was taught 
Should linger long, and long betray! 

So mingled with its tuneful soul 

Were all their tender murmurs grown. 

That other si^hs unaoswer'd stole. 

Nor changed the sweet, the treasured Cooc. 

Unhappy nymph! thy name was sung 
To every passing lip that sigh'd : 

The secrets of thy gentle tongue 
On every ear in murmurs died! 



i* 



The fatal Lyre, by Envy's hand 

Hung high amid the breezy grovet. 

To every wanton gale that fann'd 
Betray 'd the mystery of your loves! 
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Tel, oh ! — not many a tofkriiiy boar. 
Thy ciq» of shame on earth ma eiren : 

Benignly came tome pitying power, 
And took the Lyre and thee to heaven! 

There, as thy lover dries the tear 

Tel warm from life's malignant wrongs, 

Within his arms, thou lovest to hear 
The luckless Lyres remember'd songi! 

Still do yonr happy souls attune 
The notes it leam'd, on earth, to move ; 

Still breathing o'er the chords, commune 
In sympathies of angel love! 



TO TUE FLYIXG-FISH.' 

Waaif I have seen thy snowy wing 
O'erthe blue wave at evening spring. 
And give those scales, of silver white. 
So gaily to the eye of light. 
As if thy frame were form'd to rise. 
And live amid the glorious skies ; 
Ob! it has made me proudly feel, 
How like thy wing's impatient teal 
Is the pure soul, that rcoros to rest 
Upon the world's ignoble breast. 
But takes the plume that God has given. 
And rises into light and Heaven! 

Bat vrben I see that wing, so bright. 
Grow languid with a moment's flight. 
Attempt the paths of air in vain. 
And sink into the waves again : 
Alas! the flattering pride is o'er; 
Like thee, awhile, tJie soul may soar. 
But erring man must blush to think, 
like thee, again, the soul may sink! 

Oh virtue! when thy clime I seek. 
Let not my spirit's flight be weak: 
Let me not, like this feeble thing. 
With brine still dropping from its wing. 
Just sparkle in the solar glow, 
And plunge again to depilis below; 
But, when I Ica^r (he grosser throi^ 
With whom my soul hath dwelt so losg. 
Let me, in that aspiring day. 
Cast every lingering stain away, 
And, panting for thy purer air. 
Fly up at once and fix me there ! 



EPISTLE 11. 

TO MISS M E. 

rsoM RoaroLK, in viiginia, RovncaBi, 180S. 
In daj%^ my Kate, when life was new. 
When, lull'd with innocence and you, 

* It it ib« •fteioB of St AMtia, apoa Gen««i«, aa4 I WImt* of 
*ttHy all tb« jfathrn, that btril*. lib* fi»h, vera orifiBallj proJorad 
'''M ikcvaiara; la 4»f«nr« af «li*ch iJra tbry have roll«rt«4 trtrj 
'•cifal ctreuaattaafa wfairh eaa tmni ta pro«a a liadra^ aiaiilitaJc 
•tWM ttirai ; ffvyytumf T0»C ^STO/UIVWC ^pOf Tat ysXTflt. 
^tth tbia ibMigttt ia oar aiia^a «b«a «c brat aca ibe Fl^iaf-Ftab, 
"coitU aliaoa faacy tbat wc art praacal at ib« Moaicat of craatiea. 
•4 ariisaaa iJm birUi af tb« ftrat btnl Itvm ib« va«ta. 



I heard, in home's beloved shade, 
The din the world at distance made ; 
When every night my weary head 
Sunk on its own unihomed bed. 
And, mild as evening's matron hour 
Looks on the faintly shutting flower, 
A mother saw our eyelids close. 
And bless'd them into pure repose ! 
Tlien, liaply if a week, a day, 
I lingrr'd from your arms away, 
How long the little ahsencr seem'd! 
How bright the look of welcome beam'd, 
As mute you heard, vrith eager smile. 
My tales of all that pass'd the while ! 
Yet now, my Kate, a gloomy sea 
Rolls vide between tluit Itome and me; 
The moon may thrirr hn bom and die. 
Ere even your seal can reach mine eye ; 
And oh ! even then, tliat dariing seal 
(Upon whose print I uu^l to feel 
The bmth of home, the conlial air 
Of loved lip«, still freslily (here!) 
Must come, alas! through e\ery fate 
Of time and distance, cold and late. 
When the dear liand mhose touches flll'd 
The leaf viith sweetness may lie cbilPd ! 
But hence tliat gloomy thought ! At last. 
Beloved Kate! the waves are pass'd: 
I tread on earth «ecure]y now. 
And the green cedar's living bough 
Breathes more refreshment to my eyes 
Than could a Claude's divinest dyes ! 
At length I touch the happy sphere 
To Liberty and Virtue dear. 
Where man looks up, and, proud to claim 
His rank wiihin the social frame, 
Sees a grand system round him roll. 
Himself its centre, sun, and soul ! 
Far from the shocks of Europe ; far 
From every wild, elliptic st4r 
That, shooting with a devious fire, 
Kindled by Heaven's avenging ire. 
So oft hath into chaos hurl'd 
The systems of the ancient world ! 

The vrarrior here, in arms no more. 
Thinks of the toil, the conflict o'er, 
And glorying in the rights they won 
For hearth and altar, sire and son. 
Smiles on the dusky webs that hide 
His sleeping sword's remember'd pride! 
While Peace, with sunny cheeks of toil. 
Walks o'er the free unlorded soil, 
Effacing with her splendid share 
The drops that War had sprinkled there! 
Thrice happy land ! where he who flics 
From tlie dark ills of other skies. 
From srom, or want's unnerving woes. 
May shelter him in proud repose! 
Hope sings along the yellow sand 
His welcome to a patriot land; 
The mighty wood, with pomp, receives 
The stranger in its world of leaves. 
Which soon their barren glory yield 
To the warm shed and cultured field ; 



76 



MOORE'S WORKS. 



And he, who came, of all bereft. 

To whom mali^aot Fate had left 

Nor home nor friends nor country dear. 

Finds home and friends and country here ! 

Such is the picture, warmly such. 

That long the spell of Fancy's touch 

Hath painted to my sao^ine eye 

Of man's new world of liberty I 

Oh ! ask me not if Truth will seal 

The reveries of Fancy's seal. 

If yet my charmed eyes behold 

These features of an age of gold^ 

No — yet, alas! no gleaming trace ! * 

Never did youth, who loved a face 

From portrait's rosy, flattering art. 

Recoil with more regret of heart. 

To find an owlet eye of gray. 

Where painting pour d the sapphire's ray. 

Than I have felt, indignant felt. 

To think the glorious dreams should melt, 

Which oft, in boyhood's witclung time. 

Have wrapt me to this wondrous clime ! 

But, courage yet, my wavering heart ! 
Blame not the temple s meanest part, ' 
Till you have traced the fabric o'er : — 
As yet, wc have beheld no more 
Than just the porch to Freedom's fane. 
And, though a sable drop may stain 
The vestibule, 'lis impious sin 
To doubt there's holiness within! 
So here I pause — and now, my Kate, 
To you (whose simplest ringlet's fote 
Can claim more interest in my soul 
Than all the Powers from pole to pole) 
One word at parting — in the tone 
Most sweet to you, and most my own. 
The simple notes I sepd you here, ^ 
Though rude and wild, would still be dear. 
If you but knew the trance of thought 
In which my mind their murmurs caught. 
'T was one of those enchanting dreams, 
That lull me oft, when Music seems 
To pour the soul in sound along, 
And turn its every sigh to song ! . 
I thought of home, the according fatys 
Respired the breath of happier days; 
Warmly in every rising note 
I felt some dear remembrance float. 
Till, led by Music's fdiry chain, 
I wander'd back to home agaiu! 

* Sucb roBiaoiic works a* The Jmeriean Fmrwur't Lttttrt, and ihr * 
Jccount of KemtHckyr, by Imlat, vould tcdace ■• iato • belief, iLat 
innocence, peace, and frerdom bad detcrted tba rtftt of the world, 
for Martha'k Viaeyard and ibc bank* of the Ohio. The Prencb tra- 
Tcllert loo, altnott all froB revolotionary aaotiTn, bate cootributed 
tbeir abare (e tba diffuaioa of tbia flattering mitcoarcption. A Tiait 
to the country ia, however, quite aafBcieat to correct even tba moat 
•ntbuaiaatir prepeaaeation. 

* Norfolk, ii muat ba owaed, ia aa uafafourablc speciiaeB of Ame- 
rica. Tba cliaracieriatica of Virginia ia general ara not auebaa can 
delight either the politit-iaa or the moraliat. and at Norfolk tbey are 
aibibited ia their leaat attractive form. At the time when we arrived, 
the yrllow fever bad not yet diaappeared. and every odour that aa- 
aailed ua in the atreeta very Mroogly accounted for iu viaiution. 

* A uidin| attempt at matical cMip««ition accoMpaaiad tbia 
EpialU. 



Oh ! love the song, and let it oft 
Live on your lip, in warble soft! 
Say that it tells you, simply well. 
All I have bid its murmurs tell. 
Of memory's glow, of dreams that shed 
The tinge of joy when joy is fled. 
And all the heart's illusive hoard 
Of love renew'd and friends restored! 
Now, sweet, adieu — thu artless air. 
And a few rhymes, in transcript fair, * 
Are all the gifts I yet can boast 
To send you from Columbia's coast ; 
But when the sun, with warmer smile. 
Shall light me to my destined Isle,* 
You shall have many a cowslip-bell 
Where Ariel slept, and many a shell 
In which the gentle spirit drew 
From honey flowers the morning dew \ 



TO CARA, 

AFTRa AN INTSaTAL OF ABSMCB. 

Concbal'd within the shady wood 
A mother left her sleeping child. 

And flew to cull her rustic food. 
The fruitage of the forest wild. 

But storms upon her path-way rise. 
The mother roams, astray and weeping. 

Far from the weak appealing cries 
Of him she left so sweetly sleeping. 

She hopes, she fears — a Kght is seen. 
And gentler blows the night-wind's breath; 

Yet no — 't is gone — the storms are keen, 
The baby may be chill'd to death! 

Perhaps his little eyes are shaded 
Dim by Death's eternal chill — 

And yet, perliaps, they are not faded ; 
Life and love may light them still. 

Thus, when my soul with parting sigh. 
Hung on thy hand's bewildering tooch. 

And, timid, ask'd that speaking eye. 
If parting pain'd thee half so much : 

I thought, and, oh ! forgive the thooght. 
For who, by eyes like thine inspired. 

Could e'er resist the flattering faulc 
Of foncying what his soul desired T 

Yes — I did think, in Cam's mind. 
Though yet to Cara's mind unknown, 

I leFt one infant wish behind. 

One feeliug, which I call'd my own ! 

Oh blest! though but in fancy bleat. 

How did 1 ask of pity's care. 
To shield and strengthen in thy brenat 

The nursling I had cradled there. 

* The pocmt which iaBcdiatcly follow. 

* Bermuda. 
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And, many an hoar begniled l»y pleuure, 
And uMuoy an hoar of torrvw aumberin|(, 

I ne'er for^t the new-bom treatore 
I lellt vidiin ifay bocom tlnnbennf . 

Ferhapt, indifVerence has not chill 'd h. 
Haply, it yet a throb may give — 

Yet no— perhaps, a doubt has kill'd it ! 
Oh, Cara!— dtoei the infant lave ? 



TO CARA, 
oa TU nAwmaa or a riw TEAt'i »at. 

WigN midnight came to close the year, 
We sigh'd to think it thus should taka 

The hours it gave us — hours as dear 
As sympathy and love could maka 

Their blessed nuMnents! erery sun 

Saw OS, my love, more closely one! 

But, Cara, when the dawn was nigh 
Which came another year to shed, 

The smile we caaght from eye to eye 
Told us those moments were not fled ; 

Oh no ! — we felt, some future sun 

Should see us still more closely one ! 

Thus may we ever, side by side. 
From happy years to happier glide i 
And still, my Cara, may the sigh 

We give to hours that vanub o'er Uf, 
Be follow'd by the smiling eye 

That Hope shall shed on scenes before us ! 



TO THE INVISIBLE GIRL. 

'■KT try to persuade me, my dear little sprite, 
liat you are not a daughter of ether and light, 
tor have any concern with those fsnciful forms 
hat dance upon rainbows and ride upon storms ; 
bat, in short, you 're a woman ; your lip and your breast 
s mortal as ever were tasted or press'd ! 
nt I will not believe Uiem — no. Science ! to yoo 
have loug bid a last and a careleM adieu : 
lili flying from Nature to study her laws, 
nd dulling delight by exploring its cause, 
ou forget bow i^uperior, for mortals below, 
the fiction they dream to the truth that they know, 
b ! who, that has ever had rapture complete, 
^ould tmk how we frei it, or why it is sweet; 
ow rays are confused, or how particles fly 
hrough the medium refined of a glance or a sigh ! 
there one. who but ooce would not rather have 
known it, 
hnn written, with Harvey, whole volumes upon it ? 
o, no— but for you, my invisible love, 
wrill swear you are one of those spirits that rove 
f the bank vrhere at twilight the poet reclines, 
Then the star of the west on his solitude shines, 
od the magical fingers of Fancy have hung 
very breeze with a sigh, every leaf with a tongue ! 
h ! whisper him then, 't is retirement alone 
an hallow his harp or ennoble its lone ; 
ike you, with a v^ of seclusion beliveeii, 
tasoof to th« world kt him ntlar 



And like yoo, a legitimate child of the spharm, 

Escape from the eye to enrapture tha ears ! 

Sweet spirit of mystery ! how I should love. 

In the wearisome ways 1 am fated to rova. 

To have you for ever invisibly oigh. 

Inhaling for ever your song and your sigh ! 

'Mid the crowds of the world and the murmurs of care, 

I might sometimes converse with my nymph of the air, 

And turn with disgust from tlie clamorous crew. 

To steal in the pauses one whisper from you. 



Oh! come and be near me, for ever be mil 

We shall hold in the air a communion divii 

As sweet as, of old, was imagined to dvrell 

In tlie grotto of Numa, or Socrates' cell. 

And oft, at those lingering moments of night. 

When the heart is weigli'd down and the eyelid is light. 

You shall come to my pillow and tell me of lova, 

Such as angel to angel might whisper above I 

Oh spirit!— -and then, could you borrow the lone 

Of that voice, to my ear so bewitcbingly known. 

The voice of the one upon earth, who has twined 

With her essence for ever my heart and my mind ! 

Though lonely and for from the light of bar soule. 

And exile and weary and hopeless the while, 

(xjuld you %hrd for a moment that voice on my ear, 

I will think at tlut moment my Cara is near. 

That she comes with consoling enchantment to speak. 

And kisses my eyelid and sighs on my cheek. 

And tells me, the night shall go rapidly by. 

For tlie dawn of our hope, of our heaven is nigh ! 

Sweet spirit I if such be your magical power, 

It will lighten the lapse of full many an hour; 

And let Fortune's realities frown as they will, 

Hope, Fancy, and Cara may smile for ma still! 



PEACE AND GU)BY. 

VSrrTKJf AT TBI COMMBilCKIiCNT or THE rlBSIirt WAR. 

WiERE is now the smile that lighten'd 

Every liero'» couch of reM T 
Where is now the hope that brighten'd 

Honour's eye and Pity's breast ? 
Have we lost the wreath we braided 

For our weary warrior men T 
Is the faithless olive foded 1 

Must the bay be pluck'd again? 

Passing hour of sunny weather. 

Lovely, in your light awhile. 
Peace and Clory, wed together, 

Wander'd through the blessed isle. 
And the eyes of Peace would glisten, 

I>ewy as a morning sun, 
When the timid maid mould listen 

To the deeds her chief had done. 

Is the hour of dalliance orerT 

Must the maiden's trembling feet 
Waft Iter from her wariike lover 

To the desert's still retreat? 
Fare you well ! with sighs we banish 

Nymph so foir and guest so bright ; 
Yet the smila, with which yon vaniab, 

Leaves hahaad a toothing light ! 
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Soothing light! that long shall sparkle 

O'er your warriors sanguine way. 
Through the field where horrors darkle, 

Shedding Hope's consoling ray ! 
Long the smile his heart will cherish, 

To its absent idol true. 
While around him myriads perish. 

Glory still will sigh for you ! 



TO 



1801. 



To be the theme of every hour 

The heart devotes to Fancy's power, 

When her soft magic fills the mind 

With friends and joys we 've left behind. 

And joys return and friends are near, 

And all are welcomed with a tear! 

In the mind's purest seat to dwell, 

To he remember d oft and well 

By one whose heart, tliough vain and wild. 

By passion led, by youth beguiled. 

Can proudly still aspire to know 

The feeling soul's divinest glow ! 

If thus to live in every part 

Of a lone weary wanderer's heart ; 

If thus to be its sol« employ 

Can give tliee one faint gleam of joy. 

Believe it, Mary! oh! believe 

A tongue that never can deceive, 

When passion doth not first betray 

And tinge the thought upon its way ! 

In pleasure's dream or sorrow's hour. 

In crowded hall or lonely bower. 

The business of my life shall be, 

For ever, to remember tliee! 

And though that heart be dead to mine. 

Since love is life and wakes not thine, 

I 'II lake thy image, as the form 

Of something I should long to warm, 

Which, though it yield no answering thrill. 

Is not less dear, is lovely still ! 

I'll take it, wheresoe'er I stray. 

The bright, cold burthen of my way! . 

To keep this semblance fresh in bloom, 

My heart shall be its glowing tomb. 

And love sliall lend his sweetest care, 

With memory to embalm it there ! 

SONG. 

Takb back the sigh, thy lips of art 

In passion's moment breathed to roe; 
Yet, no— it must not, will not part, 
Tts now the Hfe>breath of my heart. 
And has become too pure for thee ! 

Take back the kiss, that faithless sigh 

With all the warmth of truth imprest; 
Tet, no — the fatal kiss may lie. 
Upon thjr lip its sweets would die. 
Or bloom to make a rival blest! 

Take bnck the vows that, night and day, 

My heart received, I thought, from thine; 
Tet, no — allow them still to stay. 
They might some other heart betray. 
As sweetly as they've ruin'd mine! 



A BALLAD. 
THE LAKE OF THE DISMAL SWAMP. 

WRITTKN AT NORrOUC IN ▼IRGINIA. 



■ Tli«7 tM of ■ yoang aan who loit bit mini apoa iW 4cath af • 
girl h* loved, and wbo, aaddeBly diaappcariof frooi hit fri aada. vaa 
never afientarda beard of. At he bad rr«qa*atly aaid. ia fcia rariait, 
tbal tbe girl wat not dead, bnt gone to tbe Diaaai Svaap, it it tap* 
potcd he bad vandcrad into that dreary wildamaaa, and kad A«d af 
hnager, or been lou in aeae of ita dreadfnl ■ 



La Po^ia a tea Monttret ronae la Ifatnrcf— VAccaan*. 



« TiBT made her a grave, too 'cold and damp 

For a soul so warm and true ; 
And she 's gone to the Lake of the Dismal Swamp,' 
Where, all night long, by a fire-fly lamp. 

She paddles her white canoe. 

« And her fire-fly lamp I soon shall see. 

And her paddle I soon shall hear; 
Long and loviug our life shall be. 
And I '11 hide the maid in a cypresa tree, 

When the footstep of Death is near!* 

Away to the Dismal Swamp he speeds — 

His path was rugged and sore. 
Through tangled juniper, beds of reeds. 
Through many a fen, where the serpent feeds. 

And man never trod before ! 

And when on the earth he sunk to sleep. 

If slumber his eyelids knew, 
He lay where the deadly vin^ doth weep 
Its venomous tear, and nightly steep 

The flesh with blistering dew ! 

And near him the she-wolf stirr'd the biaki^ 
And the copper-snake breathed in Ins ctf , 
Till he starting cried, from his dreem amkc, 
«( Oh ! when shall I see tbe dusky Lake^ 
And the white canoe of my dear ?» 

He saw the Lake, and a meteor bright 

Quick over its surfoce phiy'd^ 
«cWelcomc,» he said, «my dear-one's light!* 
And the dim shore echoed, for many a ni^it, 

The name of the death-cold maid! 

Till he hollow'd a boat of the birchen back. 

Which carried him off from shore ; ' 

Far he follow'd the meteor spark. 
The wind was high and the clouds were dark. 
And the boat retum'd no more. 

But oft, from the Indian hunter's camp. 

This lover and maid so true 
Are seen, at the hour of midni^t damp^ 
To cross the lake by a fire- fly lamp. 

And paddle their white canoe ! 



* The Great Ditmal Swamp it ten or twatea aiiea diataak tnm V* 
oik. and th* Lake in the middle of it (abMl ••rna ailta Iwf)* ! 
called DruBUBond't Pond. 
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EPISTLE lU. 



TO Til 

ICHIONESS DOWAGER OF D- 



•LL 



riOM BtftMCOA, iANUART, 1S04. 

lere'er yoo roam, wbatercr beam 
( CTcmtioii warms your mimic dream; 
■yoa trace ibe valleys golden meads, 
lasy liDth hb Ungenog current leads ;■ 
Kd catch the mellow hues that sleep, 
a MeiUerie's immortal steep ; 
af o'er the Lake, at day's decline, 
t last shadow <mi the holy shrine,' 
naay a ni^t, the soul of Tell complaioi 
• triumph and Helvetia's chains; 
the pencil for a moment by, 
m the tablet that creative eye, 
ts sp l e nd our, like the morning ray 
bepherd's harp, illume my lay ! 

f ! DO— for song so rude as mine, 
t the wonders of yonr dream divine ; 
iant eye! upon the tablet dwell; 

finger! weave your pictured spell; 
la I sing the animated smiles 
latore in these sun-bom isles. 
It the song awake some bright design, 

touch, or prompt one happy line, 
ire my soul to see iu humble thought 
ing's mirror so divinely caught, 
dering Genius, as he lean'd to trace 

conception kindling into grace, 
re my numbers for the spark they threw, 
i the lay that lent a charm to you ! 

I DOC ofu in nightly vision, stray'd 
ire isles of ever- blooming shade, 
irds of old, with kindly magic, placed 
vy spiriu in the Atianlic waste ?^ 
eternal gales, with fragrance warm, 
from Elysium through each shadowy form 
nee of eye, and dreams of song, 
"m'd their lapse of nigbtleu hours along ! 
I song that mortal ear may suit, 
- spirit was itMrIf a lute, 
Jtne waken'd, with elysian breeae, 
a of ihounht and mental harmonies! 
e. Lady, when (he zephyrs bland 
ar bark to this enchanted land, 
y i»les upon the ocean thrown, 
s of emerald o'er a silver xone ; 
.' charm that ethnic fanry gave 
I arbours o'er the western wave, 
ke a dream more kooihiog or sublime, 
I ethereal and the spirit's clime! 

., I tappoM-J. «M •! tbi* liaM MiU in S«itufla»4, «k«r« 
>f brr pracil mntt luir« b— f r>^ — tly awakcNwi. 
pri of WillHin Trll. •« ih* Lake •t l.mrtu*. 
■41* Myt. la hi* M»md« Frtmuiif, a L«ra«|H« StrabMi cntl 
ieaa Utcologima at p««tr« pUr«i*«t ic« Cbanpa Blyaiva 
ir% 4e I'Oc^aD AiUati^aa. ii aeaUaiii riaa ■ lc«r 4«c» 
Cmiui* aappositioa. 1 ka?e a« 4a«b<, i« tb« ■•*« (vr- 
•( af trtABO i«. IB ib« praaaat iMUMCf Mo«t la a>y 



The mom was lovely, every wave was still. 

When the first perfume of a cedar>htll 

Sweetly awaked us, and with smiling charms 

The fairy harbour woo'd us to its arms.' 

Gently we stole before the languid wind, 

Through phintain shades tliat like an awning twined, 

And kiss'd on either side the wanton sails. 

Breathing our welcome to these vernal vales; 

While far reflected, o'er the wave serene. 

Each wooded inland shed* so soft a green. 

That the enamour d keel, with whispering play. 

Through liquid herbage seem'd to steal its way! 

Never did weary bark more sweetly glide. 

Or rest its anchor in a loveher tide! 

Along the margin many a brilliant dome, 

White as the palace of a Lapland gnome, 

Brighten'd the wave ; in every myrtle grove 

Secluded bashfol, like a shrine of love. 

Some elfin mansion sparkled through the shade; 

And, while the foliage interpoung play'd, 

Wreathing the structure into various grace, 

Fancy would love in many a form to (rare 

The flowery capital, the liiaft, (he porch,* 

And dream of temples, till her kindling torch 

Lighted me back to all the glorious days 

Of Attic genius; and I seem'd |D gaae 

On marble, from the rich Pentrlic mount. 

Gracing the umbrage of some Naiad's fount. 

Sweet airy being !> who, iu brighter hours. 
Lived on the perfume of these hooey'd bowers. 
In velvet buds, at evening loved to lie. 
And win vrith music every rose's sigh ! 
Though weak the magic of my humble stra'm 
To charm your spirit from its orb again. 
Yet, oh ! for her, beneath whose smile I sing, 
For her (whose pencil, if your rainbow wing 
Were dimm'd or mftled by a wintry sky. 
Could smooth its foather and relume its dye), 
A moment wander from your starry sphere. 
And if the lime-tree grove that once was dear. 
The sunny wave, the bower, (he breety hill, 
Tlie sparkling grotto, ran delight you still. 
Oh! take thrir foirest tint, tlieir softest light. 
Weave all their beauty in(o dreams of night. 
And, while the lovely artist slumbering lies. 
Shed the warm picture o'er her mental eyes; 
Borrow for sleep her own creative spells. 
And brightly show what song but faintly tells ! 

* Nalhiaf caa Ika a>»r« ronaatic thaa the liule barb««ir af S< 
Otorga. Th« aaiabar of beaaiiful \%\*x%, tbc tiaQalar daarB««« of 
Um aairr. «a4 ibr aaiauird play of ili^ etacafal liiiU baala. fti^iaf 
for rv«r b«t«c«'a lb* UUadt. ao4 •scaling 10 tail froaa oae crdar- 
gravc talo aaotber, forai aliog*ib#r ibr ••««tru ■uatatara af aauua 
ibal caa b« iaM|ia^. 

* Tbit it aa allatio* vbicb, 10 ibr few «ba ar« faacifal raaafb la 
iadalf « la 11, rradrr* llir •trarry of Benaada panicalarly iairrtatiaf . 
la lb* abort but beautifMi iwiiigbt wf ib«ir apnai eraaiaga, tb« 
»bii« reliagra •catUrvJ •ytf ibr ivlaaila, aad bat panially taca 
fbcaag b tb« trmt ibai aurrouad ibrai. aaaaaM oft«a iba app*araac« af 
bula Grroaa teaipUt. aa4 fancy aMy aaibcllab ibr po«r bab«rai«a't 
bat «iib cnlaaiaa «bicb iba pcacil of Claade atgbt iaiuie. I bad 
aaa favoanta object •t ibia kiad ia aiy walk*, abirb ibc boapilaliiy 
af ila owaar tabbed n.a af, by aakiag aaa la riail biia. He waa a 
pUia good OMB, aad received aae veil aad warmly, but I aarer coald 
lara bia boaae iata a Gratiaa teapic agaia. 

* Antl. Aaaag iba aaany cbaraia abicb Baraaada bat for a poe- 
tic eye, a* raaaol for aa iaaUal forget thai il ia the aceae of !(■««. 
•rtAka't Ttwki^t, aad ibat bera b« coajartd ap ibo • ddkau Ariel,* 
«ka «!••* iaarank ika wkala Immv«b af aacicataiytbolofy. 
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E GENIUS OF HABMONY. 



Ecboat Ui> bralh Ibal nirMing Kit-Ditidi bmlhtd ; 

Hill HMgic ibtU 

From the >b>le biHom of i lyrea fell, 
Ai once ilie «inilrr*d kj Ibc lid« llul lnT« 
Sicilii'i nod at ffiM. 



Oh! I 






iFllK 



\a Itay uu] be il( 

Co. brioB the bri|;hl ihill to Ri;r bo' 

Aad 1 wilJ (bill Ihic (n iiKh dovoy d< 

Ai Up (he i|Hnl of tbe^evmlh pphere 

Whiu Luna'i dulut tDiui falUfiinllf oi 

Aod ibou limit BWo, 

That, ibrsngli ibo circJe of crciiion'i 

Whsre mailer dirkln at wbero tfiiil 

The plaaeli through their nuie of 
To Ihe iniBll rill, Ihil wrcpi ■long 
MurmuriDg o'er bed. of poirl ; 
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■nlghl; mingled tool of bo 
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me, myuicheUI 


N.>,y..u,rl,. 


c»tedl 


biirB.* 


M«py > imr lu, 






O'rr Ihe cold iK^ODi 


of the oci 


«o«p,.* 


an« thy .eri. 


ipeU 




ilatfaiii<he«tenilepll 




my. 














ikediu 


.rir i«U, 


Tlie lyrcn, will. * 


ootoFfire. 




ri«gof» 


OrpbkLyre.1 


Orguideiinmnd 


iHbami 




The winged chari 


[of win 


bliHfutiaul"! 



Beneilb HiipiBil'i •im, 
Tbou liweaflreaiiileinu.. 
Whirh I hove wrm'd wilb dewi at raelody ;! 

Linen !—wh<D the nighl wlnddkl 

Doim the «tiU current, like a harp it ngfai ! 

A liquid rhord ii every wave that llou^ 

Ad airy pleci rum every brrexe Uuiblovil^ 

Ther«, by Ilial wondroui itreim. 

Co. lay ihj languid brow, 



S-axifnin //n vuLkti ti(u tkMfua, — virii. a^b*. 
■waialiUanbi- Itfm* Tat >at. >» !■«>■»••«..•;• 



rfTiieiilMTe. ■. T, ». i. ...~l^. 

HIM 4''A:« 'fiA/tiut im Mffiiit, araijut 4" 
. D itfK unnr, ui ut^lUnt 'nX EU 
OXHMA. Pi.in. n— .. 



VUWTrH J-XITiU, It ftUf/*. A ■[ Juda^ IiKAM. lA. I, 
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And I will srad thee «urh ■ (^-like dream, 
Siacb — ^mortal ! mortal ! but iImm heard of him,' 
Who, many a oight, with hit primordial lyre,* 
Sale oo the chill Pangvan mooot,' 
And, looking to the orient dim, 
Waich'd the first flowing of that sacred foani. 

From which hit tool Ind dmnk its fire ! 
Oh ! think what visions, in that lonely hour, 
Stole o'er his musing breast! 
What pions ecstasy 4 
Wafted his prayer to that eternal Power, 
Whose seal upon this worid imprest^ 
The various forms of bright divinity ! 

Or, doat thou know what dreams I wove, 
'Mid the deep horror of that silent bower,' 
Where the rapt Samian slept liis holy slumber? 
"hen, free 
From every earthly chain. 
From wreaths of pleasure and from bonds of pain, 

His spirit flew through fields above. 
Drank at the source of IVature's fontal aumher.7 
And saw, in mystic choir, around him move 
The stars of song. Heaven's burning minslri'Uy ! 
Sttch dreams, so heavenly bright, 
I swear 
By the great diadem tliat twines my hiir. 
And by the seven gems that sparkle tlirre,* 
Mingling their beams 
In a soft Iris of harmonious light. 

Oh, mortil! such shall be tby radiant drrams! 

• Tkry nU kUlyr* *^;|^aUOTfOTOV »'r*rX/^t,f/(ir Of4^IQfC. 
S#«a cvfMOt vert by • profrMor ofGrcrli al Vrmt*, iniitlrJ • ll«l»- 
4«flM<ie», tiim wpMw 4« trfUmmmtio iikri.* I.ib. \. cap. 3. p. 177. 

* CAataaravica, trlluif lb« cttrrsM vantratioa of Orph< ua for 
A p a l la. tmjt tkal W was accaMMB*^ la go 10 ibr I'aafvan mouaUia 
a« 4ay-kr«ah, aaJ tiMf* vail ib* riaing'of t\%e *»», ibai br aii[;tii b« 
ika fira M kail iu baaait. £irr)tl^C/UIVbC T« T«C VC/XTOC> 



EPISTLE IV. 

TO GKORGE MORGAN, ESQ. 

OF soRFOLR, vmr.isiA.' 
raoM BisMt'DA, JA^CAtT, 1804. 

KF.rNH A'HNFMOE2ZA KAI ATPOnOI, O'lA 
e'AAinAHS, AlOTIHl KAI MAAAON EOI- 

AP0M02 HEntP •innoi2, noNTn enex- 

THPIKTAI. 

Callimacb. BjrmH. in Del. v. ii. 

Ob what a tempr«( whiri'd m hither !> 

Winds, whose ^av.ii^e bre:iih could wither 

All the light Miiil lan(;iiiii Mowers 

That bloom in KpiniruV I>ovi>rni! 

Yet think not, (teorjje. th.it r.incy's charm 

Forv>ok me in lhi«k rude alarm. 

When close they reefd the limitl sail. 

When, e\iTy plank cnmpl.iinin]; loud. 
We laboitr'il in the mi«lni|;lit (;ale. 

And evrn our hau(;hly mnin-niast bow'd! 
Ttie nujsr, in that unlovely hour. 
Benignly brought her MMXhing power. 
And, 'iiiid^t the war of wates .ind wind. 
In Kon^p elysian lappd my mind! 
She o|»en'd, viiih her i;oMrn key. 

The (Mhket vihere my memory lays 
Thos«? little gemn of {MN'sy, 

Which time has saved from ancient days! 
Take one of these, to Lam sung, 
I wrote it miiile uiy hammotk swung, 
A<i one mi^ht write a dinvrtation 
I'pon M su^pendcfl animation!* 



SwcKTLT^ you kiss, my L41S dear! 
But, while you kiss, I frel a tear. 



KWrm, T*? Sai^lVBV IWl to S^CC to a<t>.01/^l VOV n<ty» * Tbi* ccallrmaa la aiiarbml In tb« Bntab rnaMilatr at .XaHoIIi. ! 

y*U9f, Iff Ort/WSri fate «V««r6X«C, ntt l/w TOV 'H>.I&» | "•• «•'«•»«• •" vouby pf a a«rb bi^brr •pWir. bat iba nrelleai j 



I 



iftpntuiona rtf thr TaMily wiih vlaoM b^ rrtHl«a, tmi tk* rarJial rr 
poar b^ rnjii^t auongti a>>air of ibr kmiirai h^arit ia lb» vnrlal. 
«b<>ald he almotl rn< U|;h t<> aloar in b M fi>r lb# voitl raprirra <if 
furtunr. Tlir «-i>naul hiMarlf, <M>U>arl Haaiilinn, •• ear anNmg tl r 
Trr'« frw inalanrra „( a man, ardently Inyal la hia kiag, aa4 yet h*^ 
|tiTr<i l>T lltr Amrriiana. Ilia lu>u»r i% llir *rry irmple iif liaapilalilt. 
and I ainrfrrlf pii^ lUr I1141I of iImI tirangrr •bn, •arm frona lltr 
wrUnair tifaui It a iMi^ril. anil friih ili« laatr of anrh Madrira anil u->on 
bit lip*. • •■•I ilolrr in ItiMrj.* inMlii ail ilowa In write a lib«l nn li« 
b<>«t, IB ihr irur «|>irit nf a ai«Mjrra pbiloaopltiat. Sr« ibr rr«»r/« 
' ofthr l>rtt •• L4 IS«w-.aar*iir4Ui,r l.i tacnirar, vol. s. 
I * Wr mrtr arvra liaja «n tntr pt««4(;r fruai Morfulk to B^Mada, 
I tiarini; tlirrr <.f «bitli «r aerr furrrd to lay-In ia a gal* o( ainti. 
I Tbr liiifrr *!i.i>p uf «ar. i« vbirli I arat. vat ball at Bmaada nf 
I tr4»T. aa<J ia acfaaalril as eurlirat ara>boat. Ska aaa tbra tnm^ 
* Altarfiay la ibf ta*e arjr Saa«n«, abera Pjtkagaraa JrTOtrJ tbr j m^ndrj by niy rrrv irj^mml (nmA Captain C<>a»pi<«a, abo la Jaly 



* TWrvar* aaaia fvrara uf Oaratct pr«««rTrJ i>> a*. aliKb rontaia 
•■bliBa iJaaa af ibr aaiiy aad otaQailirvncc n( ib«> t><iiy. At tbota 
whicb laariB Maatft baa pr«<la<rj 

Oi^e</wfv ;i^«Xa«ioT ic oi/fctvov loTM^iaT*! 
X^oMi^ in d'^orai, a. t. k. Ad (iiac. rohorutt. 

It ia tWsfbt ky MSM, ibat thrar arr t« hr mlina»ti aianaeti ili« 
fabri«auaaa vUrfc act* fraqarai in th* rariy tiarn of Cbii«iianiiy. 
Still it apprara ^aabtfai to ahom «r tbould impuia tltrni ib'y are 
ta« p*a«M far iba Pagaaa. aaJ too pnriiral Tor ik# Faihrrt. 

* la aa« of iba Hyaiaa of (Hrati*. hr atinlHiira a tigurvd aral in 
A p a l la. with vbich ba iaaa(;iac« ibat Jciiy to liaic alavprd a taririy of 
faraa aaaa tba aairrrta. 



grratrr part af bia day* and ai(;bi« m airdiiaiina and ibr aiyairrira 
af kia pliilaaapbj. JmmMiek. dt ftt. Tbia, a* HoLatiaia* rraiarka. 
vaa ia itBitaiioa af tb« Ma^i. 

f Tba lairartya, or aa<rrd aambrr of ibr Pytbacorraaa. on ahicb 
tWy aaUtaaly aair*. and abi<b ihry rallrl ^TCt^ CtV fltlTfltOO 
d&tfiS^y ■ tba foaatain of perranial aaiurr.* LaiitB ba« ri- 
ditrtiM ibia ralif ioaa ariibtnnic Trry harly ia in* Sale f/PAi/atopArri. 

* thn 4ta4aai ia iairadrd to rrprraaai ibc aaalogy brtarrn tbr 
■a tr i if Taatirani iba prtaaaaiir Culoara. \%a liadia pluiartb a «afiaa 
^aiJMaliaa af ikia kiadrrd baraioay in c •>l<iur« and aoaadt. Q^LlC 

<rs tuu ABOT, juvr*. ^«fNC rt km ^arrcc tnv i,f/*iftAf 

Ctaai*aaaK«. vhoar idra I aaay br aappoard to barr borrovrd, aaya. 
ia a Icttrr apoa maaic to Roriiaa, ■ t't d-adrou oraiia. rar-a lacr 
paaiarai, aic ryibara diTtra<Utr anai, Maadiiwr aaliiui.a Tbia la 
ia4aa^ iba aaiy taterablc tkoagbt ia tbr Icftrr. Lib. a. fmrimr. 



Ual aaa kilird alxvard ilir l.iHt, 10 an ai lion oiib a Frrai h pntai«^r. 
Piior Coaipioa ! Ur frit a littiai to tlir atraagr iai|iolicy af allot* tag 
Bii< h a miarrablr iliing at ilir IJlly i<> rtnaia in tbr arrticai aa amall. 
crank, and unauna|;ra!dr, tbat a vdlHnaanrd BarrrbaalOMa vaa at 
any timr a mai>h fi^r brr. 

' ■ TliM rpigram la by l*4rLtB SuiVTiaaira, a«^ BMy br faaad ia 
tbr Jmmtrtitt of Baiaia, t>iI. i. p. 7a. But at tbr rradiag tbrrr i« 
»<iar«lMl difTrrrnt fmni vliat I liarr fulUtvrd ia tbia traaalation. I 
ahall giT* it at I bad it ia aiy airaaiiry at tb* liair, and aa it it in 
lliiaaica, who. I brlicvr. iirai producrd tb* r|Hgiaai. Srr bia P«»r- 
niiilo. 

*H/i/ ^iv tm ^ixit^flt TO AfluJ^c* iJu i* m.urmf 

Kcti ToX(/ Ki^ki^'^vTX oxalic i(//^c9*r^{/;^ev tttyxaf 
'HyufTf^jt ai^«XNf /«»6f i^firaftivN. 

1 1 
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Bitter as those when lovers part, 
In mystery from your eye-lid start ! 
Sadly you lean your bead to mine. 
And round my neck in silence twine, 
Your hair along my bosom spread. 
All humid with the tears you shed ! 
Have I not kiss'd those lids of snow? 
Yet still, my love, like founts they flow. 
Bathing our cheeks, whene'er they meet — 
Why is it thus? do tell me, sweet! 
Ah, Lais ! are my bodings right 2 
Am I to lose you? is to-night 
Our last — go,, fiadse to Heaven and me ! 
Your very tears are treachery. 



Such, while in air I floating hung. 

Such was the strain, Horgante mio ! 
The Muse and I together sung. 

With Boreas to make4>ut the trio. 
But, bless the little (airy isle! 

How sweetly, after all our ills. 
We saw the dewy morning smile 

Serenely o'er its fragrant hills ! , 
And felt the pure elastic flow 
Of airs, that round this Eden blow 
With honey freshness, caught by steakh 
Warm from the very lips of health I 

Oh ! could you view the scenery dear. 

That now beneath my window lies. 
You'd think that Nature la vish'd here * 

Her purest wave, her softest skies, 
To make a heaven for Love to sigh in. 
For bards to live and saiots to die in! 
Close to my wooded bank below. 

In glassy calm the waters sleep, 
And to the sun-beam proudly show 

The coral rocks they love to steep ! ' 
The faintiug breeze of morning fails, 

The drowsy boat moves slowly past. 
And I can almost touch its sails 

That languish idly round the mast. 
The sun has now profusely given 
The flashes of a noontide heaven. 
And, as the wave reflects his beams. 
Another heaven its surface seems ! 
Blue light and clouds of silvery tears 

So pictured o'er the waters lie. 
That every languid bark appears 

To float along a burning sky ! 
Oh! for the boat the angel gave' 

To him, who in his heaven-ward flight, 

Mi/^o/uif Nv J't^txnm' *rct I*ii ^o0t^N( ««*« mynf, 
£i9r« ^ fltviifo/uivM, Tivoc cuuKA Jkxfua. Mi)6iicj 

* T1i« water it to dtu sroaDd tb« ialand, tint the rock* are M*n 
bcDMth to ■ Tcry (rest depth, and, ■• wo entoivd the kirbe«r, they 
•ppeorcd to «• ao near the aarface, that it aoraard iMpoaaiblo w« 
should net atriko eo tb«m. There u do oetwaitj. of eourae. Tor 
beaTing the lead, and the oefTo pilot, lookiof down at tha rack* froai 
the bow of the ahip, takca her through ihia difBcaltaangatioa, with 
a akill a ad coafideaco vbich aeem to aatoaiah aoaae of tbo oldcat 
tailor*. * 

* Id Kiaema'* • Ecitmtie Jaumty to Memmtm,' Co*ai»al, tba fo- 
nia* of the world, firoa Thoodidacta* a boat of a^Mtoa, arich which 



Sail'd, o'er the Sun's ethereal wave. 

To planet'isles of odorous light I 
Sweet Venus, what a clime he fDund 
Within tliy orb's ambrosial round !* 
There spring the breezes, rich and warm. 

That pant around thy twilight car; 
There angels dwell, so pure of form. 

That each appears a living star! * 
These are the sprites, oh radiant queen ! 

Thou send*6t so often to the bed 
Of her I love, with spell unseen. 

Thy planet's brighining balm to shed; 
To make the eye's enchantment clearer. 

To give the cheek one rose-bud more. 
And bid that flushing lip be dearer. 

Which had been, oh! too dear before! 

But, whither means the Muse to roam? 
'T is time to caU the wanderer home. 
Who could have ever thought to search her 
Up in the clouds with Father Kircber 7 
So, health and love to ail your mansion! 

Long may xhe bowl that pleasures bloom in 
The flow of heart, the soul's expansion. 

Mirth, and song, your board illumine! 
Fare you well — remember too, 

When cups are flowing to -the brim. 
That here is one who drinks to you, 

And, oh ! — as warmly drink to him. 



THE RING. 

TO , 1801. 

No— lady ! lady ! keep the ring ; 

Oh ! think how many a future ye«r. 
Of placid smile and downy wing. 

May sleep witliin its holy sphere! 

Do not disturb their tranquil dream. 
Though love hath ne'er the mystery wamfd 

Yet Heaven will shed a soothing beam. 
To bless the bond itself hath fbrm'd. 

But then, that eye, that burning eye ! 

Oh! it doih ask, with magic power, 
If Heaven can ever bless the lie 

Where Love inwreathes no genial flower! 

Away, away, bewildering look ! 

Or fill the boast of Virtue's o'er; 
Go — hie thee to the sage's book. 

And learn from him to feel no more ! 

he embark* ioto (he regions of thetun. • Tide* (sap CoaatMtl) 
athetliaaai navicuUDi commoditati tua pncparauai.* /rioen 
dial. I. cap. 5. There are aome rery •iraaye faaciea in thia w^ 
Kircher. 

' Whea the gcahi* of the world aad hi* fellow-traTellor arri 
the planet Veou*, they find aa ialaad of lorelineea, fall of « 
aad iaielligeace*, where aogel* preudc, who thed the eosaaeti 
flaeace of ihi* planet over the earth ; aach beiag, acoordiaf to a 
logera, the • r{* iofltuira* of yeaBt. Whea thry are in thi* pa 
the heaven*, a caaaiatical qac*tioa oecur* to ThcodidacUM, mm 
a*kt • Whether bapti*m may be performed with the waMr* of 
au**>^«An aqui* globi Veaeiia baptiamu* inatitai poa*ilfi 
which the gcniu* aaawer*. • Certainly.* 

* Thi* idea ia Faraaa Kiacaaa'*. • Tot aaiaato* a«Ua 4au 
Itimtrmr. i. di«L i cap. 5. 
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I arnmon wm ihet! c?try UMKb, 
TkBl bcwfi my pallet cloM to tluB«, 

Tcllt me t WMM iky aid ■• maeli, 
Okl qoile at nuKh, as Ummi dott nuoe! 

TtC tcaj, dear love—ooe effort yet— 
A BtoaaoM tani thotecyct away, 

lad let OM, if I can, fbrfcf 
Tba Uilrt tkat kadc aiy toal astray ! 

Thoa say'st that we were bom to aieel. 
That oar hearts bear one com— on teal, — 

Ob, lady ! tbbik, how man's deceit 
Can sceai to sif h and feifn to frel ! 

When o'er thy htt some ^eam of thoa^bl, 
like day beams throa(|h ihe momtnf air, 

Bath fmcbuil stole, and I bare caught 
The feefof ere it kindled there: 

The sympathy I then betray'd. 
Perhaps was bat the child of art ; 

The gaile of one who loof hath play'd 
With all these wily neu of heart. 

Ob! thoa hast not my virgin tow! 

Thongfa fipw the years I yet have told, 
Gantl thoa believe I lived till now. 

With loveless heart or senses cold ? 

5o^matty a throb of bliss and pain. 
For many a maid, my soul hath prored; 

With some I wanton'd wild and vain. 
While some I truly, deariy loved ! 

The cheek to thine I fondly lay. 
To theirs bath been as fondly laid ; 

The words to thee I warmly say. 
To them hare been as warmly said. 

Then aeora at once a languid heart. 
Which long hath lost iu early spring ; 

Think of the pore bright soul iliou art. 
And — ^keep the ring, oh ! keep the ring. 



', turn thine eyes again ; 
What, still that look and siiU thai sigh ! 
Dost thoa not fod my counsel then ? 
Oh! BO, beloved! — nor do I. 

While tbns to mine thy bosom lies. 
While thus onr breaths commingling glow, 

Twere more than woman to be wise^ 
Twere more than man to wish thee so ! 

Did we not love so true, so dear, 
Thtt lapse coald never be forgiven ; 

Bot heartt so fond and lips so near — 
Give me the ring, and now^— Oh heaven! 



TO . 

on SBBino laa win a wiite veil and a. bicb oibdli. 



MAPrAPITAI AHAOT2I AAKPTaN POON. 
jip. Nicephor. in Oneirocritico. 



Pat off the vestal veil, nor, oh ! 

Let weeping angels view it ; 
Your checks belie its virgin snow. 

And blush repenting through it 



Put off the fotal soae you wear ; 

The lucid pearls around it 
Are tears that feU from Virtue there 

The hoar that Love unhoand it. 



THE RESEBIBLANCE. 



—.—— — — — T« i tttmrnfim 

L« 4Mi«Ul T«MfB h 



Tis, If 'twere any common love 
Tliat led my pliant heart astray, 

I grant, there's not a power above 
Could wipe the faithless crime away! 

But, 't was my doom to err with one 

In every look so like to thee. 
That, oh ! beoealh the blessed sun. 

So fair there are but Uiou and she ! 

Whate'cr may be her angel birth, 
Mie was thy lovely perfect twin. 

And wore the only shape on earth 
Tliat could have charm'd my soul to 

Your rje% !•— Ihe eyes of languid doves 
Wire never half so like each other ! 

The glances of Ihe baby loves 

Resemble less their wsrm-eyed mother! 

Her lip! — oh, call me nol foljie-liearled. 
When such a lip I fondly press'd; 

T was Love some melting cherry parted, 
Gave thee one half and her the rest! 

And when, with all thy murmuring tone, 
They surd, half open, to be kiss'd, 

I could as soon resist thine own — 

And them, Ileavcn knows! I ne'er resist 

Then, scorn mc not, thougli Mte I be, 
T was love iliat waked the dear excess ; 

My lieart had been more true to thee. 
Had mine eye prised tliy beauly less ! 



TO 



i4 



Wisif I loved you, I can't but allow 
I had many an exquisite minute; 

But the scorn that I feel for you now 
Hath even more luxury in it ! 

Thus, whether we're on or we're off, 
Some witchery seems to await you ; 

To love you is pleasant enough. 
And, oh! 't is delicious to hate you! 



FROM THE GREEK OF MELEAf;ER.' 

Fill high ihc cup with liquid flame. 
And speak my licliodora's name! 

E>/t«> «** a'«txi» siTi, ^dtxiT, «-fltx*f,*Hxio/»fec 
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Repeat its magic o'er mod o'er, 
And let the sound my lips adore 
Sweeten the breeie, and mingling swim 
On every bowl's voluptuous brim! 

Give me the wreath that withers there, 
It was but last delicious night 

It hung upon her wavy hair, 

And caught her eyes' reflected light! 

Oh! haste, and twine it round my brow; 

It breathes of Ueliodora now! 

The loving rose-bud drops a tear. 
To see the nymph no longer here. 
No longer, where she used to lie. 
Close to my heart's devoted sigh ! 



LINES, 

WBITTEN IN A STOtM AT 8BA. 

That sky of clouds is not the sky 
To light a lover to the pillow 

Of her he loves — 
The swell of yonder foaming billow, 
Resembles not the happy sigh 

That rapture moves. 

Yet do I feel more tranquil now 
Amid the gloomy wilds of ocean, 

In this dark hour. 
Than when, in transport's young emotion, 
I 've stolen, beneath the evening star. 

To Julia's bower. 

Oh ! there 's a holy calm profound 
In awe like tliis, tliat ne'er was given 

To rapture's thrill ; 
T is as a solemn voice from heaven, 
And the soul, listening to tlie sound, 

Lies mute and still I 

T is true, it talks of danger nigh. 

Of slumbering with the dead to-morrow 

In tlie cold deep, 
Where pleasure's throb or tears of sorrow 
No more shall wake the heart or eye, 

But all must sleep ! 

Well ! — there are some, thou stormy bed, 
To whom thy sleep would be a treasure : 

Oh ! most to him. 
Whose lip hath drain'd life's cup of pleasure. 
Nor left one honey-drop to shed 

Round misery's brim. 

» 

Yes — he can smile serene at death : 

Kind Heaven ! do thou but chase the weeping 

Of friends who love him ; 
Tell them that he lies calmly sleeping. 
Where sorrow's sting or envy's breath 

No more shall move him. 

Kflti /uoi To» ^ftX^^iTA fAVfoif keu ;t^'?o» iofr*, 

Afltapc/fi ^iXffArov (^ot/ ^o/sv, ovvixdc «iiy«f 
Axxodi Jt'oc/ xoXToip ififA§rtpoti *ooftt. 

ItauNCx. Jnalect. torn. i. p. 28. 



ODES TO NEA; 

WEITTKIf AT BXBMUDA. 



NEA TTPANNEI. 

EuaiPiD. MedeUj v. 967. 



Nat, tempt me not to love again : 

There was a time when love was sweet; 
Dear'Nea ! had I known thee then. 

Our souls had not been slow to meet! 
But, oh ! this weary heart hath run. 

So many a time the rounds of pain, 
Not even for thee, thou lovely one! 

Would I endure such pangs again. 

If there be climes where never yet 

The print of Beauty's foot was set. 

Where man may pass his lovelen nights 

Unfever'd by her false delights— 

Thither my wounded soul would fly. 

Where rosy cheek or radiant eye 

Should bring no more their bliss, their pain. 

Or fetter me to earth again! 

Dear absent girl ! whose eyes of light. 

Though little prised when all my own. 
Now float before me, soft and bright 

As when they first enamouring shone! 
How many hours of idle waste, 
Within those witching arms embraced. 
Unmindful of the fleeting day. 
Have I dissolved life's dream away ! 
O bloom of time profusely shed ! 

moments ! simply, vainly fled. 
Yet sweetly too — for love perfumed 
The flame which thus my life consamed; 
And brilliant was the chain of flowers 
In which he led my victim- hours! 

Say, Nea dear ! couldst thou, like her. 
When warm to feel and quick to err. 
Of loving fond, of roving fonder. 
My thoughtless soul might wish to wander— 
Couldst thou, like her, the wish reclaim. 

Endearing still, reproaching never. 
Till all my heart should bum with tbame. 

And be thy own more fix'd than ever 7 
No, no — on earth there's only one 

Gould bind such faithless fblly fiuC: 
And sure on earth 't is I alone 

Could make such virtue false at last ! 

Nea ! the heart which she forsook. 

For thee were but a worthless shrine- 
Go, lovely girl, that angel look 

Must thrill a soul more pure than mine. 
Oh ! thou shalt be ail else to me, 
Tliat heart can feel or tongue can fdgn; . 

1 'II praise, admire, and worship thee. 

But must not, dare not, love a^ain. 



— — ^^ Tkle iter ooidc cave. 

FROPERT. Kk. h. tkf • *^ 






I PRAT you, let us roam no more 
Along that wild and lonely diore. 



\ 



EPISTLES, ODES, ETC. 



85 



Where bte we thoa|ktlew atray'd ; 
T WM ooc for M, wbem Heeten iBteodt 
To be DO more than umple firieadt, 

Soeh loody vallu were made. 

Tfaet fitde liey where, wiadiiif in 
From Oceea ft rade end angry din 

(At loTert sieal to biwi). 
The billows kiu the shore, and then 
Flow calmly to the deep again. 

At thonfh they did not kirn ! 

Remember, o'er ito circlinf flood 

lo what a dangeront dream we stood — 

The silenisea before at, 
Aromd as, all the gloom of grove. 
That e'er was spread for gniit or love, 

Ko eye hat Hatore't 6 a ut ! 

I saw yoa Utish, yoa fdt me tremble. 
In vain would fSi»rmal art distemble 

All that we wirii'd and thouglit; 
Twat more than tongue could dare reveal, 
Twat more than virtae oaght to feel, 

But all that pasuon ought ! 

1 ttoop'd to call, with faltering hand, 

A shell that, on the golden sand, 
Befbrf ut fiunily glearo'd ; 

I raised it to your iips of dew. 
Ton kias'd the theU, I kitt'd it too- 
Good Ucaven 1 how tweet it seem'd ! 

Oh ! trutt me, 't wat a place, an hour, 
The worst that e'er temptation's power 

Could tangle me or you in ! 
Sweet Nea! let ns roam no more 
Along that wild and lonely shore. 

Such walks will be our ruin ! 



Tou read it in my languid eyet, 
And there alone should love be read ; 

Tou hear me tay it all in sighs. 
And that alone should love be said. 

Then dmd no more; I will not tpeak; 

Although my heart lo nnguish thrill, 
1 11 4>are the burning of your cheek. 

And look it all in silence still ! 

Heard you the wish I dared to name. 
To murmur on that luckless night. 

When passion broke the bonds of shame. 
And love grew madness in your sight? 

Dirinely through the graceful dance, 
Tou seem'd to float in silent song, 

Bending to earth that beamy glance, 
As if to light your steps along ! 

(Ml! how could others dare to touch 
That hallow'd form with hand so free, 

When but to look was bliss too much. 
Too rare for all but lieaven and mc! 



With smiling eyes, that httle thought 
How fatal were the bcnms they threw. 

My trembling hands you lightly caught. 
And round me, like a spirit, flew. 

Heedless of all, I vrildly tum'd. 
My soul forgot— nor, oh ! condemn. 

That when such eye« before me bum'd. 
My soul forgot all eyes but them ! 

I dared to speak in sobs of bliss. 

Rapture of every thought bereft me, 

I would have rlasp'd you — oh, even this!— 
Bui, witli a iKMittd, you blushing left me. 

Forget, forget that night's offence, 

Forgive it, if, slasi you can; 
T wns lovr, 't wan psssion — soul and sense — 

T was ail the best and worst of man ! 

That moment did the mingled eyes 

Of heaven and earth my madness view, 

I sliouhl iMve seen, through earth and skies. 
Bur you alone, but only you ! 

IHd not a frown from you reprove. 
Myriads of ryes to me were none; 

I should have — oh, my only love! 

My life! what should I not have done? 



A DREAM OF ANTIQUITY. 

I JUST had lum'd the classic page. 

And traced that happy period over. 
When love could warm the proudest sage, 

And wisdom grace the tenderest lover! 
Before I laid me down to sleep, 

Upon the bank awhile I stood. 
And saw the vestal planet weep 

Uer tears of light on Ariel's flood. 
My heart was full of Fancy's dream. 
And, as I watch'd the playful stream, 
Entangling in its net of smiles 
So fair a group of elfin islr<, 
I felt an if the scenery there 

Were lighted by a Grecian sky — 
As if 1 breathed the blissful air 

Tliat yet was warm with Sappho's sigh! 

And now the downy hand of rest 
Uer signet on my eyes imprest. 
And still the bright and balmy spell. 
Like ttar-dew, o'er my fancy fell ! 
I thouglit that, all cnrapt, 1 stray'd 
Through that sorrnc luxurious shade,' 
Where Epicurus taught tlie Loves 

To polish Virtue's native brightness, 
Just as the beak of playful doves 

Gu give to pearls a smoother whiteness! ' 

* GtMtir*! ihiali* tlul the f*rJes« «bicb PattMaU* ■Mat!oB«, ia 
bit firM Booh, «•'• ibeM of Epicarat; aad Si««aff m««, ia bis Jm^ 
ti^uiti«$ of JtMfms, • Nnr tbit coavroi (ibc roavcai af Hsqip* Am*- 
BiaUM) U ih* pUc« eatlrd at prvMal Kepei. or tb« Cardra^t a*^ 
Aaipoloa Kepo*. or tb« Viarfard Gardea i ibeaa w«r« probably iba 
(ardras wbicb Paaaaaiat rHitml.* Chap. ii. vol. i. 

■ Tbi* aa^bod of poliabiag poaria, by Ua*iag ib«a awbila to br 
played «itb by dovra, ia aaaatioaad by tba faactfal Caaaairaa, iff 
laniM r«rM«al. bb. vtf. cap. 14 • 
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'T was one of those delicious nights 

So common in the climes of Greece, 
When day withdraws but half its lights, 

And all is moonshine, balm, and peace! 
And thou wert there, my own beloved ! 
And dearly by thy side I roved 
Through many a temple's reverend gloom. 
And many a bower's seductive bloom, 
Where beauty blush'd and wisdom taught. 
Where lovers sigh'd and sages thought. 
Where hearts might feel or heads discern. 

And all was farm'd to soothe or move. 
To make the dullest love to learn, 

To make the coldest learn to love ! 

And now the foiry pathway seem'd 

To lead us through enchanted ground. 
Where all that bard has ever dream'd 

Of love or luxury bloom'd around! 
Oh ! 't was a bright bewildering scene— 
Along the alley's deepening green. 
Soft lamps, that hung like burning flowers. 
And scented and illumed the bowers, 
Seem'd, as to htm, who darkling roves 
Amid the lone Hercynian groves. 
Appear the countless birds of light. 
That sparkle in the leaves at night. 
And from their wings diffuse a ray 
Along the traveller's weary way ! ' 
"T was light of that mysterious kind. 

Through which the soul is doom'd to roam 
When it has left this world behind. 

And gone to seek its heavenly home! 
And, Kea, thou didst look and move, 

Like any blooming soul of bliss, 
That wanders to its home above 

Through mild and shadowy light like this ! 

But now, mcthought, we stole along 

Through halls of more voluptuous glory 
Than ever lived in Teian song. 

Or wanton'd in Milesian story I* 
And nymphs were there, whose very eyes 
Seem'd almost to exhale in sighs; 
Whose every little ringlet thrill'd. 
As if with soul and passion fili'd! 
Some flew, with amber cups, around. 

Shedding the flowery wines of Crete,' 
And, as they pass'd with youthful bound, 

The onyx shone beneath their feet !i 
While others, waving arms of snow 

Entwined by snakes of burn'i«h'd gold,^ 

* In Hffrcynio Gcrmaiiijc mIib inutilau generm alitani sw«ptmai, 
qiuram pluoue, ignium mtxlo, coHaccant noctiba*. Plin. lib. z. 
cap. 47. 

' Tb« Miletura, or Mileaian f«bUa, bad tbeir ori^a in Miletus, a 
luurioas town of Ionia. Ariitide* was ibc aioal rcl«bnt«d antbor 
of tbea* liecBtious fictioa*. Sc« P(.eT«aca (in CraMo), wbo calls 

' •Seme of tb« Cretan vines, whicb Atbcncns ralW OIVOC fltf vO0^ 

fJltdttj frona ibcir fragrancy rcsemblini tbat of the finest flowers.*— 
BAasr en Wwet, rbap. «ii. 

' it appears tbat, in very splendid mansions, the floor or pareaent 
was frtqncntly of ony«. Tha« M*kTiALi • Galea tusffne too snb pcde 
iaret onyi.a — ^P*9' So. lib. aii. 

* Rrarelcis of ibis shape were a favourite ornament aaong the 
women of antiquity. Ol iVtMAfTtOt «^IC >UU atl Xf^^^"* 



And showing limbs, as loth to show, 

Througli many a thin Tarentian fold,* 
Glided along the festal ring 
With vases, all respiring spring. 
Where roses lay, in langour breaching. 
And the young bee-grape,' round them 
Hung on their blushes warm and meek. 
Like curls upon a rosy cheek ! 



thiag, 



Oh, Nea ! why did morning break 
The spell that so divinely bound me? 

Why did I wake? how could I wake. 
With thee my own and Heaven around me! 



Well — peace to thy heart, though another's it be. 
And health to thy cheek, though it bloom not lor me! 
To-morrow, I sail for those cinnamon groves. 
Where nightly the ghost of the Carribee roves. 
And, far from thine eye, oh ! perhaps, I may yet 
Its seduction forgive and its splendour forget ! 
Farewell to Bermuda,' and long may the bloom 
Of the lemon and myrtle its valle3fs perfume; 
May spring to eternity hallow the shade. 
Where Ariel has wari>led and Waller^ has stray'd ! 
And tlinu — when, at dawn, thou shalt happen to roam 
Through the lime-cover d alley that leads to thy home, 
Where oft, when the dance and the revel were done, 
And the stars were beginning to fade in the snn, 
I have led thee along, and have told by the way 
What my heart all the night had been burning to ssy— 
Oh ! think of the past — give a sigh to those times, 
And a blessing for me to that alley of limes! 



Ir I were yonder wave, my dear. 
And thou the isle it clasps aronnd, 

I would not let a foot come near 
My land of bliss, my fairy ground ! 

If I were yonder couch of gold. 

And thou the pcari witliin it placed, 

I would not let au eye behold 
The sacred gem my anns embraced ! 

9rf Jxi &euJ6( Ktu AptguyofAt x«u Aau/bc ^Apfit ttt 

PnibOSTSAT. cpist. k1. Louab tno tells of tbe CftL^,*^^ /iMUISfTK. 
See bis Jmorei, where be describes tbe dre«ainf-i«om M n Gfociaa 
lady, and we find the ■ silver vase,* tbe range, iba loutb psndsr. 
and all tbe • niyttic order • of a modem toilet. 

* TdcpAVTiyi^iov, /iflt^fltff ( «v/(/^uai, t»yofe«M<tt?Bf «t» 
TN( TerpdCTTiraiy X^nneti tuu rfv^nf. — Pollux. 

* Apiana, meottuned by PtiST. lib. liv.and anow cnlind tbe lin»> 
catcll (a muscamm iclit),* says Pabcisoi&vs. boob L sect, i.cknp. 17. 

' Tbe iniubitanis pronounce tbe name as if ic were wvilsan Ba^ 
moods. See the rommentAtors on tbe words • stilUvei*d Btimalbii.* 
in tbe Tempttt.^l wonder it did not occur to soain nf those bII> 
readiof gcailcmen that, possibly, the discoverer of (bin aisUad af 
bogs and devils ■ might have been no less a perseanga thaa tbe |f«sl 
John Bermudez, wbo, about the same period (ibe beginaiag «f lbs 
sixteenih reaiury), was sent Patriarch of the Latia Qmrdi la Eib iapii. 
and has Irft us most wonderful stories af tbe Aamaaaa aad the 
Grtffins which he enrountercd. — TrmmeU •ftht Jm$uitt, eaL t. 1 sa 
afraid, however, it would uhe the Patriarch rather too aawdk ewt «f 
bis way. 

* Joavtoi does not think tbat Waller was ever at Bt i m a d a; kal 
the JceoHtt 0/ tke Buropeam StttUmtmU i» Jmutricm afirms itrea- 
fidrntly. (Vol. ii.) I mention this work, however, less far its m- 
therity, than for ibe plrasure I feel in quoting an ai 
production of the great Edmund Barbc. 
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If I were yooder oraofe^ree. 

And tboo tlie btoMom bkwmmf there, 
I woaU 0ot yield a breath of thee. 

To leent the moec impiorinf airt 

Oh! bead not o'er the water* brink. 
Give not the ware that roey ngh, 

Ror let ite bomiof mirror drink 
The toft reflection of thine eye. 

That gloicy hair, that glowinf cheek. 
Upon the billows pour their beam 

So warmly, that my tool could teek 
lis Nen in the painted stream. 

The painted stream my chilly ^re 
And nuptial bed at once may be, 

1 11 wed thee in that mimic wave. 
And die upon the shade of thee! 

Behold the leafy mangrove bending 
O'er the waten blue and bright. 

Like Nen's silky lashes, lending 
Shadow to her eyes of light ! 

Oh, my beloved! where'er I turn, 
Some trace of thee enchants mine eyes. 

In every star thy glances bum, 
Thy Unah on every flow'ret lies. 

But then thy breath !~not all the fire 
That lighto the lone Seraendat • death 

In eastern climes, could e'er respire 
An odour like thy dulcet breath ! 

I pray thee, c» those lips of thine 

To wear this rosy leaf for me. 
And breathe of something not divine. 

Since nothing human breathes of thee ! 

All other charau of thine I meet 

In nature, but thy sigh alone; 
Then take, oh ! take, though not so sweet, 

The breath of roses for thine own ! 

So while I walk the flowery grove. 
The bud that gives, through morning dew, 

The lustre of the Ups I love, 
May seem to give their perfume too ! 



ON SEEING AN INFANT IN NEA'S ARMS. 

TiK first ambrosial child of bliss 

That Pftyche to her bosom pren'd. 
Was not a brighter babe than this. 

Nor hlush'd upon a lovelier breast ! 
His little snow-white fingers, straying 

Along her lip's luxuriant flower, 
Look'd like a flight of ring-doves playing. 

Silvery through a roseate bower! 
And when, to shade the playful boy, 

Her dark hair fell, in mases bri^t. 



'^m^aa. c<c. 



)«■ qaUuB la Interior* ladia araai atM. aoaiiaa 
C*aBAa. 10 ^« imMtiimt. Cmt^* Scuutsa taasM 
W« aaathar aaiM liar ika Pteais. XMKifaf. sM. 



Oh ! 't was a type of stolen joy, 
T was love beneath the veil of nighc ! 

Soft as she smiled, he smiled again ; 
They scem'd so kindred in their charms. 

That one might think the babe had then 
Just budded in her blooming arms ! 



THE SNOW SPIRIT. 



Ta palaa iaaalilaa. Cyalliia. Cffrt aivaal 

Paoriat. lik. 1. tirg. I. 



No, ne'er did the wave an its clement steep 

An island of lovelier charms; 
It blooms in the giant embrace of the deep. 

Like llrbe in Ilcrrulcs' arm*! 
Tlic lint of your bowers is balm to the eye. 

Their melody balm to the ear; 
But the fiery planet of day is loo nigh. 

And the Snow-Spirit never comes here ! 

The down from his wing is as while as the pearl 

Thy lips for their cabinet stole. 
And it fills on the green earth as melting, my girl, 

As a murmur of thine on the soul ! 
Oh ! Hy to the clime, where he pillows the death. 

As he cradles tlie birth of tlie year; 
Bright are your bowers and balmy their breath. 

But the Snow-Spirit cannot come here ! 

How sweet to behold him when, borne on the gale. 

And brightening the bosom of mom. 
He flings, like the priest of Diana, a veil 

O'er the brow of each virginal thorn! 
Yet think not the veil he so chilhngly casts 

Is the veil of a vestal severe; 
No, oo^thou wilt see what a moment it lasts, 

Should the Snow-Spirit ever come here ! 

But fly to his region — lay open thy tone. 

And he 'II wrrp sll hi* brilliancy dim. 
To think that a bo»om, as white as liis own, 

Should not melt in the day-beam like him! 
Oh ! lovely tlie print of those deUcate feet 

O'er his liiminous path will appear—- 
Fly ! my beloved ! this Island is sweet, 

But the Snow-Spirit cannot come here! 



£rr«ti/3'fli ik x<t3'«p/uie<T«u BfJitf, mm «, Tf fetf e?s/u« 

vniuwu ova ^Uk' Xf^^* ^* " ^f^f >* *M*'* STo/u*- 
{siTo. 

Paii.osTBAT. Icon, 17. lib. a. 



I sTOLi along the flowery bank. 
While many a bending sea-grape * drank 
The sprinkle of the feathery oar 
That wing'd me round this fairy shore! 

T was noon ; and every orange bnd 
Hung languid o'er the crystal flood. 



• TVa 



• M waaf raf« f<napa, a aaiifa af iba Weal lB4in. 
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MOORE*S WORKS. 



Faint as the lids of maiden eyes 
Beneath a lovers burning sighs! 
Oh for a Naiad's sparry bower, 
To shade me in that glowing boar! 

A little dove, of milky hue. 

Before me from a plantain flew, 

And, light along the water's brim, 

I steer'd my gentle bark by him ; 

For Fancy told me. Love liad sent 

This snowy bird of blandishment. 

To lead me, where my soul should meet — 

I know not what, but something sweet ! 

Bless'd be the little pilot dove! 
He had indeed been sent by Love, 
To guide me to a scene so dear 
As Fate allows but seldom here : 
One of those rare and brilliant hours, 
Which, like the aloe's ' lingering flowers, 
May blossom to the eye uf man 
But once in all his weary span ' 

Just where the margin's opening shade 

A vista from the waters made. 

My bird reposed his silver plume 

Upon a rich banana's bloom. 

Oh, vision bright! oh, spirit fair! 

What spell, what magic raised her there? 

T was Nea! slumbering calm and mild. 

And bloomy as the dimpled child 

Whose spirit in Elysium keeps 

Its playful sabbath while he sleeps! 

The broad banana's green embrace 
Hung shadowy round each tranquil grace; 
One little beam alone could win 
The leaves to let it wander in. 
And, stealing over all her channs. 
From lip to cheek, from neck to arms. 
It glanced arouud a fiery kiss. 
All trembling, as it went, with bliss! 

Her eyelid's black and silken fringe 
Lay on her cheek, of vermil tinge, 
Like the first ebon cloud that closes 
Dark on Evening's Heaven of roses! 
Her glances, though in slumber hid, 
Seem'd glowing through their ivory lid. 
And o'er her lip's relleciing dew 
A soft and liquid lustre threw. 
Such as, declining dim and faint. 
The lamp of some beloved saint 
Doth shed upon a flowery wreath. 
Which pious hands have hung beneath. 

W^as ever witchery half so sweet! 
Think, think how all my pulses beat, 
As o'er the rustling bank I stole — 
Oh ! you that know the lover's soul, 
It is for you to dream the bliss. 
The tremblings of an hour like this ! 

I Tlie Agavo. I know that tliit it an erroneoat idea, hot it it 
quite true enough for portry. Pl«to. 1 think, allowa m p«el to be 
• ihrc* rcmoTM from troth :• TpiTfltTCC AITO ttlf <tXl}d'tlfltC. 



ON THE LOSS OF A LETTER INTENDE 
FOR NEA. 

Oh ! it was fill'd with words of flame. 
With all the wishes wild and dear, 

Which love may write, but dares not name. 
Which woman reads, but most not bear! 

Of many a nightly dream it told. 

When all that cliills the heart by day. 

The worldly doubt, the caution cold. 
In Fancy's fire dissolve away! 

When soul and soul divinely meet. 
Free from the senses' guilty shame. 

And mingle in a sigh so sweet. 

As Virtue's self would blush to blame! 

How could be lose such tender words! 

Words! that of themselves should spring 
To Nea's ear, like panting birds. 

With heart and soul upon their wiog! 

Oh! hncy what they dared to speak; 

Think all a virgin's shame can dread. 
Nor pause until thy conscious cheek 

Shall burn with thinking all they said! 

And 1 shall feign, shall fancy, too. 

Some dear reply thou might'st have given; 

Shall make that lip distil itf dew 

In promise bland and hopes of Heaven ! 

Shall think it tells of future days. 
When the averted cheek will turn. 

When eye with eye shall mingle rays. 
And lip to lip shall closely bum ! — 

Ah! if tliis flattery is not thine, 
If colder hope thy answer brings, 

I 'II wish thy words were lost like mine. 
Since I can dream such dearer things! 



I FOUND her not — the chamber seem'd 
Like some divinely haunted place. 

Where fairy forms had lately beam'd. 
And left behind their odorous trace! 

It felt as if her lips had shed 
A sigh around her, ere she fled. 
Which hung, as on a melting lute. 
When all the silver chords are mute. 
There lingers still a trembling breath 
After the note's luxurious death, 
A shade of song, a spirit air 
Of melodies which had been there! 

I saw the web, which, all tlie day, 
Had floated o'er her cheek of rose; 

I saw the couch, where late she lay 
In langour of divine repose! 

And I could trace the hallow'd print 
Her limbs had left, as pure and warm 
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As if c wen done io rapcure « oatai. 

And Love biiBidf bad stampd th^ fomi 

Ofa,IfM! nmlmhenwtn 

In |»cj fly aoc Umw hmm 
Thoa art My Kfe, ay —§■< 

And my mm! diet of waadaf ilir«' 



A &ISS A L'ANTIQUK. 

BgaoLD, my lore, the enruHiK §tm 
Wichin this simple riof of fold; 

T is hallow'd by the touch of ihem 
Who lived io cbssic boors of olil. 

Some Cur Atheoiao (pri, perhaps. 

Upon her hand this gem dupbyM. 
5or thought ilut time's etcmaJ lap^ 

Sbonld see it grace a lovelier maiil ' 

Look, darling, what a sweet design ! 

The BBore ve gase, it charms the mon* 
Come, — doser bring that cheek to mine. 

And trace with me its beauties oVr. 

Thoa seeac, it is a sample youth 
By some eoamonr'd nymph embraced - 

Look, Kea, love! and say, io sooth, 
b not her band most dearly placMl ? 

Upon bis enrled liead behind 
It seems in careless play lo lie. • 

Tet preises gently, half inclined 
To bring bb lip of nectar nigli ' 

Ob happy maid ! too happy boy ! 

The one so fond and faintly lotli. 
The other yielding slow to joy— 

Oh, rare indeed, but blissful both ' 

Imagine, love, that I am be. 
And just as warm as lie is cliillin(;, 

Imagine too that tlion art she, 
But quite as cold as slie is wilUn|; 

So may tre try the graceful way 

In which their gentle arms arc (wined 

And thus, like her, niy band I lay 
Tpon thy wreathed liair behind 

And thus I feel thee brea thine svreet, 
As slow to mine thy bend I move; 

And tluis our lips together meet. 
And— thiM I kiss ibee— oh, my love * 



AsisroT. Hhetor. lib. iii. r^tp. .\. 



Tube '% not a look, a word of thine 
My soul hath e'er forgot ; 



■t Kk* lb' i^aipirf Nu ftf C«|*id amI i>if< h^ 41 Finrrarr, 
' vkicfa iIm poMiina of |*)Mhr'« b««il •• ttarly rtiirrMifr af afTM- 
^a. S«« ibc Mui€um Floremttmmm, ton. ii. idk. ^S, 44* I kaow of 
^ frw ftabjecta i« vbM-h |K>«try <ouM b« moir ini^miiaglY em^ 
'*ycd. tkaa ia illa«trau»g tomr of the •acwsi ttaiae* «a4 fcai*. 



Thou neer bast bid a rtnglel shine, 
Nor given thy locks one graceful tvrin< 
Wbirb I rememl>er not ' 

There never ynt a murmur fell 
From that b(.>i;uiling tongue. 

Which did not, with a Ungering spHI. 

I'poo my cliarmed senses dviell. 
Like konsething Heaven bad sun(; ' 

Ah I that I could, at once, fMr|;e( 
All, all titat hannu me so— 

And yet. (hou witching girl!— and vi*i. 

To ilie were sweeter, than to let 
Tlie ln%ed remembrance j;n ' 

No. if ibi< Hiigbletl heart mu^t «^ 

Its feithful pulse decar, 
fHi! let it die, n^memliorinc ''**^* 
And, like the burnt aroma, Im> 

(Consume*! in sweets away * 



KPISTLK V. 

TO JOSKPII ATKINSON, YJ!^^ 

Mitnh. 
«TaE daylight i% i;one — but, before vre depart, 
One cup »liall go rniind to ibc friend of mv heart, 

* Piattatfta ha* Mid th^i .a fnmj hitiory aad rfrariipli*ii of tbr 
D«rau4a« Might afToid a plraatng addition to ibr fvograpbical libra. 
n ■• l>ut tbrrr rm«i»ly arasot MatrriaU far asch a «*rb. Tb« iaUa^, 
ainrr the tina* ot iia diacevery. baa npencsrad ao rrrj (m viciaa* 
tndr*. ih<- pmpla bav* brr« a« iadelrai. aad lb«rir trade ao liarited, 
that iherr la but litiU •biili ib^ hiatoria* reald aipiify ial» ia^ 
poruarr; aad. with rraprrt lo iba aatural prodartioa* of Htt raaa 
in, the frw wfaMh tb« ••iiabtuata raa b« iadarad la caltitai*. tn ao 
conmoB in tbr Wrat IndUa. that thry bavr been drtrribod by avary 
naluraiiat who ha« wriitrn any anoMot of iboaf lalaada. 

Ii •• often a***ricd \»y ilir irana-ailaatir poliiictaaa, that thH lilda 
tttlony daarrvra aaorn aiieniioa froai the ■ttth«r-«o«Blry (baa H n>» 
r«ivr«, anil it rrriainl> |M>ttet«et adTantagea of aiiaaiioa. to wbirb we 
tbould aoi be long inaeDaiblr if ii vera oaio ta th« baada €»f aa 
eacaiy. I ••• told by a celrbrjird fiicad of Waabington. al New 
Yorli, that they had fonaed a plan ftir ita npiare. laaarda %i»t nm- 
* lu*inn of ili« American War ; • with the inieniioa (aa be espreaard 
himaelf ) of Makiag it a Beat of borneia fur the aaonyaarc of Bntiab 
irada in that part of the world.* Aad iberr la ao doabt, it lie* ao 
fairly ia ib« traek to the Weat ladiea, that aa eaaaiy aiifbl with eaae 
roaveri it iato a very barraaaiag iaipediaieat. 

The plaa vt Bithop BrrheUy *for a caUe|[« al Iffada. vbert 
Aatericaa aaragaa aiigbt be roareried and odaralad, tboafb coa- 
rarred la by the (joreraaeni of the day, waa a wild aad aaaleaa ape- 
ralaiion. Mr Haaiiltoa. abu wat gOTeranr of tbe iaiaad aoaia year* 
•iare, propoaed. if I laiaulie not. the ea«ahli a bl f> of a aMriae 
acadeaiy for tbe iaatrwrtian of tbeae rbildrea af Weat ladiaaa. vba 
might he inieaded for any aaHtical rmptoyaacat. Thia waa a wtttn 
rational idea, and for tumrihino of ihit natarc the iaiaad ta admirably 
ealrulaied. Bat the plan tliould l>r ma<b m9tc eiteatjrr, aad ea^ 
brace a ceocral ay urn nf aduraiion, wbieb weald aatirrly rmaaee liw 
aliernjiiie in whith the rwloniait are lovolrod at preaeal, af eiibar 
aending ihrir »nn« lo Rnfland fur ioatntriion, or entraatiaf tbem lo 
rollege* in the Sutea of Ameiira. abere ideaa by a« m«aa faaa«f«U« 
to r;feai Bnt<in arc very seJuloaaly iaraleatcd. 

Tba nomrn «if Bermuda , though not geacrally baadaame. baea aa 
affcrtionaie Uiigour 10 their look aad maaaer, wbkb ia aheap ia« 
tereatiog. What ihr French imply by ibetr epiibet ataiaatt aaema 
«er« muth ibc character of ilie young Bermadiaa giria^^hal p redia 
poaitiun to loving, winth, without being awakened by aay panicalar 
object, diffaae* itaelf llirougb (be gcaerai maaaer ia a toae af loa- 
deraeaa tbat aarrr faib 10 faaHaaie. Tbe maa uf the iaiaad. f caa- 
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To ilie kindest, the dearest — oh ! judge hy the tear, 
That I shed while I name him, how kind and bow dear !» 

'T was thus, by the sliade of a calabash-tree, 
With a fiew who could feel and remember like me. 
The charm, that to sweeten my (;oblet I threw. 
Was a tear to the past and a blessing on you! 

Oh ! say, do you thus, in the Inminoos hoar 
Of wine and of wit, when the heart is in flower 
And shoots from the lip, under Bacchos'sdew, 
In blossoms of thought ever springing and new ! 
Do you sometimes remember, and hallow the brim 
Of your cup with a sigh, as you crown it to him. 
Who is lonely and sad in these valleys so fair. 
And would pine in Elysium, if friends were not there ? 

Last night, when we came from the calabash-tree, 
When my limbs were at rest and my spirit was free, 
The glow of the grape and the dreams of the day 
Put the magical springs of my Ibocy in play. 
And oh ! — such a vision as haunted me then 
I could slum)>er for ages to witness again ! 
The many I like, and the few I adore. 
The friends, who were dear and beloved before. 
But never till now so beloved and dear, 
At the call of my fancy surrounded me here ! 
Soon, soon did the flattering «pcll of thoir smile 
To a paradise brighten the blest little isle ; 
Serener the wave, as they look'd ou it, flow'd. 
And warmer tlie rose, as they gather d it, glow'd ! 
Not the valleys Heraean (though watcr'd by rills 
Of the pearliest flow, from those pastoral hills, ' 
Where the song of the shepherd, primeval and wild. 
Was taught to the nymphs by their mystical child) 
Could display such a bloom of delight, as was given 
By the magic of love to this miniature Heaven ! 

Oh, magic of love! unembellish'd by you. 

Has the garden a blush or the herbage a hue? 

Or blooms there a prospect in nature or art. 

Like the vista that shines through the eye to the heart? 

Alas! that a vision so happy should fade! 

That, when morning around me in brilliancy play'd, 

The rose and the stream 1 had thought of at night 

Should still be before me, uofadingly bright ; 

While the friends, who had seem'd to hang over titc 

stream, 
And to gather the roses, had fled with my dream ! 

But see, through the harbour, in floating array. 
The bark that must carry these pages away* 
Impatiently flutters her wing to the wind. 
And will soon leave the bowers of Ariel behind ! 
What billows, what gales is she foted to prove. 
Ere she sleep in the lee of the land that I love ! 

feu, art Bot very civUit«d ; and tb« old pUliMephcr, who inMgincd 
ibat, %tUr (hi* lift, men would b« cluBgod iato Hiale*. sad woaiaii 
ioCo tortlc^OTO*, woald find the metamorpbotM io toao dogrto aa- 
ticipatad at Ikraioda. 

* Moaaiaiaa of Sicily, upon wbich Daphaia. the firat iavaator of 
hucolic poetry, was nuned by the aympha. S«« the lively deacriptioa 
of thcao nouataiat ia Dioaoava Sicblb*, lib. iv. HtOUA VctA 

o^M «AT« rav SiMXifliv t^t , i, f«u9% Mi^Afi a. t.' a. 

■ ▲ (Up, raady to tail for Baflaad. 



Yet pleasant the swell of tliose billows would be 
And the sound of those gales would be music to 
Not the tranquilest air that the winds ever blew 
Not the silvery lapse of the summer-eve dew. 
Were as sweet as the breese, or as bright as the \ 
Of the wave that would carry your wanderer ho 



LOVE AND REASON. 



• Qoaad I'bomme coaBoieaca 4 raiaonacr, il cetao dr ai 
J. !.«• 

T was in the summer-time so sweet. 
When hearts and (lowers are both in s< 

That — who, of all the world, should nieet. 
One early dawn, but Love and Reason I 

Love told his dream of yestcr-night. 
While Reason talk'd about the weather; 

The mom, in sooth, was fair and bright. 
And on they look tlieir way together. 

The boy in many a gambol flew. 
While Reason like a Juno stalk'd. 

And from her portly ligure threw 
A lengthened shadow as she walk'd. 

No wonder Love, as on they pass'd. 
Should find that sunny morning chill. 

For still the shadow Reason cast 
Fell on the boy, and cool'd liim stiU. 

In vain he tried his wings to warm, 
Or find a path-way not so dim. 

For still the maid's gigantic form 
Woidd pass between the sun and him ! 

u This must not be,>t said little Love — 
MThe sun was made for more than you.» 

So, turning through a myrtle grove, 
lie bid tlic portly nymph adieu ! 

Now gaily roves the laughing boy 
O'er many a mead, by many a stream; 

In every breeze inhaling joy. 

And drinking bliss in every beam. 

From all the gardens, all the bowers. 
He cull'd the many sweets they shaded. 

And ate the fruits and smelt the flowers, 
Till taste was gone and odour fiaded! 

But now the sun, in pomp of noon, 
Look'd blazing o'er the parched plains; 

Alas ! the boy grew languid soon. 
And fever thrill'd through aU his 



The dew forsook his baby brow. 

No more with vivid bloom he sniifcd~ 

Oh ! where was tranquil Reason now. 
To cast her shadow o'er the cliild t 

Beneath a green and aged palm. 
His foot at length for shelter turning, 

* Quoted aoBiewherc ia St PiBaai'a Etudu 4t U JIafw*. 



EPISTLES, ODES, ETC. 



9' 



M Byaipli rcdiniog calm, 

row ■• cool M b'M wa« bumioc ' 

e me to tbat botom col«l,i» 
■an at ber feel be nid ; 
M oped ber famenl'a Ibid, 
■f it roand bb fever'd bead. 

r bosom's icy touch, 
Ml it lofl'd his pulse to rest; 
be chill was quite too mucii. 
vc expired on ReasoD's brra«t ! 



oc weep, my Famiy dear ! 

■ dwse arms you lie, 

I bath not a wtsJi, a fr.ir. 
It to claim ooe precious i«^r 
■t beloved eye! 

I — ah, Famiy ! Love must shun 
li where many rove ; 

■ to recline upon, 

, to be hb only ooe, 
le enough for Love ! 

we wish, that i% not here 
I your arms and raioe ? 
I earth a space so dear. 
llmi the blessed sphere 
ing arms entwine? 

lere's not a lock of jei 
oar temples ruri'd, 
loae gloasy, tangling ne(. 
sCh not, at once, forget 
he worthies* world ! 

ir eyes, my xweeiest lo%r! 
world* I see; 

Hr orbs in sumhine move, 
bdow and skies above 
on or smile for me ' 



ASPASIA 

be Mr AsfMuia's bower, 
aod Learning many an hour 
e met, and Lenrniog smiled 
ire on the playful rhiUI, 
09 stole to find his ncsi 
old of (learning's vest ! 

be listening statesman hung 

rt on Atpoftia's tongue, 

ies of Athens look 

nr from Aspaiiia'slook. 

time ! when laws of state, 

iut ruled the councry's fate, 

loiet, or alarms, 

I'd between two snowy arms ! 

!s! you could not always lasi- 
b ! yet, you art not post ; 



Though we have lost the SMcrrd mould 
In which tlieir own were cm%t of old. 
Woman, dear woowa, still the same. 
While lips are bnlm aod looks are flame. 
While man po u eases heart or eye«. 
Woman's bright empire never dies t 

Fiinny, my love, tliey ne'er shall say 
That beauty's charm hath paas'd away ; 
No— give the universe a soul 
Attuned to woman's soft control, 
Ao<l Fauny liaih the charm, the skill. 
To wield a univerte at will ! 



THK GRECIAN GIRL'S DRF.AM OP TIIK. 
BLESSKD ISLANDS.' 

TO aia Lovia. 



X* '^ ««A»C 

nu9«}9^€, «ev«i Tf ;tG^ef e<T»^(«ev tfarrsc. 

A-rexxsMT TSfi nxarriyov. Orarul. Metiic. 
a Joan. Opsop. colieclA. 



Was it the moon, or was it morning's ray. 
That call'd tliee, dearett, from these arms aviay ? 
I linger'd still, in all the murmuring rest, 
Tlie languor of a soul too richly blest ! 
Upon my breath thy sigh yet faintly hung j 
Tliy name yet died in whispers o er my tongue ; 
I heard thy lyre, which thou hadst left behind. 
In amorous converse with the breathing wind ; 
V>uick to my heart I press'd the fthell divine. 
And, with a lip yet glowing warm from tliine, 
I kiss'd its every chord, while every kiss 
Shed o'er the chord some dewy print of bliss. 
Tlien soft to thee I touch'd the fervid lyre. 
Which told such melodies, uich notes of fire. 
As none but chords that drank thi* burning dews 
Of ki«ses dear as ours could e'er diffuse * 
Oh love! how bU«sful is the bland repose 
That soothing follows upon rapiure'h close, 
Like a soft twilight, o'er the mind to shed 
Mild melting traces of the transport fled ! 

While thiM I by, in this voluptuous calm, 
A drowsy languor tieep'd my eyes in balm. 
Upon my bp the lyre in murmurs fell. 
While, fiiintly wandering o'er iu silver shell. 
My fingers soon their own sweet requiem pby'd. 
And sbpt in music which themselves liad made! 
Then, then, myTbeon, what a heavenly dream! 
I saw two spirits on the Inner beam, 
Two vringed boyt, descending from above, 
And gliding to my bower with looks of love. 
Like the young genii, who repoee their wings 
All day in Amatba's Ituurions spriags, * 

* It «M baafiMd hj mmm •t iIm ■•H«m« dMi dMra h •• 
tmI arMB abav* m, »ni tbat tli« •■■ •ai ■»•■ arc Iw* i— ti « f 
luilMVft WIsBdi, in winch lb* aftriu mt ib« M twri mUt. AH*rA- 
iaf ly. w« fiad ikat iW word AatSStySf «•• •— tthM> gjmmifmmu 
witb mMff mmi dMtb «*t M« vafrMiamly aXUi AjtSAf 010 1t%f%ti 
er alk* paMBfe ef the MCui.a 

• EwArtti, IB kit !</• ^ JmwMUkms, uXU ufttw hmmtUul 
link •firiM or Utm. «Wck JaaUidNM nkti by 
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And rise at muinttjht, from Uie tepiil riU, 
To cool their plumes upon Mme mooo-Ugbt hill ! 
Soft o'er my Lrov, which kindled with their sighs, 
Awhile they play'd ; then gliding through my eyes 
(Where the bright babies, for a moment, hung. 
Like those thy lip hath kiss'd, thy lyre hath sung). 
To that dim mansion of my breast they stole, 
Where, wreathed in blisses, lay my captive soul. 
Swift at their touch dissolved the ties that clunj; 
So sweetly round her, and aloft she sprung ! 
Exulting guides, the little genii Hew 
Through paths of light, refresli'd with starry dew. 
And fann'd by airs of tliat ambrosbl breath. 
On which the free soul banquets after death ! 

Thou know'st, my love, beyond our clouded skies, 

As bards have dreamed, the spiriu' kingdom Ue&. 

Tlifougli that fair clime a sea of ether rolls, > 

Gemm'd with bright islands, where the hallow'd souls, 

Whom life hath wearied in its race of hours, 

Repose for ever in unfiding bowers ! 

Tliat very orb, whose solitary light 

So often guides thee to my arms at night. 

Is no chill phmet, but an isle of love. 

Floating in splendour through those seas above I 

Tliitlier, I thought, we wingd our airy way. 

Mild o'er its valleys stream'd a silvery day. 

While all around, on lily beds of rest. 

Reclined the spirits of the immortal Blest ! ' 

Oh ! there I met those few congenial maids, 

Whom love luith warm'd, in philosophic shades; 

There still Leontium, ' on her sages breast. 

Found lore and love, was lutor'd and caress d ; 

ihr warm «prinQ« at C«J«r«; • diwot ••untiliut (tayt the •uthor «»f 
lli^ Dii Fatidteu p. i&O iUu* cmc loii G«-niu»:* »hidi word* bowcTcr 
4re not in Kunapiiu- 

I find from CcLtAkiv*. thai AmatlM. in tlie nrighbooi hoo J of 
Garfard. vat aUo «-rlel»rji«-J for lu »4rtii «priii(;a. anil i bare pref«fT«<l 
it a« a mnrv poriiral nmnf ihaii (MiJara. CsLtiBiOf quote* llitao- 

■ f«t'«. « E«l rt ali« vilU in vitiau Ciadanr nomin« Amatlia, uhi 
calid* aqar rrurapuat.* — Gtograph. Jnti<f. lib. iii. cap. i3. 

* Till* belief of an ocean in ilie hrJTcn*, or • vatera abofo the 6r> 
Biamrnt.* waa ooa of the ouay phyaifal errora la which the early 
falbrra brwiUered ihrimaiTaa. La V. B«i.TVt, in hi* Defenu dtt 
laintt Pirei accuiit d» P/atonitme. ukinQ ii for sraoied tliat the 
aacieDit were mora correct in their notiont («birh by bo mean* ap- 
pear* from wliat 1 have alreufy ijuotcd), addncaa tb« obatiaacy of the 
fathera in ihlt whimairai opinion, at a proof of their rcpufpianca to 
cvea truth from the hand* of the philoaopher*. Thia it a atrans* «ay 
of defendinc the father*, and aitributet much aora than they deaarva 
to the philoaophara. For an aUtract of thia work of Ikltna (the op- 
poaerof Fontendle. Van l>Ble. etc. in the famoitt oracle controrerty), 
•ce BiUiothtqM* dtt JuUurt EccUsimst. dm iV. liMe. i part. loa. ii. 

> There wera varioua opiniont among th^ ancienU with reapact to 
thair lunar cataUiahBaat ; aoaac naadc it an elyaiun. and othert a pur* 
l^tory ; while aome aoppoted it to he a kind of tnp^jfdt between hea- 
ven and earth, where aoult which had lafk their bodioa, and tboaa that 
were on their way to join than. «ere depoaited in the valUy* of Hocata, 
and remained till further ordcra. Toif Iftfl 9f XMlIf fltlpf XtySIf 
AUrAt KATOIXfflf , XtU AIT* At/TIJ XA/tm X»f*^^ •<< *"▼ 
^fPI^IIO? yiytnf. — S»oa. lib. i. Eriog. Phytic. 

> The pupil and miatreaa of Epicnnit. who called her hit • dear 
liule Leontium ■ (AfOVTAAlOv), a* appeart by a fragment of one 
of hit LetUn in Laartiat. Thia Leontium wa* ■ woman nf taleaC ; 

■ the had the impudence (tayt Cicsao) to ifrite agaiatt Theopbraatiu ;• 
and, at the aame time, Cicaao girrt ber a name which it Bcitbcr polite 
■or trantbtaable. ■ Merrtrirula rium Lrontium rontra HieophrMtum 
tvribcra auaa r«i.« — l>e VatMr. titer. Shr left a daitghter, railed 
Danae. who wa* juata» ii|;id an Kpuuifan ak b<?r mother; aomething 
like WiaLtaa't D»mat in Jgatkun. 

It •ould »4iund mutb l><-it<'r. I lliink. if ilii namr \i<-re Lrontia, ak 
II n<«-or« th< fiift limr in I.acrtiui . Imt M Mnu^r will mit beat of 
ibU reading 



And there che twine of Pythias' * gentle arms 
Repaid tlie zeal which deified her diarms! 
The Attic Master. ' in Aspasia's eyes. 
Forgot the toil of less endearing ties; 
While f.iir Theano, ' innocently fiiir, 
Play'd vritli the ringlets of her Samian'l hair, 4 
Who, ti I'd by love, at length was all her ofwa. 
And pass'd his spirit through her Ups alone ! 

Oh Samian sage! whate'er thy glowing tlMMight 
Of mystic Numbers hath divinely wrought. 
The One that's fbrm'd of Two who dearly love. 
Is the best number Heaven can boast above! 

But think, my Tlieon, how this soul wm tlyriird, 

NVhen near a fount, which o'er the vale distiird, 

My fancy's eye beheld a form recline, 

Of lunar race, but so resembling thine, 

Tlint, oh !— 't was but fidelity in me. 

To Hy, to clasp, and worsliip it for thee ! 

No aid of words the unbodied soul requires 

To waft a wish, or embassy desires; 

But, by a throb to spiriu only given, 

By a mute impulse, only felt in heaven. 

Swifter than meteor shaft through summer skie$. 

From soul to soul the glanced idea flies! 

Wc met — like thee the youthful vision uniled; 
But not like thee, when passionately wild. 
Thou wakcst the slumbering bluslies of nay cheek. 
By looking things thyself would blush to speak! 
No; 'twas the teniler, intellectual smile, 
Flush'd with the past and yet serene the whik. 
Of that delicious hour when, glowing yeC, 
Thon yieid'si to nature with a fond regret, 
And thy soul, waking from its wilderd dream. 
Lights in thine eye a mellower, chaster beam ! 

Oh my beloved ! how divinely sweet 

Is the pure joy, when kindred spirits meet! 



* P^lbiaa wan a woman whom Ari*totle loerd. a»4 
her draili, he paid divinr liononra, tolemnisiiig Iwr 
•amr •arrificr* whirh the Athenian* offered to the 
For tbit impiout Rallantnr the pbiloaopher wat, of 
it would ha well liowrver if some of our modem StagyritM hal a M' 
of tbit aupemtition about the memory of their BMOtrtmn. 

* Socrale*; who uted to eon«ole himaelf in iba aaiitly tl kif^ 
fur tboae • le«* rndeariag tie* < which he fooad at hoise «idi XaMiff*' 
For an account of thia extraordinary creature* A a p aai a . mJ bar n^ 
of erudiia luaory at Athea*, aae L'Wutnr* de FJtmdimt, •>■ 
tom. %\%\. p. 6i). Sfava rather faik oa the wbfact of Aafaaa. *^ 
Femwu$.» tom. i. p. laa. 

The author of the • foyugt du Momde dt Ihacmrttf htt** 
placed theae philocophrra in the moon, and hat allolled Seigaaanna 
them, at well a* m the aviroanmera; (l part. p. l4S.) ^ ^ "^ 
not to have for|;otien tbeir wive* and mittrcaact; •c«f« aaa if** 
morta relinqnunt.a 

1 There are tome •cntible letter* exuat uadcr tkt ■■■• of Ai'"' 
Pythaf(orean. They are addreated to her female ftieai* af***' 
eduraiion of children, the treatment of acrvaata, air. Om, ■> f* 
liiuUr, to NicAttrata, whoaa buthand had gives kar raaaoaa fr ^ 
lou*y. contain* tuch truly ronaidcnie and ratioaal adeifc, thsk^r^ 
to be tranalatrd for the ediBcation of all married ladia*. IttC*"* 
Opuscml. M)tb. Phy». p. 741. 

* Pyihagnia* «ai rrmaikablc foi Enc hair, aad DoCtS* T***!* 
hia KUtotre dti Perrmquet) teem* lo lake for graMed it vai ■ ■* 
o»n. a* be lia« nut mroiioncd Uiin aoanag thotc aacicaU *■* ^ 
obliged to hatr ittouiki- (o the • Coma appoaitilia**— A'Aft ^'^ 
iNijMci, rbap I 
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god, * whom futhful waicn llov, 
iheir oalj iislic, tlinNisii cavet below, 
trMmph all the flowery braids. 
riagu, with wlucii Otyinpic maid* 
d their billow, at an ofhna^ meri 
Anilrata't ctTttal fret ! 
91 he miflft with his foootain-liridr. 
!CC rapCare thrills the blended tide ! 
. ia each, till one penradiog k\%% 
dbctr cofTHilt in a sea of bhat* 



IM, Tbeoo, 'lit a weary theme, 
Iciifhc'iC not in my lingering dream, 
■r Spa were, at this moment, near. 
M kin thee ioio patience, dear ! 
thee MBik at all the magic tale^ 
II howert and planetary valet, 
fend aoid, inspired by thee and love. 
*8 looa hath ciqnisitely wove, 
more— «ooo as to-morrow's ray 
iaMM shall dissolve away, 
Theoa, to thy burning breast, 
■ mnrmors lell thee all the mi : 
» weak, too cold the vision seems. 
II tMch me something more than ilnrams ' 



THE SENSES. 

A oasAM. 

aa'o in the vernal skadek. 
circled all by rosy frnces, 
dbe five linurioiM maids. 
MD Biortab love, and call The Senses. 

md blissful were the way.« 
hich they seero'd to pass their hours — 
ander^'d through the garden's maje, 
liag aU the soul of flowers ; 

lose who live upon the smell 
OSes, by tlie Gan{;o4(' sirenni, ' 
lerfume from the lloviret\ Ml. 
fed her life's ambrosial dream ! 

T looch'd the sihery lute, 
bain a charmed sister's ear, 
ong beside her, still nod mute, 
Bg as if her eyes could hear ! 

wph who thrill'd the warbling v^irc 

dd often raise her ruby lip. 

; pouted with desire 

e cooling, nectar'd draught to sip. 

t was she who lieard the lute 
liadful of the minstrel maid, 

UpW«*t wbich lo«#d by Pim nr Olympia, aad ialo 
Momarjr to throw ofTeriagt of AitTtrrnt kia4«. doriog 
•f the Olympic ^me%. !■ the )>rciiy rooMoc* of 
Lfmeipp*, lh« riv«r •• •■pfM>M4 le carry tkrae ofTrringa 
» tha fosMlaia ArtlhM*. Kfltl ITI TMV Af fd'Gt/Otty 

».^of f tf/u^atoAK' vraif ot/» i rtti Okuju- 
X. T. A. lib. I. 

■> Goagia Aatuwoi uai paiina — — lialiiu IacIubd 

»rr qacHi aaribut iiakani. 

Ptin. Ub. «ii. tap. a. 



Itut press'd the sweeteu. riche«i fruit. 
To bathe lier ripe lip as site play'd ' 

Hut, oh ! tlie fairest of the group 
Was one who ia the sunshine Liy, 

And oped the cincture's golden loop 
Tliai hid her bosom's panting play ! 

And still her gentle hand she stole 
Along the snows, so smoothly orb'd. 

Ami look'd ilie while as if lier soul 
Were in that heavenly touch absorb'd ! 

Another nymph, who liager'd nigh. 
And held a prism of various light. 

Now put the rainbow wonder by. 
To look upon this lovelier sight. ^ 

And still as one's enamour'd touch 

Adown the lapsing ivory frll. 
The other's eye, eotranced as much. 

Hung giddy o'er iu radiant swell ' 

Too wildly charm'd, I would liave fled— 
but she who in the sunshine lay 

n<placcd her golden loop, and said, 
« We pray tbee fi>r a moment stay. 

• If true my rooming pulses beat. 
It must be now almost the hour 

When Love, with visiution sweet. 
Descends upon our bloomy bower. 

M And with him from the sky he brings 
Our sistcr-oymph who dwells above — 

Oh! never may she haunt these springs 
With any other god but l^ovc! 

« When be illumei« her magic urn, 

An<l sheds his own enchantmeuLs in it, 

Tliough but a minute's npare it burn, 
Tis heaven to breathe it but a minute! 

•' Not all the purest power we boast, 
Nor silken toueh, nor vernal dye. 

Nor music, when it thrills the most. 
Nor balmy cup, nor perfume's sigh, 

f Such transport to the soul can give, 
Though felt till time itself shall i^ither. 

As in that one dear moment live; 
When Love coodiKlsour sister hither !» 

she ceased— the air respired of bliss — 

A languor slept in every eye ; 
And now the scent of Cupid's kiss 

Declared the melting power was nigh ! 

I s;iw them come — the nymph and boy. 

In twisted wreaths of rapture bound ,* 
I ■<aw her light the urn of joy. 

While all her sisters languish'd round ! 

A sigh from every bosom broke — 
I frit the flames around me glide, 

Till with the glow I trembling woke. 
And found myself by Fanny's side ' 
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THE STEERSMAN'S SONG. 

WRITTEIV ABOARD THE BOSTON FRIGATE, 38tH APRIL.' 

When freslily blows the northern gale. 

And under courses snug we fly ; 
When lighter breexes swell the sail, • 

And royals proudly sweep the sky; 
'Longside the wheel, unwearied xtill 
* I stand, and as my watchful eye 
Dotli mark the needle's faithful thrill, 

I think of her I love, and cry. 

Port, my boy I port. 

I 

When calms delay, or breexes blow 

Right from the point we wi.«ih to steer; 
When by the wind dose-haul 'd we go, 

^nd strive in rain tlig|K>rc to near ; 
I tliink 'tis thus the Fates defer 

My bliss with one that's far away. 
And while remembrance springs to her, 

I waich the sails, and nghing say. 

Thus, my boy ! thu;:. 

But see the wind draws kindly aft, 

All hands arc up the yards to square. 
And now the floating stu'n-sails waft 

Our stately ship though waves and air. 
Oh ! then I think that yet for me 

Some breeze of Fortune thus may spring. 
Some breeze to waft me, love, to thee ! 

And in that hope I smiling sing. 

Steady, boy ! so. 



TO CLOE. 

IMITATED FROM MARTIAL. 

I COULD resign that eye of blue, 

Hnwc*cr it bum, howc'er it thrill me; 

And, though your lip be rich with dew, 
To lose it, Cloe, scarce would kill me. 

That snowy neck I ne'er should miss, 
However warm I've twined abontit! 

And though your bosom beat with bliss, 
I think my soul could live without it. 

In short, I've leam'd so well to fsst, 
That, sooth my love, I know not whether 

I might not bring myself at last 
To— do without you altogether! 



TO THE FIRE-FLY.» 

This morning, when the eartli and sky 
Were burning with the blush of spring, 

*1 l«A Bcnnnda in thr Botton, tbout lbs niddU of April, in com- 
pany with ib« Cambrian and l.««nder, aboard the latter of which vat 
the Admiral. Sir Andrew Mitchell, who dindei bia yenr between Ha- 
lifax and Bermnda. and ia the very coal of aociety end foed-fellowahip 
to boib. We tepareied in a few days, and the Boeton after a abort 
crui*r proceeded to New York. 

* The lirely and varying illumination, with which theae fire-flir« 
light up the wooda at night, (•i*c« quite an idea of enchantment. 
• Pui* er* mourhet ae diveloppant de I'ohararite de cea arbrra et a'ap- 
prochant de oou*. none lea royiona anr lea orangera eoiaiaa, qa'iU 
meltaient tout en feu, nout rendant la rue de Irura beaax fmita dore« 
qnr U nnit aeait ra*ic,> etc. etc.— Sec fjrtjtoirt dt$ Jutillti, art. a. 
chap. 4* liv* >• 



I saw thee not, thou humble fly ! 
Nor thought upon thy gleaming wing. 

Rut now the skies have lost their hue. 
And sunny lights no longer play, 

I see thee, and I bless thee too 
For sparkling o'er the dreary way. 

Oh! let me hope that thus for me. 
When life and love shalj lose their bloooi. 

Some milder joys may come, like thee. 
To light, if not to warm the gloom! 



THE VASE. 

There was a vase of odour lay 

For many an hour on Beauty's shrine, 

So sweet that Love went every day 
To banquet on its breath divine. 

And not an eye had ever seen 

The fragrant charm the vase cimceiird; 
Oh Love! how happy 'twould have been. 

If thou hadst ne'er that charm reveal'd! 

But Love, like every other boy. 

Would know the spell that lurks within; 
He wish'd to break the crystal toy. 

But Beauty murmured « 't was a sin !» 

lie swore, with many a tender plea. 
That neither Heaven nor eardi forbad it; 

She told him, Virtue kept the key. 

And look'd as if — she wish'd he had it! 

He stole tlie key when Virtue slept 
(Even she can sleep, if Love but ask it). 

And Beauty sigh'd, and Beauty wept. 
While silly Love unlock'd the catkeL 

Oh dulcet air that vanish'd then I 
Can Bcduty's sigh r«cai>thee ever! 

Can Love himself inhale again 

A breath so precious? — never, never? 

Go, maiden, weep — the tears of woe 
By Beauty to repentance given. 

Though bitterly on earth they Bow, 
Shall turn to fragrant balm in Heaven! 



THE WREATH AND THE CHAIN. 

I BRING thee, love, a goldep chain, 
I bring thee too a flowery wreath; 

The gold shall never wear a stain, 

The flow'rets long shall sweetly breadie! 

Come, tell me which the tie shall be 

To bind tliy gentle heart to me. 

The Chain is of a splendid thread. 
Stolen from Minerva's yellow hair. 

Just when the setting sun had shed 
The sober beam of evening there. 

The Wreath 's of brightest myrtle wove. 
With brilliant tears of bliss among it. 
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Aod auny ■ rote-Unf, calTd by Lot«, 

To bcal liM lip when brcs b*v« Muaf it ! 
Gome, tdl oie wbich the lie sImU be 
To btnd Iby (jenlle heart to me. 

Tei, yet, I read that ready eye. 

Which answer* when the tongue in loth, 
Thoa tike«t the form of either tie, 

Aod hold'fti thy playful hand* for l>oth. 
JUi! — if there were not tomethinf; wrong. 

The world would see them blmdcd oft; 
The Chain would make tlie Wreath so *troo(; I 

The Wreath would make the Chain *o «ofi ! 
Then might the gold, the flow'reu be 
Sweet fietiar* for my love aod me! 

But, Fanny, to nnbleat they twine. 

That (Heaven alone can tell the reaaon) 
When mingled Ihu* they ceaae to ftliine, 

Or shine bot for a tranMent «ea*oo ! 
Whether the Chain may press too much. 

Or that the Wreath i* *lightly braided. 
Let but the gold the flow'rets tourli. 

And all their glow, their tinu, are faded ' 
8weet Fanny, tiluit would Rapture do. 

When all her bloom* had lost their grace .' 
Might she not steal a ro*e or two 

From other wreatlis, to fill their place T— 
di ! better to be always free. 
Than thus to bind my love 10 me. 



Til timid girl now hung her head, 

■ And, as she tum'd an upward glaiK-i*, 
I mw a doubt its twilight spread 

Along her brow's divine expanw. 
Jusi then the garland** dearest ro«e 

Gave one of its seducing sighs — 
Oh ! who can ask how Fanny choM*. 

That ever look'd in Fanny's ryrs ! 
.«The vrreath, my life, tbcvreath sliali be 
The tie to bind my soul to iiiee!« 



TO 



Ajid hast thou mark'd the pei^ve shade, 
That many a time obscures my brow, 

Hidst all the blisses, darling maid, 
Wbich thou canst give, and only tliou ? 

Oh ! 't is not that I then forget 

The endearing charms that round mr twine- 
Tliere never throbb'd a bosom yet 

Could feel ilieir witchery, like mine ! 

When bashful on my bosom hid. 
And blushing to have felt so blest. 

Thou dost but lift thy languid lid. 
Again to close it on my breast ! 

Oh ! these are minutes all thine own. 
Thine own to give, and mine to feel. 

Yet, even in lliem, my heart has known 
The sigh to rise, the tear to stanl. 



For I have thought of former hours, 
Wlieo br who fint thy soul posseas'd, 

Lik«* mr awaked its vritrhing powers. 
Like me was loved, like me was blest ! 

Upon his name thy murmuring tongue 
Prrhapt hath all a* sweetly dwelt ; 

For him that snoviy lid hath hung 
In ecstasy, as purely felt ! 

For him — yet why tlie pa<it recal 
To wither blooms of prr«>ut bliss? 

Thou'rt now my nviu, I rljsp tliee all, 

Aod Heaven can grant no more than thi«! 

Forgive mr, drarrst. oh! forgive; 

I would be Hrxt, be soir to thee; 
Thou fthouldst but liavc |>r(;un to live 

The hour that gave thy lirart to me. 

Thy book of life till then effaced. 

Love should have kept that leaf alone. 

On which he fint so dearly traced 
That thou wert, soul and all, my own ! 



EPISTLi: VI. 

TO LORD Vlsa)rXT FORBF.S 

rSOM TBI CITT or WASHI«GTO». 



KAI MH eATMAl'Hi2 MHT' I-.I MAKPOTF.PAN 
rKrPA*A THN tniiTOAHN, MHA* F.I TI 
nEPItPrOTF.PGN H nPHIBTTIKnTHPON 
EIPHKAMtN hATTH. 

IsoctAT. Epist. iv. 



Ir former lime^ hail never UTi a trace 

Of human frailly in the^r shadowy race. 

Nor o'er their |»4th\Aay writirn. as they ran, 

(hie dark memurial of the triuies uf man; 

If every a(;e. in new unconscious prime. 

Rose, like a phcrnix, from the lire* of time. 

To wing iu viay unguided and alone, 

The future smiling and the past unknown ; 

Then ardent man would to himself be new. 

Earth at liis foot and heaven within his view ; 

Well might the novice hope, the sauguine sclicme 

Of fiill perfection prompt his daring dream, 

Kre cold Experience, with her veteran lore. 

Could tell him, fools had dream'd as much before! 

Rut tracing, as we do, through age and clime, 

Tlie plans of virtue midst tlie deeds of crime, 

The tljinking follies and the rea*oning rage 

Of m.io, at once the idiot and the sage, 

WIten still we see, through every varying frame 

Of arts and polity, his course the same. 

Ami know tliat ancient fools but died to make 

A space 00 earth for modem fools to take; 

Ti^ strange, how quickly we the past forget; 

That Wisdom'* self diould not be tutor'd yet. 

Nor tire of watching for the monstrous birdi 

Of pure perfection 'midst the soiu of earth ! 
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Oil ! nothinjg but that soul which Gml has given. 
Could lead us clius to look on earth for heaven; 
O'er dross wridiout to shed the flame within, 
And dream of virtue while we gaze on sin! 

Even here, beside the proud Potowmac's sUream, 

Blight sages still pursue the fLittcriug theme 

Of days to come, when man shall conquer Fate, 

Rise o'er the level of his mortal stale, 

Belie the monuments of frailty past, 

And stamp perfection on tliis world at last ! 

« Ilerc,» might they say, u shall Power s divided reign 

Evince that patriots liavc not bled in vain. 

Here god-4ike Liberty's herculean youth. 

Cradled in peace, and nurtured up by truUi 

To full maturity of nerve and mind, 

Shall crush the giants tliat bestride mankind 1 ■ 

Here shall Religion's pure and baJmy draught. 

In form no more from cups of state be quaffd, 

Dut flow for all, through nation, rank, and sect. 

Free as tliat heaven its tranquil wa%-es reflect. 

Around the columns of the public shrine 

Shall growing arts their gradual wrcatli entwine, 

Nor breathe corruption from their flowering braid, 

Nor mine tliat fabric which they bloom to shade. 

No longer here shall Justice bound her view. 

Or wrong the many, while she rights the few; 

Dut take her range tlirough all the social frame, 

Pure and pervading as that vital flame 

Which warms at once our best and meanest part. 

And thrills a hair while it expands a heart !» 

Oh golden dream! what soul that Idvcs to scan 
The brightness rather tlian the sliades of man, 
That owns the good, while smarting with the ill. 
And loves the world with all its frailty stiU — 
What ardent bosom docs not spring to meet 
The generous hope with all that heavenly heat. 
Which makes the soul unwilling to resign 
The tliougfats of growing, even on earth, divine ! 
Yes, dearest Forbes, I see thee glow to think 
The chain of ages yet may boa.^t a link 
Of purer texture than the world has known, 
And fit to bind us to a Godliead's throne! 

But, Ls it thus? doth even the glorious dream 
Borrow from trutli that dim uncertain gleam. 
Which bids us give such dear delusion scope. 
As kills not reason, while it nurses hope? 
No, no, believe mc, 'tis not so — oven now. 
While yet upon Columbia's rising brow 
The showy smile of young presumption plays, 
Her bloom is poison'd and her heart decays ! 
Even now, in dawn of life, her sickly breath 
Bums with the taint of empires near their death, 
And, like the nymphs of her own withering clime. 
She's old in youth, she's blasted in her prime!' 

* Tbn« MoBsi : • Here (he Kieacc* sad the arta of rmlisrd life arc 
to rereirc their highnt improvrmenti ; here ctvii aoJ religioaa liberty 
ar« to flourith, uncbcckeJ hy the cruel hand of civil or rcrleaiaatieal 
l^raODj; here |;eniu«, aided by all the improTententa of former agca, 
ia to be eieried in humanUing mankiml, in e«|iaodiDg and enritbiog 
their inindt with raligioat and pUiluaopbioalknotiledge.* etc. etc p. 569. 

> • What will be the old ago of (hia government, if it ii tba« early 
decrepit!* Sach waa the remarii of Faocbit, the French minister at 
I'hiladelphia. in that famous ditpati.li to bit government which «a« 
intercepted by one of our ctniter* in the yrar i79f. Thi* roriout 



Already has the child of (>alli:i's .Mrhool, 
The foul Philosophy tliat sins by rule. 
With all her train of reasoning, damning arts. 
Begot by brilliant heads or worthless hearts. 
Like things that quicken after Nilus' flood. 
The venom'd birth of sunsliine and of mod ! 
Already has she pour'd her poison here 
O'er every charm that makes existence dear. 
Already blighted, with her blackening trace. 
The opening bloom of every social grace. 
And all those courtesies that love to skooc 
Round Virtue's stem, the flow'rett of her frail ! 

Oh ! were these errors but the wanton tide 
Of young luxuriance or unchasten'd pride; 
The fervid follies and the faults of such 
As wrongly feel, because they feel too nmch ; 
Then might experience make the fever less. 
Nay, graft a virtue on each warm ezccta; 
But no ; *t is heartless, speculative ill,- 
All youth's transgression with all age's chill. 
The apathy of wrong, the bosom's ice, • 
A slow and cold stagnation into rice! 

Long has the love of gold, that meaoett ngc 
And latest folly of man's sinking age, 
Whicli, rarely venturing in the van of life. 
While nobler passions wage their hcftled strife. 
Comes -skulking last, witli selfishness and fear. 
And dies, collecting lu roller in the re«r! 
Ix>ng has it palsied every grasping hand 
And greedy spirit tlirough this bartering land; 
Turn'd life to traffic, set the demon gold 
So loose abroad, that Virtue's self is sold. 
And conscience, truth, and honesty, arc made 
To rise and fiill, like other wares of trade! * 

Already in thin free, tliis virtuous state. 
Which, Frenchmen tell us, was ordain'd by Fate, 
To show the world what high perfection springs 
From rabble senators and merchant 
Even here already patriots learn to steal 
Their private jiorquLsites from public weal. 
And, guardians of the country's sacred lire. 
Like Afric's priests, they let the flame for hire! 
Those vaunted demagogues, who nobly rose 
From England's debtors to be England's foes,' 
Who could their monarch in their pnrae fefgel, 
And break allegiance but to cancel debc,' 

memorial may be found in Poacvrai** W»Ha, ««L i. p. VJf. 
remain* a itriking monument of republican iBtiigae •• mmt I 
and republican profligary on the other] umA I we«ld r^etmmmi 
perutal of it to every honeat politirian. «ho Biay lakotar mwimt* 
ment'a d<-lation with reapect to ibe purity mt AaaofieuB |mtiia<i— 

I ■ ISou* voTon* que dane let paya m I'oa a'eM affoctA fM 
I'eaprit de commerce, on traiii}ue de toutea len acti 
nt d« toutct lea vcrtu* morale*.*— Movrsa^oics, A 
liv. 30, chap. 3. 

* I truat I ahall not be auapected of a wiah le jaaiiiy itaa 
trary atepa of the Knj^liih government wbicb ilia 
ao neceaaary to re*i«i ; my only object bar* ia lo 
motive* of aome of ilio Iradiog American d 

* The moat persevering enemy 10 the ini«raa(a of <kb 
amongat (he politician* of the waalern worU, haa 
merchant, who, finding it eaaicr to aattle hia ctmacft 
debt*, «at one of ih« firat to raiae the Uandai^ 
tain, and ha* ev<>r >inrn endeavoured to reTaa^ *?*■ ^ ' 
country the obligation* «liir!i he lie* under to n few cf m 
cbant*. 
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t^0A at koftk Um BuaeraTs temptiof hoe, 
lakct a patriot, can ttDoiake htm too. ■ 
4aM, Fraadom, how I hale thy cant ! 
MB homhail, nor the MTafe raot 
■d BUidmea, were they namber'd all 
mmm Hero down to Roman Paol, 
ata apoo my ear to mean, to bate, 
lafc jarfon ci that CMtioos race, 
or of heart and prodigal of words, 
ba davca and strofi^iog to be lords, 
: fbr heence, while they spam control, 
nt Car rights, with rapine in their soul ! 
t, with paiieDce, fbr a moment see 
Uey BMMa of pride and misery, 
I and charters, manarlet and rights, 
ig blacks and democratic whites, * 
Ibe pye-bald polity thai reigns 
roofasloa o'er Columbia's plains ? 
L that nma, thoa just and gentle God ! 
itand before thee, with a tyrant's rod 
stares hke himself, with soul from thee, 
t to boost of perfect liberty : 
way — I 'd father hold my neck 
»tfal tcsnre from a sultan's beck, 
» where liberty has icarce been named, 
' right bat that of ruling claim'd, 
tos to live, where bastard freedom waves 
Isaa flag in mockery over slaves ; 
(motley laws admitting no drgree 
the vilely slaved and madly free) 
M bondage and the license suit, 
lie made ruler and the man made brute! 

my Forbes! while thus, in floweriess song, 
' pamt what yet I feel so strong — 
, the vices of the land, where first 
«bel fiends that rack the world were nurst I 
treason's arm by royalty was nerved, 
enchmen leam'd to crush the throne they served- 
^lly luU'd in dreams of classic thought, 
b illoamied and by sages taught, 

to be all, upon this mortal scene, 
ird hath fsnried or that sage hath been ! 
Bould I wake thee? why severely cliasc 
rely forms of virtue and of grace, 
veil before thee, like the pictures spread 
rtan matrons round the genial bed, 
ng thy Cmcy, and with gradual art 
ming the young conceptions of thy heart ! 

e me, Forbes — and should the song destroy 
oerons hope, one throb of social joy. 



One high pulsation of the teal for man. 
Which few can fed, and bless that few who can* 
Oh ! turn to htm, beneath whose kindred eyr^ 
Thy talents open and thy virtues rise. 
Forget where Nature has been dark or dim. 
And proudly study all her lighu in him ! 
Yes, yes, in him the erring world forget. 
And feel that man may reach perfectioa yet! 



PMc«nn'a AMtmmt tf tkt ^fvfff Im«m t u nm tal i m im i-j^ 
, M« P*rc«fiB«'« works tbr»«(boat. fer aaipl* c*n»k«niiioB 
•ratoMst wImcIi I Imv« v«ai«r#4 lo nprcM. la Myiaf tbU. 
•M I* tb« caanarau of tkat writtr, thao to tho e«T«rr«acM 

• kaa rviotffj aod ike rforaaMoU whicb ho boo prrMrro^. 
•of bo WHpo«t«4 of bioo, b«ii fo««« tpcok for tbooMolf m. 

T*r(iBio tbo olTocta of ibio •yatoai bofia to b« foil ratbrr 
r. Wbilo tbo BMMM rovoo of liborty. ibo Uovo caaaot bat 
« coalaftea. aarf arrorJiagly iboro aoMnai «Upoot a aooatb 
MOM alona of iaMwroctioa aioaf I ibo aogroo*. Tbo accoa- 
Lowaiaao, it •• foorod, oill iacrooao tbU caibarrsoaaoal ; a* 
¥ U 9 m% oaignuoaa. vbirb aro rapocioJ to toko ploco froa tbo 
I aioUa to ibif B«wlf>oc^air«4 torriiory. will coao i 4ar « bly 

• ibo wMlo popaloiioa. aa4 iba* •iroasiboa tbo profOftioa of 
lo a iog TM vbicb ■•at aliuaaloly be raiaoaa. 



SONG. 



Tbb wreath yon wove, the wreath yoa wove 

Is fair — but oh ! how fair. 
If Pity's hand had stolen from Love 

One leaf to mingle there! 

If every rose vritb gold were tied. 

Did gems for dew-drops foil. 
One faded leaf where Love had sigh'd 

Were sweetly worth them all ! 

The wreath you vrove, the wreath you wove 

Our emblem well may be ; 
Its bloom is yours, but hopeless love 

Must keep its tears for me ! 



LYING. 



Cbo roa lo lor bojio pajoa rfitiai. 

M««ao •'Aac4B0. 



I DO confess, in many a sigh 
My lips have breathed you many a lie. 
And who, with such delighu in view. 
Would lose them for a lie or twoT 

Nay — look not thus, vritb brow reproring; 
Lies are, my dear, the soul of loving! 
If half we tell the girls were true. 
If lialf we swear to think and do. 
Were aught but lying's bright illusion. 
The world would be in strange confusion ! 
If ladies' eyes were, every one, 
As lovers swear, a radiant sun. 
Astronomy should leave the skies. 
To learn her lore in Udies' eyes! 
Oh no! — believe me, lovely giri. 
When Nature turns your teeth to peari. 
Your neck to snow, your eyes to fire. 
Your yellow locks to golden vrire. 
Then, only then, can Heaven decree 
That you should live for only me. 
Or I for you, as, night and mom. 
We ve swearing kiss'd, and kissing sworn! 

And now, my gentle hints to clear, ^ 
For once, I 'II tell you troth, my dear! 
Whenever you may chance to meet 
A loving youth, whose love is sweet. 
Long as you re false and he beUeves you. 
Long as you trust and he deceives you. 
So k>ng the bhssful bond endures; 
Aad while he lies, his heart is yours: 
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Riit, oh ! you 've vlioUy lost the yoath 
The instant that he telb you trulli! 



ANACREONTIC. 

I fill'd to thee, to thee I drank, 
I nothing did but drink and fill; 

The bowl by turns was bright and blank, 
T was drinking, filling, drinking still ! 

At length I bid an artbt paint 
Thy image in this ample cup. 

That I mi^t see the dimpled saint 
To whom I quaff'd my nectar up. 

Behold, how bright that purple lip 
Is blushing through the wave at met 

Every roseate drop I sip 
Is just like kissing wine from thee! 

But, oh! I drink the more for this; 

For, erer when the draught I drain. 
Thy lip invites another kiss. 

And in the nectar flows again! 

So, here 's to thee, my gentle dear! 

And may that eye for ever shine 
Beneath as soft and sweet a tear 

As batlies it in this bowl of mine f 



TO 



••S PICTURE. 



Go, then, if she whose shade thou art 
No more will let thee soothe my pain — 

Yet tell her, it has cost this heart 

Some pangs, to give thee back again ! 

Tell her, the smile was not so dear 

With which she made thy semblance mine. 

As bitter is the burning tear, 

With which I now the gift resign! 

Yet go— and could she still restore. 
As some exchange for taking thee. 

The tranquil look which first I wore, 
When her eyes found me wild and free: 

Gould she give back the careless flow. 
The spirit which my fancy knew-— 

Yet, ah ! 't is vain — go, picture, go^ 
Smile at me once, and then — adiett! 



FRAGMENT OF A MYTHOLOGICAL HYBffN 
TO LOVE.* 

RfciflT inAint of eternity! 

Before the day-star leam'd to move, 

* Lev* and ^tjiht ar« btre conMtritd •» tW actlrt h4 paialve 
prinriplc* of rrsatioo. aai Um BBivarM i« tuppoMd to bava rtcciTcd 
ila firai karaMBiiiBf if In freai tb* naptUI ayapathy bctiNwa the** 
tvo pewan. A aurriafa h faacrally ibc first step !■ coaaogony. 
Tiavn* h«ld Form lo b« tb* fatbar, and Matter ibc Bother of thr. 
World { EiioB and Beroalb, I thial.^ are Sancbooiatbo'a firat •piritnal 
loTera, and Maaco-eapac and hit wife iatradacad creatiea aau>nftt 
the PeruTiani. la abort, Harla^a aaeaM !• have aladied coaaio- 
goaiea, vhea b« aaid • UUto il aioaide k laua caoM U aMtra faadslia.* 



In pomp of fire, along his grand career. 
Glancing the beamy shafts of light 

From his rich quiver to the forthest spliere. 
Thou wert alone, oh Love ! 
Nestling beneath the wings of ancient oigh 

Whose horrors seem'd to smile in shadowing 

No form of beauty soothed thine eye. 

As through, the dim expanse it wander'd wi 

No kindred spirit caught thy sigh. 
As o'er the watery waste it lingering died! 

Unfelt the pulse, unknown the power. 
That latent in his heart was sleeping; 

Oh Sympathy I that lonely hour 

Saw Love himself thy absence weeping! 

Rut look what glory through the darkneu ba 
Celestial airs along the water glide : 
What spirit art thou, moving o'er the tide 
So lovely ? art thou but the child 
Of the young godhead's dreams. 
That mock his hope with foncies strange and i 
Or were his tears, as quick they foil. 
Collected in so bright a form. 
Till, kindled by the ardent spell 
Of his desiring eyes, 
And all impregnate with his sighs. 
They spring to life in shape so fair and warm ? 

T is she ! 
Psyche, the first bom spirit of the air. 
To thee, oh Love! she turns. 
On thee her eye-beam bums : 
Blest liour of nuptial ecstacy ! 

They meet — 
The blooming god — the spirit fair— 

Oh! sweet, oh heavenly sweet! 
Now, Sympathy, the hour is thine; 
All nature feels the thrill divine, 
Tlie veil of Chaos is withdrawn. 
And their first kiss is great Creation's dawn! 



TO HIS SERB.NE HIGHIfESS 

THE DURE OF M0NTPEN31ER. 

ON ITS poaraAtT or tr ladt adelaivi 9-^ 

DofUJiffMs Fairki it 

To catch the thought, by painting's q»di, 
Howe'er remote, howe'er refined. 

And o'er the magic tablet tell 
The silent story of the mind; 

O'er Nature's form to glance the eye. 
And fix, by mimic light and ahadt, 

Her moming tinges, ere they fly. 
Her evening blushes, ere they fade! 

These are the pencil's grandest theme, 

Dirinest of the powers divine 
That light the Muse's flowery dream. 

And these, oh Prince! are richly thine! 



EPISTLES, ODES, ETC. 



99 



Tec, yet, wlm Fricatklup sect the* trace, 

la emanariny mwI cspreM'd, 
The nroec Mcnorial of a fece 

Ob which her eye dehfhls to rert; 



o'er the lovely look 
The uDile of peace, the bloom of yoath, 
The cheek, that bl«dica to be acco. 
The eye, that talk the botom's trvlh ; 



While o'er each Kae, lo brightly tnie. 
Her §o^ with fond atlentioo rovea, 

BIcaMiif tha haad whoie varioos hue 
Coald iaiitaia the Conn it lovet ; 

She feeU the value of thy art. 

And owoa it with a purer ical, 
A rapture, nearer to her heart 
Than crilie latle can ever feel ! 



THE PHILOSOPHER ARISTIPPUS • 

TO A LAMF WaiCa WAS OITKN BIM BT LAlt. 



Dalri* 



UctaJi laccra*. 



«t Oa ! love the Lamp (my mittreM Mid), 
The faithful lamp that, many a ni({ht. 

Betide thy Laii' lonely bed 
Has kept its little watch of light ! 

« Full often has it seen her weep, 

And fix her eye npon its fiaroe. 
Till, weary, she has snnk lo sleep. 

Repeating her beUnad's name! 

m Oft has it known her cheek to bnm 

With reeollectieos, fondly free. 
And seen her turn, impastioo'd turn, 

To kiss tha pillow, love ! for thee. 
And, in a murmur, wish thee there. 
That kiss to feel, that thought to share ! 

« Then lore tha Lamp— 't will often lead 
Thy step ihrongh Learning's mcred way ; 
And, lighted by iu happy ray, 

Whene'er those darling eyes ikall read 

* It va« ■•« vary JifBcall to brrttmt a pbiloMf iMf iSMafM th* 
«icsl*. A atoicrsl* Wara of Uarmf, vith a cosaiiarabU portioB 

m»mi4«m€*. mmi vit e a awgfc lo prodiirr an (xraHOaal apapblliat^. 
'Vv all lb* »rcr « a a ry qvalUMatieat for ibe parpoaa. Tba priaciplaa 
■Mral arWaca vera aa vavf i i parfac t ly ••Jininaii thai tba 
mmirr &( a nrm Met. is %»rmi^ bit aibtcal m4«w iMfbl caaaalt 
>Wr faary ar taMparasral, mmi adapt il la bta a«B paaiia » > aaJ 
^raaiun: m ibat Mabeaart. «itb a RtUa mM9 laanuaf. Migbl 
^a ioaritbaJ ■• a pbHaiapbrr ia tboaa 4aya. ami «a«M bava ra- 
i4w< bai tba poliab of iba acboela lo baroaa iba rival of Ariatippa* 
■Mrality. Ia tba tciaaca of Mlarc too, iboagh tbry diMavarai 
^w valaabla iratba, yat tbry aarawd aoi lo know ibay wava imiba. 

«l laaat war* aa wall aaiiafiad «nb arrora i ami Xaaopbaaaa. wbo 
tewiad tkai tba aura vara igaa ' aaa cUa4a. lifbcad ap arary ■'fhl 
M aatiafatabad afMa ia iba aoraiaf. aaa Ihaafbc ami aiflad a 
^ilaaiipbrr aa §aaerally aa ba «bo aaticipatcd Naartoa ia davdopiaf 
9 arraaf aaaaai of Iba aatraiaa. 

JPaa ibia opiaioa of Xaaopbaaaa, aaa Pu««aea. d» P^acA. PkiUmpk, 
K. ii. cap. 1 3. It i« iaipaMiUa lo r*U tbia traaliaa af Plauidl 
i^aal alirraatrly aAairiaf aad flanliaff at iba faaJM, tba ab. 
»<ii * aa af tka 



(>f things subliase, of Nature's birth. 
Of all that s bright in heaven or earth. 
Oh ! think that she, by whom 't was given. 
Adores ttiee more than earth or heaven!* 

Yn, tlearesi Lamp! by every charm 
On which thy midnight beam has hung;' 

The oe<-k reclined, the graceful arm 
Across the brow of ivory flnng ; 

The licaviog bottom, partly bid, 
Th^ sevcr'd hps' delicious sighs. 

The fringe, that from the snowy lid 
Along the check of roses hcs : 



By these, by all that Uoom untold. 
And long a« all UialJ charm my 

I 'U love my little Lamp of gold. 
My Lamp and 1 shall never part ! 



Ami often, as she smiling uid. 

In fincy's hour, thy gentle rays 
Shall (juide my visionary tread 

Throu|;U poesy's enchanting mase! 

Thy flame khall light the page refined. 
Where fttill we eatrh tlie Chian's breatli. 
Where fttill the bard, though cold in death. 
Has left hi^ burning »oul behind ! 
Or, o'er (hy humbler legend nhine. 

Oh man of Ahcn'% dreary glades !' 
To whom the nightly-warbling Nine' 

A wand of inspiration gave,4 
Pluck'd from the greenest tree that shades 

The rrysul of Castalia's wave. 
Then, turuing to a purer lore. 
We 11 cull the sages' heavenly store. 
From Science steal her golden clue. 
And every mystic path pursue. 
Where Nature, far from vulgar eyes. 
Through labyrinths of wonder flies! 

T is iliu« my heart sliall learn to know 
The paftfting world's precarious flight. 

Where all that meeU the morning glow 
Is changed before the fall of night !^ 

I 'II tell thee, as I trim thy fire, 
« Swift, swift the tide of betog mns, 



* Tba aarianu had ibair lacarMi rabicalana, ar bad-cbaaibar 
laapa, abicb, aa ib« Eaiperor G*UBait aaid. a ail craa aaaaMaara ;• 
aad with ib« aaai# roaiia'ndalioa of acrracy. PraMfora adaraaaaa bar 
laaip. ia Aai*rora4aBa. F.««X»C. Wr awy jadga baa faacifal iWy 
mm ia tba aar aad MabrlliahaiaBl of tbair laaipa. fraaa iba/aaaaa 
eyvbolic I.acaraa abicb aa find in tba Jtaat a a— Mmtmim Mica. 
Aaa. C«aaBi, p. tfj. 

• Hatioa. aba lalla aa ia aialaacboly tcraa af bk fcl b a t ^a ligkl la 
tba wretcbad aillafc of Aacra. EfTy. ««i *H/«tf . v. sSl. 

' £ffy;t*^ 0»;t«»» irtfMMiAXt* s#v«f mmw. — 
Theoq. y. lO. 

* imj yusi 9KWirrf9f %i^t ik^nt tftdvxsn §{>? . — 
Id. V. 3o. 

' *Ptlf T« eX« 7rOT«/UOl/ i^aSf > •• f raaaa l ■■■af tba 
degaaa of Baa*ci4t«a tba Epbaaiaa. aal ailk tba •■•• «■■•* ^ 
Smac*. ia abaai «a iad a baaatifal dtflbaiaa of tba 
• Naaaa aal ataaa ^ai fait pridia. Corpora aaatra rapiaatar li 
■MT* I ^aic^aid vidaa carrii rmm taaapora. KikU aa bia ^aa ' 
■MaaL Efo ipaa, daaa la^aar aaiari ipao, ■a t a ta a aa*,* •*•. 
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And Time, who bids thy flame expire, 
Will also quench yon heaven of suns!* 

Oh then, if earth's united power 
Can never chain one feathery hour ; 
If CTcry print we leave to-day 
To-morrow's wave shall steal away ; 
Who pauses to enquire of Heaven 
Why were the fleetin^r treasures given, 
The sunny days, the shady nights. 
And all their brief but dear deltghu. 
Which Heaven has made for man to use, 
And man should think it guilt to lose ? 
Who that has culi'd a weeping rose 
Will ask it why it breathes and glows. 
Unmindful of the blushing ray. 
In which it shines its soul away ; 
Unmindful of the scented sigh 
On which it dies and loves to dieT 

Pleasure! thou only good on earth! * 

One little hour resign'd to thee— 
Oh ! by my Lais' lip, i U worth 

The sage's immortality! 

Then far be all the wisdom hence, 
And all the lore, whme tame control 

Would wither joy with chill delays! 

Alas ! the fertile fount of sense. 

At which the young, the panting soul 

Drinks life and love, too soon decays ! 

Sweet Lamp ! thou wert not form'd to shed 
Thy splendour on a lifeless page — 

Whafe'er my blushing Lais said 
Of thoughtful lore and studies sage, 

Twas mockery all — her glance of joy 

Told me thy dearest, best employ !' 

And, soon as night shall close tlie eye 

Of Heaven's young wanderer in the west ; 
When seers are gazing on the sky. 

To find their future orbs of rest; 
Then shall I take my trembling vray, 

Unseen, but to those worlds above. 
And, led by thy mysterious ray. 

Glide to the pillow of my love. 
Calm be her sleep, the gentle dear ! 
Nor let her dream of bliss so near, 

* A%iBn9wwa centiderwd motion m tb* priaripic of iMppiaeM, In 
vhich idea ha differed from the Epirnrrana, who looled to • stato of 
rrpoM aa the only tnie volaptyooaacaa. and afoided rrea the loo 
lively afptationa of pleaanre, aa o tIoUbi and ungraccftil denngraicat 
of the aoBae*. 

* MivriBTVit haa been etill more explidi than lliia pbiloaopher. 
in ranl^inir the pleaaarea of acaae above the •■bliaiett paraait* of 
wiadom. Speaking of the infant man, in bia prodn^tion. he call* 
him, • nne noavelle cr^aiare, qoi ponrra compreadre let rhoaea lea 
plaa anblimra, et c« qal eat biea an-detaaa, qai ponrra foAter lea 
mimea plaitira.*— See bit VSmut Pkfnifm*. Thia appeara to be one 
of the cfToria at Foateaelle'e gallaniry of maaacr. for whieb the 
learned Preaideat ie ao well ridicnlrd in the JUuitia of Voltaies. 

M«vrBaT*ia may he thooghi to have borrowed from the ancient 
AaitTirrva that indiarriminate theory of pleaaarea which ho baa eet 
forth in hit £«Mi' dW PkUoa0phU UontU, and for which be w«t v> 
very ioaily condemn^. ABiarirrv*. according to L«gBnDt, held 
fA.n iitt^%f%n *t% »/of Nf Jf/bf IIC> «hich irrational teatiment ha« 
been adopted by M^opaaxvitt aTant qa'on ne conaid^ qn« I'ilat 
pr^tcnt, tone lea plaiaira tont da mime ecarc.t etc. etc. 



Till o'er her cheek she thrilling fed 
My sighs of fire in murmurs sleaL 
And I shall lift the locks that flow 
Unbraided o'er her lids of snow. 
And softly kiss those sealed eyes, 
And wake her into tweet surprise ! 

Or if she dream, oh ! let her dream 

Of those delights we both have known. 
And felt so truly, that they seem 

Form'd to be felt by us alone ! 
And I shall mark her kindling cheek. 

Shall see her bosom warmly move. 
And hear her faintly, lowly speak 

The murmnr'd sounds so dear to love* 

Oh ! I shall gaze till even the sigh 
That wafts her very soul be nigh. 
And, when the nymph is all but blest, 
Sink in her arms and share the rest! 
Sweet I^is ! what an age of bliss 

In that one moment waits for me ! 
Oh sages! — think on joy like this. 

And where 's your boast of apathy? 

TO MRS. BL— H— D. 

WIITTEN IN HKR ALBUM. 



Tov«ro ^ Ti 10^1 TO ^oTov; «'X«tv», t^. 

Cehetis TahmUt. 



Thit say that Love had once a book 
(The urchin likes to copy you). 

Where alt who came the pencil took. 
And wrote, like us, a line or two. 

T was Innocence, the maid divine. 
Who kept this volume bright and £iir, 

And saw that no unhallow'd line. 
Or thought profane, should oiter there. 

And sweetly did the pages fill 
With fond device and loving lore. 

And every leaf she tum'd was still 
More bright than that she tnm'd before! 

Beneath the touch of Hope, how soft. 
How light the magic pencil ran ! 

Till Fear would come, alas! as oft. 

And trembling close what Hope began. 

A tear or two had dropp'd from Grief, 
And Jealousy would, now and then, 

Rufflle in haste some snowy leaf. 
Which Love had still to smooth a^piin! 

But, oh ! there was a blooming boy. 
Who often tum'd the pages o'er. 

And wrote therein such words of joy. 
As all who read still sigh'd for 



And Pleasure was this spirit's name. 
And though so soft his voice and look. 

Yet Innocence, whene'er he came. 
Would tremble for her spotless book ! 
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For f till she saw hit playful finsert 
Fiil'd with tweeU aod waotoa toyt; 

And weU slie knew the stain that liogert 
After sweets from wanton boys! 

And so it chanced, one luckless ni|;ht 

He let hiA honey goblet Ml 
O'er the dear book so pare, so white. 

And sullied lines, and marfe and all ! 

In vain he songht, with eager lip. 
The honey from the leaf to drink, 

For fttill the more the boy would sip. 
The deeper still the blot would sink ! 

Oh ! it would make you weep, to see 
The traces of this honey flood 

Stenl o'er a page, where Modesty 
Had freshly drawn a rose's bud! 

And Fancy's emblems lost their glow. 
And Hope's sweet lines were all defsced. 

And Love himiielf could scarcely know 
What Love himself had lately traced ! 

At length the nrrhin Pleasure fled, 
(For how, alas! could Pleasure stay ?) 

And Love, while many a tear he shed. 
In blushes flung the book away! 

The index now alone remains. 

Of all the pages spoil'd by Pleasure, 

And though it bears some honey stains. 
Yet Memory counts the leaf a treasure! 

And oft, they say, she scans it o'er. 
And oft, by this memorial aided. 

Brings back the pages now no more. 
And thinks of lines that long have fiided! 

I know not if this tale be true. 

But thus the simple fiicts are stated; 

And I refer their truth to you. 

Since Love and you are near related ! 



EPISTLE VIL 

TO THOMAS HUME, ESQ. M. D. 

FBOM TIB Cmr OF WASIIIfOTOIf. 



^IHrH:XOMAI AIHTHKIATA TlOl AniITA, 
KOXNONA as nEnONOA DTK EXHN. 

Xbropiont. Ephet, Ephenac. lib. v. 



T is evening now; the heats and cares of day 
In twilight dews are calmly wept away. 
The lover now, beneath the western star. 
Sighs through tlie medium of his sweet segar, 
And filh the ears of some consenting she 
With puffs and vows, willi smoke aud constancy! 
The weary statesman for repose liath lied 
From halls of council to hb negro's shed, 



Where blest be wooes some black Aspasia's grace. 
And dreams of freedom in his slave's embrace!' 

In fsncy now beneath the twilight gloom. 
Come, let me lead thee o'er this modem Borne!' 
Where tribunes rule, where dusky Davi bow. 
And what was Goosc^Creek once b Hber now!' — 
ThU fsmed metropolis, where Fancy sees 
Squares in morasses, obelisks in trees ; 
Which travelling fbob and gasecteers adorn 
With shrines unbuilt and heroes yet unborn. 
Though nought but wood 4 and****'*** they see. 
Where streets should run, and sages om^kt to be! 

And look, how soft in yonder radiant wave. 
The dying sun prepares hb golden grave! — 
Oh great Potowmar! oh you banks of shade! 
You mighty scenes, in Nature's morning made. 
While still, in rich magnificence of prime. 
She pour'd her wonders, lavbhly sublime. 
Nor yet had learned to stoop, with humbler care. 
From grand to soft, from wonderful to fair! 
Say, were your towering hills, your boundless floods. 
Your rich savannas and majestic woods. 
Where bards should meditate and heroes rove. 
And wonun charm and man deserve her love! 
Oh ! was a world so bright but bom to grace 
Its ovm half-organiied, half-mindrd race' 
Of weak barbarians, swarming o'er its breast. 
Like vermin gender'd on the lion's crest? 

« TW* • U«di A«pMia.. of th* fTfemt •-••*— of lb* UMt«4 
.Hiam. aiairr AwrMie* 1uh4 iffaoiMMaM ByapKa*,* Im« Rive* riar 
to Hiarh {ilMMntry aaiAag Ui* anti-Jnaerral viu ta AaMrira. 

* • Oa ih' Ariciaal locatiAB of tiM ffraaad mam allallrd for ibr 
•^1 of ih^ Vriml City (mt« Mr. Wai,*), lb* iJeaiiral apol oa abirk 
ibr capital now tuad* waa called Koaar. Tbia aavcdala ii ralalad by 
aaaay aa a caruia prof^aoalie of lb« faiar* aiafatfic^BW af ibia rtly, 
abirb •• In Im>. aa It w^ra. a aeroad RoaM.— Wna'a fVlMl^ Ictlar iv. 

I A liiila airMM raaa throagb lb» city, abirb, villi ialolarabla 
afTrrtaiioa, ib«y bare aiylad tba Tibar. It waa ariflaally callad 
Go4ta««-4^rrek. 

* ■ Tn ba aader ibr aar^Mity of foiag ibraaf^ a daap waad for 
ear or two aiilaa. parbapa, ia ordrr to aer a aait-doar aaigbbaar aad 
ia tba »»m» rity, ia a cariaaa, aad 1 baliara a aoval, ciwataaca.— 
Wata, Utiar ir. 

Tba Prderal Ctiy (if it aaat Im> ralird a rity) baa aot baaa aacb 
iarrraaad tinea Mr Wrld viaitrd it. Moat of iba pablir baildia.oa 
wbirh wrra ihra in aoaar daffraa of forwardaaaa, bava baaa tiara 
utterly taapradrd. Tha Hotel ia alraady a raia ; a graat part of iia 
roof baa fallra ia, aad tba rooata ara left to ba orcapiad graiaiioaaly 
by tba aiiterablc Sreirb aad Iritb naigraata. Tbr Prrtidrat't boat-, 
a very aoble ttractarr, ia by aa airaaa laitad to tba pbiloaopbiral 
baailiiy of iit pr««aal potaaaaar, who iababita bat a reraar of tba 
aiaaaioa biatalf. aad abaadoaa tba raal ta a atata of ■■ciraaly daao- 
laiiao, wbicb tbaaa aba arc aot pbilaaapbara caaaat laak at witbaat 
rrf rat . Tbia graad adifiea ia aarirvlad by a vary nida pala. tbroagb 
wbicb a aaaaatoa rattic itila iairodacaa tba Ttaitort of tba ffrtt laaa ia 
Aaaiira. Witb ratpact to all tbat it witbia tba baaaa. I aball laaitata 
iba pradrat forbaaraarc of Harodoiaa, aad aay. <r« ik tf «ire^f ST#. 

Tba private bvUdiafa avhibit iha taaa charactarlatic diaplay af arra- 
gaat aprcalatioa aad pmaatura raia, aad the few raa^aa af hoaaaa 
which ware bagao toaa ycait afo. ha«a raaMiaad aa laaf vaala and 
aaiaiahed, that ibry arc aow far tba aiaat part dilapidatad. 

■ Tba pictara which Barroa aad Da P*vw bare draws af iba Abm- 
ricaa Indiaa, ihoayb eery haiailiatiag. i«. aa far aa I caa jadc't aiarb 
■ore rorreet tbaa the Saiieriag r e preaaatatiooe whirh Mr Jarraaaoa 
bat gircB at. Saa iba Molei om Tirfimim, whara lb»i gaallcaiaB tm^ 
dcavoare to diapraee la graetal tba opiaion aaaiaialafd aa airaagly 
by Boiae pbiloaophart, thai aatare (aa Mr Jarraaaoa aipraaaaa ii) kr* 
/ftr/e« bar prodartioat in the wratara warld. M. aa PAew attribatea 
tba iaprrfrrtiane 9t aaiaial lifa in Aairrica to tba ravafta af a vrry 
racaat delaga, froa whoaa rffccta apoa it« tall aad ataaapbcra It baa 
aai yet aalBcicBtly rrcarcrcd.— Saa bit Btckercktt gur Itt dmincmim, 
part* i. loot. i. p. laa. 
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Were none but bnites to call that soil their home, 

Where none but demi-gods should dare to roam ? 

Or, worse, thou mighty world ! oh ! doubly worse, 

Did Hearen design thy lordly laod to nurse 

The motley dregs of every distant clime, 

Each blast of anarchy and taint of crime 

Which Europe shakes from her perturbed sphere. 

In full malignity to rankle here? 

But hush! — observe that little mount of pines. 

Where the breese murmurs and the fire-fiy shines, 

There let thy foncy raise, in bold relief, 

The sculptured image of that veteran cliief, * 

Who lost the rebel s in the hero's name. 

And stepp'd o'er prostrate loyalty to fame; 

Beneath whose sword Columbia's patriot train 

Cast off their monarch, that their mob m^jht reign ! 

How sliall we rank thee upon Glory's page? 
Thou more than soldier and just less than sage! 
Too form'd for peace to act a conqueror's part. 
Too train'd in camps to learn a statesman's art,* 
Nature design'd thee for a hero's mould. 
But, ere slie cast thee, let the stuff grow cold! 

While warmer souls command, nay. make their fate. 
Thy fate made thee and forced thee to be great. * 
Yet Fortune, who so oft, so blindly sheds 
Her brif^htest halo round the weakest heads. 
Found thee undazzled, tranquil as before. 
Proud to be useful, scorning to be more; 
Less prompt at glory's than at duty's claim, — 
Renown the meed, but self-applanse the aim ; 
All thou hast been reflects less fime on thee. 
Far less, than all thou hast forborne to be! 

Now turn thine eye where fisint the moonlight falls 

On yonder dome — and in those princely halls. 

If thou canst hate, as, oh ! that sonl must hate, 

Which loves the virtuous and reveres the great, 

If thou canst loathe and execrate with me 

That Gallic garbage of philosophy, 

That nauseous slaver of these frantic times, 

With which fidse liberty dilutes her crimes! 

If thou hast got, within thy free-bom breast. 

One pulse that boats more proudly than the rest. 

With honest scorn for that inglorious soul 

Which creeps and winds beneath a mob's control, 

Which courts the rabble's smile, the rabble's nod. 

And makes, like Egypt, every bea«t its god! 

There, in those walls — but, burning tongue, forbear! 

Rank must be reverenced, even the rank that's there : 

So here I pause — and now, my Hume! we part; 

But oh ! full oft in magic dreams of heart, 

Thus let us meet, and mingle converse dear 

By Thames at home, or by Potowmac here! 

O'er lake and marsh, ihrongh fevers and through fiogs. 

Midst bears and yankees, democrats and frogs, 

Tliy foot shall follow me, thy heart and eyes 

With me shall wonder, and with me despise!' 



t On ■ tnall hill ii«ar the npitol, ihrr* it to be an cqamlrian ■Mtne 
•f G#«ml WMhington. 

" Id ihf frnnml wbirh the Fmch rerolntton wrilrrf awof^ th* 
dmemlt of Amrrira, and the 1ic«atioat tympathy with vhidi thtj 
■hared in ihe viUeit eirciara of jarobioitai. wa way fii>4 o»e tomttt ft 
that vnlf arity af «iee. that boatiKty to all the gracm of lifr. vliith 
diatiagaithet the prtacpt dcBag»c«ca ef tba Vaitcd Statta, and kaa 



While I, as oft, in witching thought shall rove 
To thee, to friendship, and that land I love. 
Where, like the air that fans her fields of green. 
Her freedom spreads, nnfever'd and serene ; 
Where sovereign man can condescend to see 
The throne and lavirs more sovereign still than lie ! 



THE SNAKE. 
1801. 



My love and I, the otiier day, 
Within a myrtle arbour lay. 
When near us from a rosy bed, 
A little snake put forth its head. 

M See,» said the maid, with laughing eyes — 
« Yonder the fiital emblem lies! 
Who could expect such hidden harm 
Beneatli the rose's velvet charm?* 

Never did moral thought occur 
In more unlucky hour than tliis; 

For oh! I just was leading her. 
To talk of love and think of bliss. 

I rose to kill the snake, but she 
In pity pray'd, it might not be. 

tt No,» said the girl — and many a spark 

Fiash'd from her eyelid, as she said it — 
M Under the rose, or in the dark. 

One might, perhaps, have cmise to dread U; 
But when iu wicked eyes appear, 

Aud when we know for what they wink so. 
One must be very simple, dear» 

To let it sling one— -don't yon think, sol* 



LINES, 

WRITTEN Off LSAVIHC PlILADItfBLA. 



TMVA TUf troXlV ^iXflK 



SopDocL. OEdip. Colon, v. 7S6. 

Alonb by the Schoylkill a wanderer roved. 
And bright were its flowery banks to his eye; 

But far, very far were the friends that he loved. 
And he gazed on its flowery banks with a sigh ! 

Oh Nature ! though blessed aud bright are thy raya. 
O'er the brow of creation cnchantingiy durown. 

Yet faint are they all to the lustre that playa 

In a smile from the heart that is dearly our own! 



bceonc indeed tao gcaenlly iha characteriMk of ihcir 
But tbare ia aaoiber canae of the corraptioa of private^ 
ancoaraged a« it ia by tba jOTeramaat, aad iiealifiad witk dha 
of iha commanity. a««ma to ibreatwi tba Aaeay af allkoaaM | 
in America. 1 allada to iboaa frandaleat violal*Ma mt 
«bich ibey are indcUrd for tba moat laciatifa part of ibcir 
aad by which they have ao long infringad and cooataractad iWe 
line rigbia aad advaniaget of tbia coantry. Thia urn 
ia necetaarily abeitrd by ancb a ayateaa of coBaat««, 
pcrjary, aa cannot fail to apread rapid caati«ii»ai4a« 
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Nor long did the soul of the stranger renuia 
Un blest by the smUe he had langnish'd to meet; 

Though scarce did he hope it would sootlie him again, 
Till the tlireshold of home had beta kias'd by his feet ! 

But the lays of his boyhood had stolen to their ear, 
Aod they loved what they knew of so humble a name. 

And they told him, with flattery welcome and dear, 
Tliat they found in his heart something sweeter than 
fame! 

Nor did woman— oh woman ! whose form and whose soul 
Are the xpell and the light of each path we parsuc ; 

Whether sunn'd in the tropics or chill'd at the pole, 
If woman be there, there is happiness too! 



Nor did she her enamouring magic deny. 
That magic his heart had relinquish 'd so long. 

Like eyes he had loved was her eloqoent eye. 
Like ihem did it sof^ and weep at his soog. 

Oil ! blest be the tear, and in memory olt 

Slay its sparkle be shed o'er his wanderhag dfeam! 

Oh ! blest be that eye, and may paasioo as soft, 
Aft free from a pang, ever mellow its benm ! 

The stranger is gone — but he will not forget. 

When at home he shall talk of the toil he has known. 

To trii, with a Mgh, what endearments he met. 
As he stray'd by the wave of the Schuylkill alone! 



THE FALL OF HEBE. 

A DiriTlAMtlC ODB.' 

T was on a day 
When the immortals at their banquet lay ; 

* Tboagli 1 rati ihi« a DithTrsiibfc CWi«. I MSBAt fr nm m * to My 
ik.it it poMTCM*. ioaay dc|iv«. the ciiaract^riMir* of UmI •p«cir« of 
po'^try. Tbe ■•*•!« •( ib^ aBcimil DiibyraoibK- i« very laperfactly 
koftwa. ArrorJiBf !• M. Bvitm, ■ IWiiiioa* trrcgaUriiy of mttrr, 
•• r«tra*ag<ani rvMarrh of iboaghl »ni n|tr*wio«, aad a rwim •«»• 
barraaaMlcoaairaritOB, are aaoag it« woM 4««lia|ai«hia(; faaierra. 
lie adtla, • Cm carart^r«« dea dity f b— m feai arniir h r«a« qai 
|i«rnf ali«B(i««ncat l« Oi*% dt Piadara.* — Mimtoim dt FJe^J. 
vol. «. p. ioS. Aad tha Mae opiaioa auy ba callactrd fraai Scaaiat't 
Disiertatiom npan tba aabjrrt. Bat I ibiak, if tha Dilbyranb««a of 
Piodar war« ia ear paaaetaiaa, «c thwald fiad tbat. bovevcr aild a ad 
faarifal, tbcy vara by ■« aeaaa the uitalcM jerfan tbry are reprr- 
•mted, aad tbat aeca tbair frrcfalarity wm what BoiLaav caUa • •• 
beaa diaardra.* Caiaaam, wba baa baaa atyled the Piadar af luly. 
and fraa wbaa all ita faat«7 Vfa* tbe Greek aiadel vaa caHed Cbia- 
brrrraco (aa CaMaaaaat tafaraM aa, lib. i. rap. la). baa fi«ea, 
araaagat hie Wtmhaumi*, a tXtbyraabie, a air mo da* Grrd t« it ia 
fall of tbaaa f pa — d epitbeu wbieb. «e era told. «ef« a rbiaf cba- 
ractar «a tbe aiyla (rvrd'STSVC A X%(ut •Jr0t9Uf. SuiD. 
A»d-Vf«fC/Ss/*/.)i aMh aa 

Bfigliadarata Fifaao 
Wabiiaipcttatar. 

Bat I anaat MpfaM tbat Piadar. eaea am'iin all tba lieasM «ff d»- 
ibyraMbta, woald ever bava deaccadad la ballad" leaf aafe klc tha 
foUawiag: 

BelU FilU. a b«IU Clori 
Nob piti dar prcgio a laa ballr«M e tact, 
Cba M Bacre fa re»i alle aic labbra 
Fe le ficba a' rottri baci. 

raaer rerrai G>ppirr. 



B aa trappo deaira 
Deb faaei ia Bottiglier. 

f dai CaiaMOBA, part K. 



Hi, 



The bowl 
Sparkled with starry dew. 
The weeping of those myriad urns of Ught, 
Within whose orbs, the almighty Power, 
At Nature's dawning hour, 
Stored the rich fluid of ethereal soul !* 
Around, 
Soft odorous cloud*, that upward wing their flight 

From eastern isles 
(Where they have bathed them ia the orient ray, 
And with fine fragrance all their bosoms flll'd), 
la circles flew, and, melting as they flew, 
A liquid day-break o'er tbe board distill'd! 
All, all was luxury! 

All mutt be luxury, where Lycvs siBikrB' 
llts locks divine 
Were crown'd 
With a bright metaar bnMd» 
Which, like an ever-springing wreath of vine. 

Shot into brilliant leafy shapes. 
And o'er his brow in lambent tendhb play'd! 
W'hilc 'mid the foliafe hung, 
Like lucid grapes, 
A thousand clustering blooms of light, 
(kiH'd from the gardeiM of the galaxy! 
Upon his bosom Cytherea's head 
Lay lovely, as when first the Syrens snog 

Her beauty's dawn. 
And all the curtains of the deep, undrawn, 
RevedTd her sleeping in its axure bed. 
The captive deity 
Langnish'd upon her eyes and lip. 
In chains of ecstacy ! 

Now in his arm. 
In blushes she reposed. 
And, while her tone resign'd its every ehann, 
To sliade his burning eyes her hand in daUiaafie stole. 
And now she raised her rosy mouth to sip 
The nectar'd wave 
Lystts gave, 
Aod from her eyelids, gently closed. 
Shed a dissolving gleam, 
Which fell, like sun-dew, in tlie bowl! 
While her bright hair, in maxy flow 

Of gold descending 
Along her cheek's luxurious glow. 

Waved o'er the goblet's side. 
And was reflected by its crystal tide 

Like a sweet crocus flower, 
Whose sunny leaves, at evening hour. 
With roses of Gyrene blending,' 
Hang o'er the mirror of a silver stream ! 

The Olympian cup 

Burn'd in the hands ^ 

* Dlia ia a PUtoaic fancy ; tba pbilaaopber aappaaa a, ia hi« Timmuf 
tbat, abea the I>«iiy bad forased tba Mai af tba world, ba prac«ed«4- 
lo tbe tempotitioa of other aoula i ia vbicb pracaaa, Mja Pi^tra, be 
aaade uac of iba MBie cap, tboag b tba iag redirnta be Miaflad were 
Bot qaita m para aa far tba foroirr ^ aad bariag refiaad tba Miatara 
with a little of bit owa eaMnee. be tiittribated it aaaaf tba atanr 
wbicb Mrved m» rcaerroka af the iaid. , T«»t' tCITt tUU ir«Xlf 

%in TO? irf frt^of xfOfrnftL %i mm «rov wwnn 4*'>t"* 
«fHtvvi/c %/Juay*i a. r. X. 

• We leara from Taaoraa*av«a. tbat the raeaa af Oyrma were 
partifolarly fnfraot. Et/Otf-ZUOTATAT* A T« •? Klf^»f « f^ik. 
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■ Up 

'draio UicfauL-drDptftL (Li«ir trcUarfaunl 

lU tU mplendcni rill 
Flsmnl oer tbg ([obJel nidi a iDulJiuE lie 

Would nwl iu h«>«ilT Hre 
Id gtlid ira»M el tnavf-lathn'd Bit. 
Sucli M the childno of Uie poll mpin 
In IhoK iDclunlHl Iiodi > 



Add vrlui a btuili nenr Ih 

WiFinl Ihy llcel oirHr 
Along tbc (luddcd iplier 



SOV lIlDII 



ipitii-al pac* ! 
>'i hiKI oE eye 



la lapie of lof elioeH, aJoog tlw auur nkin 
Upon wbow ttawTj plain Ib^ ky. 

Like a yauDg blouom on our iDadi of go 
Shed from ■ Tcnial iboni 

Amid tbe liquid ijwritlet of fbe morn ! 

Or, ai in lemplo of the Paphiau ihidr. 

The mynled Touriei of Ihe queen beboM 

Ar inuge of ihiir rogy idol, liid 
ITpoa ^ diaroood sbrine [ 

Wbicb had pii^ued Ihe (IjIde ftir, 

And iweetly Iwined 
Iu spin I with Ibe bmihiag tingt 

or her ambcmlal bair, 
Soar'd ai >be fcll, and on iu niftlinj winj! 

(ObmniodwindO 



S IxuAti II «(1 TSUt VlflS 



badow'd licr kindlinfl cbimuaFmow, 
Pure.aiontJduiniaatril 
UaDipru'ertbemytteriei!' 

Lave bjefti'd ibe breeie! 
The Huh bluah'd. 
,nd e«ry clieek wu liid_ behind a lyre, 
Ifhili! Merj eye wan glancing through the llritigi. 

DropA af ethereal dev, 
That burning guih'd, 

A> Hie B^"' Boblel flew 
mm Hibe't pearly fingen (hrougb the iky '. 
fba wm [he tpiril ihil remembtrd Hu 

InUiMtDluptuouihourl 



Esunce of immorUtilv '■ 

The iliovrer 
Fell glowiDg through the Epberec, 
While all around, new linl. of bli«, 
Kewperfiitnetofdetighl, 

Now, with a humid kiu. 
II (hrill'd along Ihe beamy wire 
OF beavenn illumined lyre.' 
Stealing the tout of iDutic in in Bighil 

The hrighi libilJon, tofily faou'd 

U) nil their (iglu, meandering tiole! 

They who. From Allu' height. 

Beheld Ihe rill of aame 

neteendiog through the waste of night, 

Tlioughl 'Iwaia plinel vhoie ilupf ndouf 1 

Hid hindjed ai il rapidly re>Dlieil 

Into a HehkI so hrigfal ! 

The child of day. 



Uy nteetly .leeping 



ifastaptt -rai fitmt, xmt rifrrftimi pi 
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Wlien round him, io profiiftioo wecpiiif, 
Dropp'd ilir cdrtcUl diowrr, 

Sierpiog 
The roty clourit that enrf 4 
About hit iofiuil bead. 
Like myrrh upon the lock« of Gafid ilied * 

Rut, when the wakin|( boy 
Waved bin exhaJiog treiaes tbrou|^ Ae aky, 
O mom of joy! 
The tide di%ine. 
All glittering with th« veitneil dye 
It drank beneath hii orient eye, 
D»tiird in dewi apoo the world. 
And every drop waa wine, was heaTcnly inHt! 

DIest be the tod, the flow'rrt bleft. 
That caoght upon tlieir hallow'd bretat 
The nectar'd spray of Jore's perennial tpriafi ! 
Lpm ftweet the flow'ret, aad leu tweei the tod. 
O'er which the Spirit of the rainbow ffiBfi 
The magic mantle of Iter tolar god !' 



TO 



TiAT wrinkle, when first I espied it. 
At once put my heart out of pain. 

Till the eye that wai glowing beindc it 
Disturb'd my ideaa again ! 

Thou art just in the twilight at present. 
When woman's declension begins. 

When, fading from all that is pleasant. 
She bids a good night to her sins! 

Yet thoa still art so lovely to me, 
I would sooner, my exquisite mother! 

Repose in the sun-set of thee 
Than bask in the noon of another ! 



ANACREONTIC. 

« Sii never look'd so kind before— 

Tet why the wanton's smile recall 
I >e seen this witchery o'er and o'er, 

T is hoUov, vain, and heartless all !» 

Thns I said, and sighing sipp'd 
The wine wliich she had lately tasted ; 

The cup where she had lately dipp'd 
Breath, to long in falsehood wasted. 

htfoyusfof. Plutarch, iri^i tow /u« XM'^ %fJLfA¥tp. 

M sIm hn trniitf dt ttid. rt Otir. Ob«pr*iaf tkat tbr loi«« •k*«Ml 
I* hmmd above mmter •! taii-riM, »mi canh M§*in at hU •rttiaf . tb*y 
»a€*iwr4 the U«m of esasMTctiiig it to Oaih*. or tba m«. 

Tbit vyabol ^f a ymiih utiiof upon a loiot, h «*iy froqavat on lb* 
brataa^t. or BaailiJIaB ■iobm.— Vr Moamrcos, ton. ii. pUarb* 
St, anJ tba SmppUwurmt. «tr. tea. ii. lib. vii. rhap. 5. 

* Tb* aori««u oaiavaMJ tbo«« flowrrt aad im^ iba vmtn*u opoa 
hicb th« rainbow \mi apprared to re»t : anJ ihr wood tbvy cbi«fl; 
Bra«^ inwcnfim. was ibat vbicb tb« aBiil* of iria bad roBaernird. 
-PtrtiacB. Symfi. lib. iv. cap. a. whnv (■• VoMiaa rnaarkt) 
dt<O(/01, ioMcad of aotAOV^t, ■• OBdoabcrdlr ihc geoaiac reading. 
■%•* I'oMies for aoaie narioat panirnUritin of tbc r4iabow, Pt Ori- 
'n . rt Pr»fftti. tdol^mt. lib, iii. rap. 1 3. 



I look the barp, and woald have song 

As if 't were not of her I sang ; 
But still the notes oo Lamia hnng— 

On whom but Lahia comld tbey hang? 

That kiss for which, if worlds were mine, 
A world for every kiss 1 'd give her; 

Thoae floating eyes, tliat floating sfaioc 
Like diamonds io an eastern ri%er ! 

That oaoold, so fiiie, so pearly bright. 

Of which luxnrions Heaven hath cast her, 

Throogh which her soul doth beam as white 
As flbme through lamps of akbasCer ! 

Of tbe«e I sung, and notes and words 
Were sweet as if 't was Lamia's hair 

That lay upon my lute for chords. 
And Lamia's lip that warbled there ! 

But when, al.is ! I tum'd the theme. 
And when of vows and oaths I spoke. 

Of truth and hope's beguiling dream — 
The chord beneath my finger broke ! 



False harp! fslse woman! — soch, ob! such 
Are lutes too frail and maids too willing ; 

Every hand's licentious touch 
Can learn to wake their wildest thrilling! 

And when that thrill is most awake, 

And when you think Heaven's joys await you, 
The nymph will change, the chord will break — 

Oh Love, oh Mnsic ! how 1 hate yon! 



TO MRS 



Olf tOMI CALCMfim AOAIRST ■■• CIAIACTIB. 

It not thy mind a gentle mind? 
Is not thy heart a heart refined? 
Hast thou not every blameless grace. 
That man should love or Heaven can traee? 
And oh ! art tiutu a shrine for Sin 
To hold her hateful worship in ? 

No, no, be happy— dry that tear- 
Though some thy heart hath harboiir'd near 
May now repay its love with blame ; 
Though man, who ought to sliield thy fame, 
Ungenerous man, be first to wound thee ; 
Though the whole world may freeie around thee, 
Oh ! thou It be like that lucid tear' 
Which, bright, within the crystals sphere 
III liquid purity was found. 
Though all had grown congcal'd around ; 
Floating in frost, it mock'd the chill. 
Was pure, was soft, was brilliant still ! 

t Tbia aliadaa ta a rarioa* geai, npoa abirb CUadiaa baa Wtt ai 
aoai« peiatioat rp'fraata. It waa a dn<p of par* wairr iarlotcid witbia 
a pttrr nf rnitil — Sea r.t.«oai4a. Kpifrmm. Jt Chryttmllc raiafaa 
imrraf- Aaaiaoa meniion* a rarintiiy of tbia kind at MiUa ; he alao 
•ay*. ■ It •• turh ■ rariir •« ihia ibat I taw at TandAme in Franrr, 
«h^<-h ibe« ihrrc prrieit.) i« « tear ibat oar .Saviour abed of ar Lararaa, 
and W4a gaihrrrd np hv an angel, wbo pat it in a tiitia cryatal vial 
an<l made a p men I of it to Mary Mafdalan.*— A*ai«oa'a I«aa«rAfoa 
ninrat p*ru oj Un,ly . 
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HYMN OF A VIRGIN OF DELPHI, 

AT TBB TOMB OF BBR MOTHER. 

Oh ! lost, for ever lost ! — no more 
Shall Vesper light our dewy way 
Along the rocks of Crissa's shore, 

To hymn the fading fires of day ! 
No more to Tempc's distant vale 

In holy musings shall we roam, 
Through summers glow and winters gale, 

To bear the mystic chaplets home !' 
T was then my soul's expanding xeal. 
By Nature warm'd and led by thee, 
In every breeie was taught to feel 

The breathings of a deity! 
Guide of my heart! to memory true, 

Thy looks, thy words, are still my own— 
I see tliee raising from the dew 

Some laurel, by the wind o'erlhrown. 
And hear thee say, « This humble bough 

Was planted for a doom divine. 
And, though it weep in languor now, 

Shall flourish on the Delphic shrine! 
Thus in the vale of earthly sense. 

Though sunk awhile the spirit lies, 
A viewless hand shall cull it thence. 
To bloom immortal in the skies 1» 

Tliy words had such a melting flow. 

And spoke of truth so sweetly well. 
They dropp'd like heaven's serenest snow, 
And all was brightness where they fell! 
Fond soother of my infant tear! 
Fond sharer of my infant joy! 
Is not thy shade still lingering here? 
Am I not still thy soul's employ? 
And oh ! as oft at close of day. 

When meeting on the sacred mount. 
Our aymphs awaked the choral lay. 

And danced around Cassotis' fount; 
As then, *t was all thy wish and care 

Thai mine should be the simplest mien. 
My lyre and. voice the sweetest there, 
My foot the lightest o'er the green; 
So stUI, each little grace to mould. 

Around my form Uiine eyes are shed. 
Arranging every snowy fold. 

And guiding every maiy tread ! 
And, when I lead the hymning choir. 

Thy spirit still, unseen and free, 
Hovers between my lip and lyre. 
And weds them into harmony! 
Flow, PlUtus, flow, thy murmuring wave 

Shall never drop its silvery tear 
Upon so pure, so blest a grave. 
To memory so divinely dcari 



« Tli« Unrel, for the common ate* of iht temple, for adorning ibe 
■lure and tweepiog the (Mvcneot, w«« •applied by a tree near the 
fonniain of Cattaiia ; bat apon all imporuot occaaiona, tbey tent to 
TempA for ibeir laar«l. We find in P*e>4iiiAa. that tbia rallcy anp- 
plied tbe brancbea of wbicb iba temple wa« originally conalracted ; 
and PtBTiacn laya, in hi» Dialogue on Muiic. "Tbe yoaib who brinft 
tbe Tcmpic laarel to Delphi ia alwaya aiwnded by a player on tbe flote.* 

AxXfli /uiir xcu T» x«Tfltxo//ifo»'r» vcuii tw Tf/xTixuir 



RINGS AND SEALS. 



ACHILLKS TATiUS, lib. 11. 



« Go!>» said the angry, weeping maid, 
« The charm is broken !— once betray'd, 
Oh ! never can my heart rely 
On word or look, on oath or sigh. 
Take back the gifts, so sweetly given, 
With promised faitli and vows to Heaven ; 
That little ring which, night and mom, 
With wedded truth my hand hath worn; 
That seal which oft, in momente blest. 
Thou hast upon my lip imprest, 
And sworn ite dewy spring should be 
A fountain seal'd' for only thee I 
Take, take them back, the gift and vow. 
All sullied, lost, and hateful now !» 

I took the ring— the seal I took. 
While, oh ! her every tear and look 
Were such as angels look and shed, 
W^hcn man is by ihe^world misled ! 
Gently I whisperd, « Fanny, dear ! 
Not half thy lover s gifts are here : 
Say, where are all the seals he gave 
To every ringlet's jetty wave. 
And where is every one he printed 
Upon that lip so ruby-tinted— 
Seals of the purest gem of bliss. 
Oh ! richer, softer far than this ! 

« And then the ring— my love! recal 
How many rings, delicious all. 
His arms around that neck have twisted. 
Twining warmer for than this did! 
Where are they all, so sweet, so many? 
Oh! dearest, give back all, if any !» 

While thus I murmur d, trembling too 
Lest all the nymph Imd vow'd waa^lrue, 
I saw a smile relenting rise 
'Mid the moist azure of her eyes, 
Like day-light o'er a sea of blue 
While yet the air is dim with dew ! 
She let her cheek repose on mine. 
She let my arms around her twine — 
Oh ! who can tell the bliss one feell 
In thus exchanging rings and seals! 



TO MISS SUSAN B CRF ^D. 

I MOts than once have heard, at night, 
A song Uke those thy lips have given. 

And it was sung by shapes of light. 
Who seem'd, like thee, to breathe of 



< • There are ganiena. anppoaed to be tboM oC 
the neighbourhood of Bathlebem. The frinra tkam m 
they aay ie the * aealed foantain' to wbicb lb* kaly ap* 
tides ia comparrd ; and they pretend ■ trndiliM. tkrt 
np theae apringa and put hia aignet npon lh« door, to 
bia own drinking.— M40iiaaiifc'a !>«»#*». 8«« aUo ll 
Gooa'a Trmntlation of jAe *•»«» •/ S^hmom. 
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Bui this wat all a dream of »l<«p. 

And I have said, vlwn moming sbooe, 

• Oh ! why should f aii^ Fancy keep 
These vouden for herself aloae!a 

I koev not then that Fate had lent 
Such t4Mies to one of mortal birlli ; 

I kaew not thea that Henrcn had sent 
A mice, a form, like thiae on earth ! 

And yet, ia aU that flowery maxe 
Tbroagb which my life has loved to tread. 

When 1 have heard the sweetest lays 
Froa lips of dearest lustre shed ; 

When I have felt the warbled word 
From Beauty's mouth of perfume sifhiog. 

Street a* music's hallow 'd bird 
Cpoa • rote's bosom lying ! 

Tboogh fom and song at once combined 
Tlieir loveliest bloom and M>ftest thrill, 

My heart hath sigh'd, my heart hath pined 
For something softer, loveUer still ! 

Oh ! I have found it all, at last, 
in thee, thou sweetest living lyre. 

Through which the soul bath ever pats'd 
lu harmonizing breath of fire! 

All that my best and wildest dream. 
In Fancy's boor, conld hear or see 

Of Music's sigh or Bcuity's beam. 
Are realized, at once, in thee ! 



UNES, 

rRITTBH AT TMK COlOt, OR FALLS OF THE MOBAWK 

UTta.' 



Gi* en is U«c« ov* s's^m 'I riaiboabw 
Ddf me^UM 



DftJItB. 



^aoM rise of mom till set of sun 

' ve seen the mighty Mohawk run, 

knd as I mark'd the woodM of pine 

klong his mirror darkly shine, 

.ike tail and gloomy form^ th-it pass 

lefore the wizard's midni(0>t glass; 

knd as I view'd the hurrying pace 

llTith which he ran his turbid race, 

lushing, alike untired and wild, 

*hrough shades that frown'd and flowers that smiled, 

'lying by every green recess 

'hat woo'd him to its calm caress, 

fet, sometimes turning with the wind, 

i» if to leave one look }>ehind ! 

* n«r* i» a inarf »m4 mv«§« cbaracter !■ (hr ceuairy •■■ediaidy 
b»«« iIm** falU, wbidi i« aiacb SMra •« hannosy with ili* wiUnct* of 
Mfc • accac, iban ib« c«lii«aiad la»d« in the origbbearbooil of >iia» 
m. Sea ibr drawiBf of iban ia Mr Wil*'* book. Accer^iog to bim, 
w p ar p aadwraUr baigbl of ibe Caboa Fall it fifty fret i bat tbe Uar- 
■ia 4a Gkaa«rll«i aMk^a it aavriuy-aii. 

TIH ia« raiabow. vbicb ia coaiiaaally forniof aad dtMolving aa 
w tfiwj rtaaa iaio iba light of tba Mn. ia perbapa tba aoat intercatiag 
•MMf whirb ibc«« aaaiMiyi caurada ctbibit. 



Oh ! I have thought, and thinking sigh'd— 
How like to ihre, thou restless tide ! 
May be the lot, the life of him. 
Who roams along thy water's brim ! 
Through what alternate sliadcs of woe 
And flowers of joy my path may go! 
How many an humble, still retreat 
May rise to court my weary fret. 
While still pursuing, still unblesC, 
I wander 00. nor dare to rest ! 
But, urgent as the doom, that calls 
Thy water to its destined ^Us, 
I see the world's bewildering force 
Hurry my heart's devoted course 
From lapse to Ijpse, till iifr be done, 
And the lost current cease to run! 
Oh! may my UMa be bright as lijine! 
May Heaven's fbrt;i%ing r.iinbow shine 
Upon the mist tlial circles me. 
As soft as now it hangs o'er thee! 



CLORIS AND FANNY. 

Clous ! if I were Persia's king, 

I 'd make my graceful queen of thee; 

While Fanny, wild and artless thing. 
Should but thy humble handmaid be. 

There is but one objection in it — 
That, verily, 1 'm murh afraid 

I should, in some unlucky minute. 
Forsake the mistress for the maid ! 



TO MISS 



WiTR woman's form and woman's tricks 
So much of man you seem to mix. 

One knows not where to take you : 
I pray you, if t is not too far. 
Go, ask of Nature which you are. 

Or what she meant to make you. 

Yet stay— you need not take the pains — 
With neither beauty, youth, nor brayis 

For man or maid's desiring: 
Pert as female, fool as male. 
As hoy too green, as girl too stale— 

The thing's not worth inquiring! 



TO 



ON Ita ASKING Ml TO ADDltSS A FOtM T* lia. 



Siaa vaacra frigrt ApaUo. 

Jt«iB. MnASiva. 



How can I sing of fragrant sighs 
I ne'er have felt from thee? 

How can I sing of smihog eyes 
That ne'er have smiled on me? 

The heart, 't is true, may fancy much. 
But, oh ! 'tis cold and seemuig — 

One moment's real, rapturous touch 
Is worth an age of dreaming ! 



IO» 



MOORES WORKS, 



Think 'st thou, vfaeo Julia't lip and brcut 
Inspired my youthful tongue, 

I coldly spoke of lips unpresi. 
Nor felt the Heaven I sung? 

No, no, the spell that vrarm'd so long 

Was still my Julia's kiss. 
And still the girl was paid in song 

What she had givea in bliss! 

Then beam one burning smile on me, 

And I will sing those eyes; 
Let me but feel a breath from tliee, 

And 1 will praise thy sighs. 

That rosy mouth alone can bring 
What makes the bard divine — 

Ob, Lady ! hovr my lip would sing, 
If once 'twere prest to thine! 

§ 

SONG 

OF TBB BVIL SPIftIT OP THE WOODS.' 



Qaa f I* dif&cilU, qacqn* nl via oalU 

Oris. Mttmmi, lib. iti. v. 127. 



Now the vapour, hot and damp, 
Shed by day's expiring lamp. 
Through the misty ether spreads 
Every ill the white man dreads : 
Fiery fever's tliirsty thrill. 
Fitful ague's shivering chill ! 

Hark! I hear the traveller's song. 
As he winds the woods along. 
Christian ! 't is the song of fear ; 
Wolves are round thee, night is near. 
And the wild, thou darest to roam — 
Oh ! 't was once the Indian's home. > 

Hither, sprites, who love to harm, 
Wfaeresoe'er you work your charm. 
By the creeks, or by the brakes. 
Where the pale witch feeds her snakes. 
And the cayman ' loves to creep, 
Torpid, to his wintry sleep : 
Where <he bird of carrion flits. 
And the shuddering murderer sits 4 
Lone beneath a roof of blood. 
While upon his poison'd food, 

* Tb* Mas of thit .pe«in occurred ta ne to paMing through the vary 
drrary wildcrsn* batwccu B«ia*ia, a new •attlcBant io iha asidtt of 
the wood*, and the little rillape of Buffalo upon Lake Erie. Thi* it the 
moat fatiguing pari of the route, in travelling through the GoocMe 
country to Niagara. 

* a Tha Five Confederated Naliene (of Indiant) were aettled along 
the banka tt the Sutqnohannab and the adjacent country, until the 
year 177$. when General Sullivan, with an army of 4.000 men, drove 
them from their country 10 Niagara, where, being obliged to live on 
ulted provitione, to whirh (hey were unarc««tomad, great number* of 
them died. Two hundred of them, it i* mid, ware buried in one grave, 
where they had encamped.* — Mea*a** jfrncrican Oeogrmphx. 

* The alligator, who i* euppofted to lie in a torpid atato all (be win« 
ter in the bank of aomc creek or pond, having prcvioiMly awallowed a 
large number of pine knota, which are hi* only anatenaace during ihe 
time. 

* Thi* waa the mo4« of puniahmcnt for murder (aa Father Cnaata. 
▼01 1 wlla ua) among tha Hurana. ■ They laM the dead body upon poira 
at the top of a rabia, and the murderer waa obliged to remain acveral 
day* together, and to receive all that dropped from the carcaaa, not 
willy en himaelf but on ha food.* 



From the corpsa of him he slew, 
Drops the chill and gory dew ! 

Hither bend you, turn you hither 
Eyes that blast and wings that wither! 
Cross the wandering Christian's way. 
Lead him, ere the glimpse of day, 
Blany a mile of maddening error 
Through the mase of night and terror. 
Till the morn behold him lying 
O'er the damp earth, pale and dying! 
Hock him, when his eager sight 
Seeks the cordial cotlage-light; 
Gleam then like the lightning-bug, 
Tempt him to the den that 's dug 
For the foul and famish'd brood 
Of the she-wolf, gaunt for blood ! 
Or, unto the dangerous pass 
O'er the deep and dark morass, 
Where the trembling Indian brings 
Belts of porcelain, pipes, and rings. 
Tributes, to be hung in air 
To the Fiend presiding there!* 
Then, when night's long labour post 
Wilder'd, fjint he falls at latC, 
Sinking where the causeway's edge 
Moulders in the slimy sedge. 
There let every noxious thing 
Trail its filth and fix its sting; 
Let the bull-toad taint him over. 
Round him let musquitoes hover. 
In his ears and eye-balls tingling. 
With hu blood their poison mingling. 
Till, beneath the solar fires. 
Rankling all, the wretch exj^ret! 



TO MRS. HENRY T-GHE, 



ttoa. 



OK IXADIN* WII «MTC1B.» 

Tbll me the witching tale again. 
For never has my heart or ear 

Hung ou so sweet, so pure a strain. 
So pure to feel, so sweet to bear ! 

Sny, Love! in all thy spring of fiune. 
When the high Heaven itself was thine; 

When piety confess'd the flame. 
And even thy errors were divine! 

Did ever Muse's hand so fair 

A glory round thy temple spread? 

Did ever lip's ambrosial air 
Such perfume o'er thy altars ahed? 

One maid there was, who round her lyrt 
The mystic myrtle wildly wreaihed — 

But all her sighs were sighs of fire. 
The myrtle witlier'd as she brentked! 



* • We Bud alao collar* of porcelain, tobaeeo, •at* •# 
etc., by the aide of difficult and dangeroue waya, •• 
aide of the fallat and theae are *o many offeriagn 
which preaide in theae place*.*— Are GaaiHTOn's 
i/irfoni and rAe Meligion o/tht Sapmfgs 0/ Cmmmdm, 

Father Hiaiipin, too, mention* thiacereaanayt b 
took notice of one barbjii^n, who made a ktaUl of 
oak at the Caacade of St Antony of Padua, ■••• lh» 
aippi.*— S«e llaansria'a Yoymf* imt0 JVorfA 4l\ 
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Ob ! yon that Love't c^ettUl dreein 

In all its purity would know. 
Let not the arnsra' ardral beam 

Too ftiroogly throttgb the vitioD ^ow ! 

Love tweeteat lie* eooceard io oigbt. 
The nigbt wbere Heaven b«« bid bim Ue ; 

Ob !-«bed not tbere nnbaliow'd li^bt. 
Or, Pvycbe knows, the boy will tly ! » 

Dear Psyche! many a charmed hour. 
Through many a wild and magic waste. 

To die fnr fount and blissful bower * 
Thy masy foot my soul hath traced! 

Where'er thy joys are number'd now. 
Beneath whatever shades of rest. 

The Geniitt of the starry brew ' 

Has chain'd thee to thy Cupid's breast ; 

Whether above the horiion dim, 
Alon(; whose verge our spirits stray 

(Half sunk within the sha<lowy brim. 
Half bffigkten'd by the eternal ray),4 

Tbott riicsi 10 a doiuileas pole! 

Or, lingering here, dost love 10 mark 
The twili^t vralk of many a toul 

Through luany good and evil dark ; 

Still be the song 10 Pkyche dcnr, 
Tlie song, whose duleet tide was given 

To keep her name as fadeless here 
As nectar keeps her soul io Heaven ! 



IMPRGMFFU, 
uroN i^Avmo soms raisNDS. 



O 4«le«« eoHUtaai v«lc«c tmta* ! 

C«rvu««. 



No, never AaH my soul forget 
The friends 1 foiiind so cordial-hearlcd ; 

* Set th« Mory ia A*«4H«fc Wilb rMfCct lo iki* b«««(if«l atkcory 
f l^*« twi Pwftk*, ibar* b «■ iagcnioa* idea •n{|«U«4 by lb* ac- 
ator BvosAtom, is bia 0«j««-»«sioni loprm mlcmmi frmwumtuU di 
msi mmtifU. Re ibmkt lb« fable it ukea frMB (obm t«ry oarall 
iyM«ri««, whicb bad loag bcea cel«briil«4 ia boaonr of L«vc ; aad 
e aocoaata. apoa ibit Mipf««ili«B. tor iba ailaaca of tbe aora aa- 
i«M aaiban apon Um aabjact, aa it waa aot liU lovarda the drcliae 
t Pagaa aaperttiiioa ibaa wrkera toalj vaaiara ta raraal ov diaraaa 
ach ccraaaeaieat aa n a rd iafly. ba obacrrea, wa 6iul Laciaa aad 
laurcb iraaiiaf. wiibaat reaarra, of iha Oaa Syria, and laic and 
lairiai aad Arauiva, wbo baa givra a* the at«ry «f C«ipi<i ea«l 
%y^a. baa alaa dataiM aawa of iba aayateriao of lata —See the 
limrmatt di Lmtrmti d'itmUm, tmm. Eavii. artical. i. See alao ilia 
H aa > atioa< mp0m cA« waCMKl gtwu m tkt Mu$*um fUramUnmm, 
•Li. p. iS6. 

I caaaM avoid raaurWag bare aa arrvr iaio wbirh Iba Frracb Ea- 
ydapMiataa ba«« baaa led by M. Spoa. ia ibcir article Paycbi. Tbry 
ay. • Frcraa fail aa ricit da U p*«pa aaptUW da act deaa aaaaaa 
Aaia i et Paycbl). D^i. dil-il.« etc. etc. Tb« Paycba of ParaoBiaa. 
«m»m, ia a aeraaa i ii a id, aad iba marriafo wbicb be daecnbaa ia ibai 
i ika jaaaf Paaayckia. Saa Sroa'a tacAercAei rarinae*, etc. di*- 
wnm.%. 

• A Ha rfaai ta Mra T-«aa'a poaa. 
sCaaataaay. 

< If tbia iaaafa iba Plalaaisia aaprraaad tbe middle ataia of ibo aoal 
•taaM* aad iairllanaal asiatcace. 



Dear shall be the day we met. 

And dear shall be the night we parted ! 

Oh I if regrets, however sweet. 

Must with the lapse of time decay. 

Yet ftiill, when thus in mirth you meet. 
Fill high to him that's far away! 

Long be the flame of memory found 
Alive within your social glass; 

Let tliat be still the magic round 
O'er which obUvion dares not p«s ! 



EPISTLE VIII. 

TO TUE HONOrnABLE W. H. SPENCER. 



Nee f eait ad daroa aiaao vocaia C#ua. 

Oaia. ex Ptfafa. lib. i. «p. 5. 



raoM BvrrALo, upon lake bbib. 

Tbou oft liast told me of the fairy hours 

Thy heart lias number'd, in those classic bowers 

Where fancy sees the ghost of ancient wit 

'Mid cowls and cardinals profanely flit. 

And pagan spirits, by the Pope unlaid. 

Haunt every stream and sing tlirough every shade! 

There still the bard, who (if his numbers be 

His tongue's light echo) must have talk'd like thee, 

Tlie courtly bard, from wliom thy mind has caught 

Those playful, sunshine holidays of thought. 

Id which the basking soul recUnes and glovrs. 

Warm without toil and brilliant in repose. 

There still he roves, and laughing loves to see 

llow modem monks with ancient rakes agree; 

How mitres hang where ivy wreaths might twine. 

And hratlien Massic 's damn'd for stronger wine! 

There too are all those wandering souls of Song 

With whom thy spirit hath communed so long. 

Whose rarest gems are every instant hung 

By memory's magic on thy sparkling tongue. 

Dut here, alas! by Erie's stormy luke. 

As far from thee my lonely course I take. 

No bright remembrance o'er the fancy plays. 

No classic dream, no star of other days 

lias left that visionary glory here. 

That relic of iu light, so soft, so dear. 

Which gilds and hallows even the rudest scene. 

The humblest shed, where genius once has been! 

All tl!at rrraiion's varying mass assumes 
Of grand or lovely, here aspires and blooms; 
ItoUl rise the mountains, rich tlie gardens glow. 
Bright lakes expand, and conquering^ rivers flow; 
Miiid, mind alone, without whose quickening ray. 
The world 's a wilderness, and aaan but clay, 

* Tbia cpitbet waa aaffaaied by CaAaiaroii'a airiliag drarWptiea 
of llie roaiu^aco of tbe Miatouri aith tbe MUaiaatpp* : — ■! beliav* 
tbia ia tbe f oeai coaflaeace in tbe aortd. Tbr lao rivara are aoib «>t 
ihc aaaie braadtb. eacb aboat balf a leafae; bat tbe Miaaoari ia by 
far tba aaat rapid, aad eaaaa to eater tbe Miaaiaaippi Kle a caa- 
qarrar, tbraagb whicb it rarriea iu wbile wa*ea to tbe oppaaite abara 
witboat Mfaciag tbcm i afWrwarda it girea iu coiaar to iba Miaaiaaippi, 
wUcb it aavar laeaa agaia, bat carriae ^aila daaa to ibf »aa.a — i,ai- 
lar uvii. 



no 



MOORE'S WORKS, 



Mind, mind alone, in barren, still repose. 
Nor blooms, nor rises, nor expands, nor flows ! 
Take Chri&tians, Mohawks, Democrats, and all 
From the rude vig-wam to the confjress-hall, 
From man the savage, whether slaved or free, 
To man the civilized, less tame than he! 
Tis one dull chaos, one unfertile strife 
Betwixt half-polish'd and half-barbarous life; 
Where every ill the ancient world can brew 
Is mix'd with every grossnc&s of the new; 
Where all corrupts, though little can entice. 
And nothing 's known of luxury, but vice! 

Is this the region, then, is this tlie clime 
For golden fancy! for those dreams sublime, 
Which all their miracles of light revcaJ 
To heads that meditate and hearts that feel ? 
No, no — the Muse of inspiration plays 
O'er every scene; she walks the forest-maie, 
And climbs the mountain ; every blooming spot 
Burns with her step, yet man regards it not ! 
She whispers round, her words are in the air, 
But lost, unheard, they linger freezing there. 
Without one breath of soul, divinely strong, 
One ray of heart to thaw them into song! 

Yet, yet forgive me, oh you sacred few! 

Whom late by Delaware's green banks I knew ; 

Whom, known and loved through many a social eve, 

Twas bliss to live with, and 't was pain to leave! ' 

Less dearly welcome were the lines of yore 

The exile saw upon the sandy shore. 

When his lone heart but faintly hoped to find 

One print of man, one blessed stamp of mind! 

Less dearly welcome than the liberal zeal, • 

The strength to reason, and the warmth to feel. 

The manly polish and the illumined taste, 

Which, 'mid the melancholy, heartless waste 

My foot has wandered, oh you sacred few ! 

I found by Delaware's green banks with you. 

Long may you hate the Gallic dross that runs 

O'er your fair country and corrupts its sons; 

Long love the arts, the glories which adorn 

Those fields of freedom, where your sires were born, 

Oh ! if America can yet be great. 

If, neither chain'd by choice, nor damnd by Cate 

To the mob-mania which imbrutc; her now. 

She yet can ra'ise the bright hut temperate brow 

Of single majesty, can grandly place 

An empire's pillar upon Freedom's base. 

Nor fear the mighty shaft will feebler prove 

For the fair capital that flowers above! — 

If yet, released from all that vulgar throng. 

So vain of dullness and so pleased with wrong. 

Who hourly teach her, like themselves, to hide 

Folly in froth, and barrenness in pride, 

* In the todrty of Mr D«anie fead hit fricnJt. at PhiUdrlphU. I 
pa»»ed the few agreeable momenta wiiirb my loor ihrou((h thr Sutr* 
affurded me. Mr DrDuie hat •uo-cedrd in difTutioK throa(>h thit rle- 
i;aai liitic cinle that love for good literature and cound peliiica, which 
be feeU to tcal<ta%ly himtelf, and «hich it «o rcry rarely the charactcr- 
iiiic of bit couatrymrn. Tliey will not, 1 tra«l, aciaae me of illibc- 
rality for the picture which I have given uf the igaor*aem aad corrap- 
tioB that tarronnd them. If I did not hate, a* I oa(;ht, the rabble to 
which they are oppoaed, I could not value, «• I do, the tpirii with which 
they defy it) and in learning from them what Ameriraoa c«w be, I but 
tea with the more indignation what Americana are. 



She yet can rise, can wreathe the attic charms 

Of soft refinement round the pomp of arms, 

'And see her poets flash the fires of song. 

To light her warriors' thunderbolts along! 

It is to you, to souls tliat favouring Heaven 

Has made like yours, the glorious task is given — 

Oh! but for such, Columbia's days were done; 

Rank without ripeness, quicken'd without sun. 

Crude at the surface, rotten at the core, 

Uer fruits would fall, before her spring were o'er! 

Believe me, Spencer, while I wing'd the hours 

Where Schuylkill undulates through banks of flowers. 

Though few the days, the happy evenings few. 

So warm with heart, so rich with mind they flew. 

That my full soul forgot iu wish to roam. 

And rested there, as in a dream of home! 

And looks I met, like looks I loved before. 

And voices too, which, as they trembled o'er 

The chord of memory, found full many a tone 

Of kindness there in concord with their own! 

Oh ! we had nights of that communion free. 

That flush of heart, wliich I have known with thee 

So oft, so warmly ; nights of mirth and mind, 

Of whims that taught, and follies that refined : 

When shall we both renew them? when, restofed 

To the pure feast and intellectual board. 

Shall I once more enjoy with thee and thine 

Those whims that teach, those follies that refine? 

Even now, as, wandering upon Erie's shore, 

I hear Niagara's distant cataract roar, 

I sigh for England— oh! these weary feet 

Have many a mile to journey^ ere we meet! 



a nATPi2, n2 



20T KAPTA 
EXn. 



NTK MNEIAK 



A WARNING. 



TO 



Ob ! fair as Heaven and chaste as ligktl 
Did Nature mould thee all fto brigbt, 
That thou shouldst ever learn to weep 
O'er languid Virtue's fjtal sleep. 
O'er shame exiinguish'd, honour fled. 
Peace lost, heart wither'd, fecliug dead? 

No, no! a star was bom with thee. 
Which sheds eternal purity! 
Thou hast withiu those sainted eyes 
So fair a transcript of the skies, 
In lines of fire such heavenly lore. 
That man should read them and adore ' 
Yet have I known a gentle maid 
Whose early charms were just array'd 
In Nature's loveliness Hke thine. 
And wore that clear, celestial sign. 
Which seems to mark the brow that's fair 
For Destiny's peculiar care! 
Whose bosom too was once a tone 
Where the bright gem of Virtue alione; 
Whose eyes were talismans of fire 
Against the spell of man's de«irc 1 
Yet, hapless girl, in one sad hour 
Her charms have shed Uieir radiant Hoy 
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The gem ha* been begniled away; 
Her cye« have lost their chastening ray ; 
The simple fear, the guiltiest shame. 
The smiles that from reflectioD came. 
All, all liave fled, and left her miad 
A fiided monument behind ! 
Like some wave-beateo, mouldering stone. 
To memory raised by hands unknown, 
TH'hicb, many a wintry hour, has stood 
Beside the ford of Tyra'ft flood. 
To tell the traveller, as he cross'd. 
That there some loved f nend was lost ; 
Oh! 'twas a sight 1 wept to see — 
neavcn keep the lost-one's fate from thee ! 



TO 



Tis time, I fed, to leave thee now. 
While yet my soul is something free ; 

While yet those dangerous ryes allow 
One moments thought to stray from thee! 

Oh ! thou art every instant dearer — 
Every chance that briogn me nigh thee, 

BnogH my ruin nearer, nearer: 
I am lost, unless 1 fly thee! 

Nay, if thou dost not scorn and hate me. 

Wish me not so soon to fall, 
Duties, fame, and hopes await me. 

Oh ! that eye would blast them all * 

Yes, yes, it would — for thou rt as cold 

As ever yet allured or sway'd. 
And woulclst, without a sigh, behold 

The ruin which thyself liad made ! 

Tet — andd I think that, truly fond. 
That eye but once would smile on me. 

Good Heaven ! how much, how far beyond 
Fame, doty, hope, tliat smile would be ! 

Oh ! bat to wm it, night and day. 

Inglorious at thy feet reclined, 
I'd sigh my dreams of fame away. 

The world for thee forgot, resign'd ! 

But no, no, no— fuvwell — wc part. 
Never to meet, no, never, never— 

Oh woman ! what a mind and heart 
Thy coldness has undone for ever! 



raoM 
THE HIGH PRH^T OF APOLLO, 

TO 

A VIRGIN OF DELPHI.' 



Caa di(BO Ji(a« 



Seirici*. 



« Wro is the maid, with golden hair, 
Witli eyes of fire and feet of air, 

1 Thn poem requirM a liitU rxpUaalioa. Ii it wril hiiewa tbat, is 
h» •■ncai traiplrt. vbcacrtr • my — 4 priMl, lih« ikr (uppetMl 
lallMr of ibc inrtutiaa MW« m. «M iatfirwl « ih a lM4«r iadiM- 



Whose harp around my altar swells. 
The sweetest of a thousand shells?* 

Twas thas the deity, who treads 
Tlie arrh of Heaven, and grandly sheds 
Day from his eye-lids! — thus he spoke. 
As tlirough my cell hU glories broke : 

■ Who is the nvfid, with golden hair, 
With eyes of fire and fret of air. 
Whose harp around my altar swelb. 
The sweetest of a tliousand shells 7» 

Aphelia is the Delphic foir, ' 
With ryrs of Hre and golden hair, 
Aphelia's are the airy feet. 
And hers the harp divinely sweet; 

For foot so light has never trod 
The burcl'd (*avrm%* of thr go<l. 
Nor harp so soft has ever given 
A strain to earth or sigh to Heaven ! 

«Then tell the virgin to unfold. 
In looser pomp, her locks of gold. 
And bid those ryr^t with fonder fire 
Be kindird for a yod's <lrsire; * 
Since He, who li|;hts thr path of years — 
Even from the fount of morning's tears, 
To where his setting splen<lours bum 
Upon the western sea-maid's urn — 
Caimot, in all his course, behold 
Such eyes of fire, Mich hair of gold! 
Tell her he comes in blissful pride. 
His lip yet sparkling viith the tide 
That manilcs in Olympian bowls. 
The n4*olar of rtrrnal souls! 
For her, for hrr he quits the skies. 
And to her kiss from nectar flies. 

lion tnmrdt any fair vidior of ibr •hriar, aoJ at lh« Vk'm* liiM fall a 
JifliJ«oc« ia hit o«b pAwrrt of peranMioa, hr haJ b«l lo protlaiat ibal 
lb« Vw**A liimiflf wa« caaatonrrd of b*r, and hail tigaifiad hit diTino 
will thai ihr thould •Wp ia ihr iaiartur of iba tmplc. Maay a piont 
htttbaad lonnirrd al ihit ditin* attignatioa, and ««ra declared hiM- 
trlf prood of ihr telrcttoa with whirb hit family bad baea dittin- 
guithrd by the deiiy. la the laaaplr of Jnpiur Belat (here wat a 
tpleadid b»d for tbrae ociatioat. la Egyptian Tbebet tba tama aock- 
ery wat pranited, and al ibe oracle of TaUra in Lycia, the prietteta 
arver conid prophecy (ill an inierview with the deity waa allowed bar. 
Thatiory which «r read in Jotaravi (lib. leiii. rap. 3.), of ib« Roaan 
■utron Paulina, wboaa the prietu of Itit, for a bribe, betrayed in ibit 
■unnar lo Mnndn*. it a tingular inttance of tba i»p « da n t eiceaa to 
which credality tofTered ibe«c inipottaret to be carried. Tbit ttory hat 
been pot iato the foi a of ^ little not el, under the nana of L» Ptnlieiti* 
Sekgrmitm, by the licentiuut and anfoftnnaia P4LL*viciao. See bit 
Optrt Setit*, ton. i. I have aude ny priaai bare prafar a cava to the 
Icnple. 

* In the 9th Pythic of Piaa*K, where Apollo, ia tba tana ■Mnnar, 
raquirea of Chiron torn* inforaMtion rrtpccting tb< fair Cyraac, tba 
Cenuur, in obeying, very gravely apologi«et for talliaf tba god what 
bit onniacience nutt know to perfectly already t 

E^ssi' 

' AXX' lie i'A^imik yvM^A /iimfuu T«A. — Svuna. 
Ia*. V. 76. 

' Ra data partorir anmiratiene cb' egli ai pregiatte dt baear an^ 
I>aitii ceaearraatc ut\ pota e tao dalla noglie ; naatra aacho net noatri 
•acoli, aon ettanta rot\ rigoroaa logga d'onora, trovati cbi t'aarriva k 
gloria il Tcdar la noglia boaanta da gl' anplatai di an Prinripe.— 
l*«i.i4Viei*o. 
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oil ! he would hide his irreatb of rays, 
Xnd leave the -world to pine for days, 
Blight he but pass the hours of shade 
Imbosom'd by his Delphic maid — 
She, more than earthly woman blest, 
He, more than god on woman's breast!* 

There is a cave beneath the steep, ^ 
Where living rills of crystal weep 
O'er herbage of the loveliest hue 
That ever spring begemm'd with dew. 
There oft the green bank's glossy tint 
Is brighten'd by the amorous print 
Of many a faun and Naiad's fomif 
That still upon the dew is warm 
When virgins come at peep of day 
To kiss the sod where lovers lay ! 
« There, there,w the god, impassion'd, said. 
Soon as the twilight |inge is fled. 
And the dim orb of lunar souls* 
Along its shadowy path-way rolls- 
There shall we find our bridal bed, 
And ne'er did rosy rapture spread. 
Not even in Jove's roluptuous bowers, 
A bridal bed so bless'd as ours ! 

« Tell the imperial God, who reigns 
Sublime in oriental fanes. 
Whose towering turrets paint their prida 
Upon Euphrates' pregnant tide; ' 

* The Coryriaa Car*, «liich P«v**iii** nenlioBt. The inhabitanu 
of ParoaMu* hrld ii lacred to ibe Corydan nympba, who ««r« cbildron 
of the river Pliiiot. 

* Sre a prrc«ding note, page 91. It thould leem that lonarapirilt 
merr of a purer orderihan ipiriu In grner^l. a* Pyihagorst wm uid 
by hit folloKers lo bava drtcended from the regiaaa of the aeoa. 
The hrretiarrh Mane* loo inagined thai the tan and moon ara tt.« 
retidpore of CbritI, and that the a«cent!on wat aoibing more than bn 
fli|;ht to ihoM orba. 

* Temple of Jupiter Beliit, at Babylon. «hieh rontiaird of teTrral 
rhapeU and tovrrt. ■ In the iaat tower (wy« HaaODOToa) ii a large 
rhapet, in mU'uh there lie* a bed, very tplendidly omameniod, and 
beaide it a table of fold ; bnt there i« no statue in the piaee. No man 
la allowed to aleep here, hot the aptrtmeol ia appioprialed to a 
feraalr. whom, if we beliava the Chaldean prioata, the dcily aalacia 
from the women of the roualry, at hia favourite.* — Lib. i. cap. ili. 

The poem aow beforr the reader, and a few more in the present 
collection, are talren from a work, which I ratlirr prematurely an- 
nounced to the public, aad which, pcrhapa very lurkily for myaelf, 
wat iaierrupud by my voyafe to America. The followin); fr«(menl« 
from the aam« work dearribe the effect of one of iheao iaviutiona f»f 
Apollo upoa tb« miad of a young enlbatMatic girl. 

Delphi heard her ahrine proclaim, 
la oraclea, the {;iiilty iUme. 
Apollo loved my youihfnl charm*, 
Apollo woo'd me to hia armt!— 
Sure, aura whea man to oft allows 
Religion'* wreath to blind hi* brow*, 
Weak wondering woman must believe. 
Where pride and teal at once deceive. 
When (laiirry t^ke« • holy vest. 
Oh ! '1 i* 100 much for woman** breast! 

How often ere the desiiaed time, 

Whiih wa* 10 »ral my joy* •ublime. 

How often did I trembling run 

To meet, at morn, the nHjuniing sua. 

And, whilo hi* frr«u{ beam he threw 

l7pon my li|i%' liiiuri«ut dew, 

1 ibAU;;ht — 4I4** the timpio dream— 

Thrre bnrn'ii 4 kis* in every beam ; 

With parted lip* inhaled ihetr heat. 

And si(;h'fl, ■ Oh (jud ! ihj ki** it (wepl !< 



Tell him, when to.hts midnight loves 
fn mystic majesty he moves. 
Lighted by many an odorous fire. 
And hymn'd by all Ghaldaea's choir — 
Oh ! tell the godhead to confess. 
The pompous joy delights him less 
(Even though his mighty arms infold 
A priestess on a coucli of gold) 
Than when in love's unholier prankj 
Ry moonlight cave or rustic bank. 
Upon his neck some wood-nymph lieft. 
Exhaling from her lip and eyes 
The flame and incense of delight. 
To sanctify a dearer rite, 
A mystery, more divinely warm'd 
Than priesthood ever yet performed !w 

Happy the maid, whom Heaven allovt 
To break for Heaven her virgin vows 1 
Happy the maid ! — her robe of shame 
Is whiten'd by a heavenly flame, 
Whose glory, with a lingering trace. 
Shines through and deifies her race? 

Oh, virgin ! what a doom is thine ! 

To-night, to-night a lip divine ■ 

In every kiss shall stamp on thee 

A seal of immortality! 

Fly to the cave, Aphdia, fly; 

There lose the worid and wed the akyl 

Oft too, at day's mendiaa boar. 

When to the Naiad's gieamy bower 

Oar virgin* *ieal, and, bluahtag, hid* 

Their bcautiea in the fwUliaf tide. 

If, ibroogh the grove, irboae aaodeei ataa 

Were aprcad around my robelces cbaram* 

A wandering annbeam waaton fell 

Where lover*' look* alone ahoaU dvcll. 

Not all a lover'a looks of Same 

Could kindle such an smeroMB •baac. 

It was the sun's admiring gUncak 

Anij, a* I felt its glow adraare 

O'er my yonng beauties, wIMIyiaA'Jt 

I burn'd and panted. (briV^ and UmMfr 



No deity at midnight came. 
The lamp*, that vftaee^d all ay 
ReveaPd to these bewiUer'd cye« 
No other siiapc than earth sappUest 
No (olar Kghi, no nectar'd air. 
All. all, alas! was hamaa there* 
Woman's faiat roaflict, virtoe's f*B 
And passion's eieterft hamaa M 1 
How gently moat the guilt of lov* 
Be charm'd away by Powars ab«e«. 
When men poates* sach tender sbill 
In softening crime and aveeteaing ill I 
'T was but a nighf» attd Moraiag'e raya 
Saw BMP. with fond, forgiviaf gase. 
Hang o'er the quiet slaasberiaf braaas 
Of him who ruin'd all my rest ; 
Him, who had taught these eyco lo w«»p 
Their first sad tears, aad yet could tleaa ! 

« • a • * 

* FovTiviLLK. in hi* playful ri/meimunto of the leanserf 
of V3n.Dale, ha* reldted in his own inimitable oaatkncr aa ad* 
of thi* kind which wa* detected aad exposed at Ale««iidna. — V* 
t'Mutoirr det Oraclet, •rcondr dissertat. cbap. wti. CataiLun, ^'t 
in onn of hii mo»t 4mu«>in(; little stories, he* mM4« |Ik> G^ale TJi^ 
Taupe*, i>( the file Jonquiile. asaert ihia privllrgw of apirilaal k«e|> 
in a manner very ftirinidable to the huabanda of iha intaml. He •*?* 
howevei, ■ I.e* in^ri* ont Ir plaUir de reefer teaiotm *!«■• I« ^t^'- 
en ptreil rji«. c'r*t nne rr*«onrre.a 
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There all the bouodelM 
Wltteh fodi am give er 



feel! 



WOMAN. 



AvAT, avay— yoo 're all the tame, 
A ialtering, uniliof, jUUng tkroag! 

Ob ! by my soul, 1 burn with thame, 
To Uuok I've been your tlave to ioog! 

Slow to be warau'd and qnick to rove. 
From folly kind, from eMining loth, 

Too cold for bliss, too weak for lo«e, 
Tet feigning all that s beat in both. 

Still panting o*er a crowd to reign, 
VOTVjoy it gives to woman's breast 

To make ten frigid coicombs vain. 
Than one tnie» manly lover bleat! 



Away avray, — yonr smile *s a curse^ 
Oh! Uoc me from the race of men. 

Kind pitying Heaven ! by death or 
Before I love snch things again! 



BALLAD STANZAS. 

KJiiw by the moke, that so gncefolly cnrfd 
Above the green elms, that a cottage was near, 

imd I said, • if there's peace to be found in the worU, 
A heart that was hnmble might hope for it here !• 



t was noon, and on flowers that languish'd around 

In ttteoce reposed the voluptoons bee ; 
Every leaf was at tnt, and I heard not a sound 

Bat the wood'pecker upping the hollow beech-tree. 

imd « Here in this lone little wood,» I exclaim'd, 

« With a maid who was lovely to soul and to eye, 
KTho would blnah when I praised her, and weep if 1 



How blem'd could 1 live, and bow calm could I die! 

I By the shade of yon sumach, whose red berry dips 
In the gush of the fountain, bow sweet to recline, 

ind to know that I sigh'd upon innocent Kps, 
Which had never been sigh'd on by any but mine !» 



TO 



N02£I TA ♦lATATA. 

EvaipiDis. 



i8o3. 
Govt, take the harp— 't is vain to muse 

Upon the gatlicring ills we see; 
Oh ! take the harp, aixl let me lose 

All thou^ts of ill in hearing thee! 

Sing to me. Love! though death were near, 
Thy song could make my soul forget- 
Nay, nay, in pity, dry that tear, 
All nwy be well, be happy yet! 



Let me but see that snowy arm 
Once more upon the drar harp He, 

And I will cease to dream of harm. 
Will smile at fole, while thou art nigh! 

Give me that strain, of mournful touch. 
We uvd to love long, long ago. 

Before our hearts had known as nsuch 
As now, alas! they bleed to know! 

Sweet notes! they tell of former peace. 
Of all that look'd so rapturous then. 

Now wither'd, lost— oh ! pray thee, cease, 
I cannot bear those sounds again ! 

Art thou too wretched? yet, thon art; 

I see thy tears flow fast with mine-^ 
Gome, come to this devoted heart, 

Tu breaking, but it stiH is thine! 



A VISION OF PHILOSOPHY. 



TwAS on the Red Sea coast, at mom, wt 

The venerable man: ' a virgin bloom 

Of softness mingled with the vigorous thought 

That tower'd upon hit brow; as when we see 

The gentle moon and the full radiant sun 

Shining in heaven together. When he spoke, 

Twas bnguage sweeten'd into toog — such holy sounds 

As oft the spirit of the good man hears. 

Prelusive to the harmony of heaven. 

When death is nigh! ' and siill, as he nncloeed 

His sacred lips, an odour, all as bland 

As oceao'breeies gather from the flowers 

That blossom in Elysium, i breathed around ! 

With silent awe we li^ten'd while he told 

Of the dark veil which nLiny an age had bang 

O'er nature's form, till by the touch of Time 

The mystic shroud grew thin and luminous, 

And half the goddess beam'd in glimpses through it! 

Of magic wonders, that were known and taught 

By him (or Cham or Zoroaster named) 

Who mused, amid the mighty cataclysm, 

* la Pi,vt4ftC«'t Kft«x •*• (*« Ptclime tf tkg Ormetn, 0—mWn*tn» 
m%a •/ th« i«wri«c«ftan. dMcribe* •■ ntnierAi»«qr ■■■■ wbeai k« Wmi 
•M wilk. Utmt !••§ r*M«rrh. npea tha h*mk» of iIm Red Urn. 0«c« 
m ffvcry jMr ibU MpcniatanJ p*noa«8« apfrarad !• Monala. aa^ 
fn^mnri witb ibm ■ •!>• rr«l m( hi* line Im pa«M4 aaMaf iIm Oaail 
aad Ika Nyaph*. Uifl TMf ipU^fAf ^AXn#raf iV^ST> 

<tf •^fsva'eic «Tat ireti trsc iirtt( •f«n/y;t *»•**»'*> f*^* 
A m T«K fUf/i^MU vo/uAei tuu /ni^sei, mt «^«#ni. 

B« tpaha ia a laat aai far rasMvaJ fiaia aiaftaf . »mi aliaaavar Im 
•pcaU bu llpa. a frafraaca Mlad Iba placai ^^f^^S/SSVaV A 

^-OT Tsirov ivsJU a«t«r«i;t*> '^^^ tt/uimn^ aArs? «jra- 

WVSSf TOC' tn» bba CiaaMbralaa laamad iba Jactiiaa a# a fl»- 
faiity a# warMa. 

> TW ralabratrJ laaaa I>aMa. a liula bafara hi* 4«arfl. i — |lat * 
ibal ba bcaH a tttaia ^ aaaak la iba afar. 9^ iba paaa a# BariHaa 
• la baraaaaiaai ^|«am paala aata obHua umiin tlM vi«M M 1 
FagaSai. 



■ W^0 ^n» JIH^H^^^^^V^V w 



V«#Of •ffSftVlAc 

«*^flu TtptmMunf <tv- 
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cT hit nid( UblcU af pric 



III the men. *hicb ingulfd ilu worUIt— 
jooi. hy OtUioft ronl'il 
ni, > «lu> imced upon liii lypic ■(» 
Tlic dupaion of min'i miaBlnl fnire, 

ilic B"""' ''°"' bcpuchnrd of llra'en '. 
I ill of purr, or worulrDiu nnrl ir.anr, 
cl. ihegrBHWOi of Knchui. m»oj « oiBlX 
Told lo Ihe jnunfl und briehl-luir'd •iiiuol 
Of Cionel • hcthI mounl 1 <— Tbm, in ■ Bow 









Lif^at. vn- pfivUtr I* Ibl hi 



III (viJho. Wi bl Ad> d>(Hh •«Ht^ 



II iisi s)i\ci im TiiA dill, AiiTf juti luUii ^ttw^w 
T«rft*ii' r«fi.&«Vi lr~ ij;-, Tilt wn( «w^ 



•lalh' Ui>r w rjtIaiWMi ^Hl (II l/S-CV (pMc) «* 



«p. 7^ Fui* lliK>rir h*» icinhil'l i 4<grrt «C Ul 

■I ibK •• »il »lirt*u. -bm Pt.ur*- ■■li. Ouat«> IMM )• 
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Bi r»if>l •^Ln, .bM b 



c:1.T=: 






n xlk ■• PmI]. ibilMi >kw> •! 



fbrjUlol Jiyli •-&).' IiI»J-<. kl 



from <lx pun HID, «liMi, Iboif b nftuMail 

lau a Ibauanil hDa, u niDililiH ilill.- 

Aail l>rigklthniii(btKrjrhU|[r!— bcipakeaf Hi 

Tlir loBc ' Blcnul Ou. vho dwrlU (bwe. 

And of ihr louri uDtnrvabJc drvcoi 

From (lut liiKh fnuni of ifini, ibmugli ih* cruin 

or iDttllectuI btii^. lill il nii 

~ iiaoit tifut. camipiibk. ■ad dark ^ 

icn ibtn, iliough taak io tinhlj dnw, 
QwTuplnl ill, nor lb elbrrral lAucb 

l«t,bHiuaIa|arihcF(iBnuiaiiiU! 

ThnoKb mnda ol OavvrT Ii|bl asd hums of pold, 
Wbni pour'd d ka|lU laln Ibc dutk; d«p, 
Dildtiui la miaglc siUi iu brin]r laiiil. 
Aui kf«p« awl'iLe tbe pun uid ^drti lia^v, 
Tbc baJiDT rrnliira of Ibi licUi i( le(l!> 

I Iim UiE old niB rrufd— a wia|«l Diia 
Of flf mpbi lod lend b^l him fraoi our i^a- 
~ ~>ir iUiuion Utd ! *Dd. u I wibol, 



Fv GKW dirk uul bne wu f ooi 
» mlaEl- plr«u« . b«.lh. 



piln tt Xr<~'K •>' «lii»liilt ik< 
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But when I saw that gentle eye. 
Oh ! somethixig seem'd to tell me then 

That 1 was yet too youog to die, 
Aud hope and bliss might bloom again ! 

With every beamy smile that cross'd 
Tour ktodliog cheek, you lighted home 

Some feeling which my heart had lost, 
And Peace, which lon^ had learn'd to roam ! 

T was then indeed so sweet to lire, 
Uope look'd so new, and love so kind, 

That, though I weep, I still forgive 
The ruin which they've left behind ! 

I could have loved you— oh, so well ;— 
The dream that wishing boyhood knowa, 

Is but a bright beguiling spell. 

Which only lives while passion glows: 

But, when this eariy flush declines. 
When the heart's vivid morning fleets, 

You know not then how close it twines 
Round the first kindred sonl it meets! 

Yes, yes, I could have loved, as one 
Who, while his youth's enchantments £ill. 

Finds something dear to rest upon. 
Which pays him for the loss of all ! 



DREAMS. 






In slumber, I prithee how is it 

That souls are oft taking the air, 
And paying each other a visit. 

While bodies are — Heaven kno^nn where? 

Last night, 'tis in vain to deny it, ' 

Your soul took a faocy to roam. 
For I heard her, on tiptoe so quiet, 

Gome ask, whether mine was at home. 

And mine let her in with delight. 

And they talk'd and they kiss'd the time through. 
For, when souls come together at night. 

There is no knowing what they may'nt do ! 

And your little soul. Heaven bless her! 

Had much to complain and to say. 
Of how sadly you wrong and oppress her, 

By keeping her prison'd all day. 

« If I happen,» said she, « but to steal 
For a peep now and then to her eye. 

Or, to quiet the fever I feel. 
Just venture abroad on a sigh ; 

« In an instant, she frightens me in 
With some pliantom of prudence or terror. 

For fear I should stray into sin. 
Or, what is still worse, into error! 



« So, instead of displaying my graces, 
Thro' look, aod thro' words, and thro' mien, 

I am shut up in comers and places. 
Where truly I blush to be seen !» 

Upon hearing this piteous confession. 
My soul, looking tenderly at her, 

Declared, as for grace and discretion. 
He did not know much of the matter; 

« But, to-morrow, sweet spirit!* he said, 
Be at home after midnight, and then 

I will come when your lady 's in bed. 
And we '11 talk o'er the subject again.» 

So she wliisper'd a word in his ear, 
I suppose to her door to direct him. 

And— just after midnight, my dear. 
Your polite Utile soul may expect him. 



TO MRS 



To see thee every day that came, 
And find thee every day ihe same. 
In pleasure's smile or sorrow's tear 
The same benign consoling dear! 
To meet thee eariy, leave thee late. 
Has been so long my bliss, my fate, 
Tliat life, without this cheering ray, 
Which came like sunshine every day, 
And all my pain, my sorrow chased. 
Is now a lone and loveless waste. — 
Where are the chords she used to touch? 
Where are the songs she loved so much? 
The songs are hush'd, the chords are still. 
And so, perhaps, will every thrill 
Of friendship soon be lulPd to mt. 
Which late I waked in Anna's breast! 
Yet no — the simple notes I play'd. 
On memory's tablet soon may fode ; 
The songs which Anna loved to bear 
May all be lost on Anna's ear ; 
But friendship's sweet and fiiiry strain 
Shall ever in her heart remain ; 
Nor memory lose nor time, impair 
The sympathies which tremble there ! 



A CANADIAN BOAT-SONG. 

WRITTKN Olf TRB aiVsa ST.-LAWaKIfCK.* 



Et rnaifjeia cantua horUinr. 

QoiSTiuaa. 

FAlirrLT as tolls the evening chime. 

Our voices keep tune and onr oars keep time. 

< I vroM thMC verda to ■• air whiA oar boal-mam •••§ !• wa vary 
fraqMatly. Tht wiai waa ao aafaroerable that ikay vera aMifa^ 
lo row all tka way, and wc vert fiva 4m f ia daacaadiaf ika rivar ftva 
Kio(>atoa to Maaireal, apoaed lo aa iateaaa taa diarinf ik« 4ay. mad 
at aifht forced to lake ahalier froai tka deaa ia aay laiaeraUa bat afaa 
ibc baaira that voald roceira ai. Bat the iiu0Bificaat acaaary af the 
St Lavrcooe rcpaya all tbeta difficaltiea. 

Oar ro|raf««r» bad i^oad voicaa, aad auaf parfaetly ta t«*« < 
The origiaal varda of the air. to vhich I adapted thcaa ■ !— aa. ai 
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SooD at the woods on shore loch dim, 
We II sing at Sc Ann's our partkif hynuu* 
Eow, brothers, row, the stream runs fwt. 
The Rapids are near and the daylight *• past ! 

Why should we yet our sail nnfiirl 7 
Thm u not a breath the blue wave to earl I 
But, when the wind blows off the shore, 
Oh! sweetly we II rest our weary oar. 
Blow, breeies, blow, the stream runs fmt. 
The Rapids are near, and the day-light *s past! 



Utawas' tide ! this trembling moon 
^lall see us float over thy surges soon. 
Saint of thu green Isle ! hear our prayers. 
Oh ! grant us cool heavens and favouring airs. 
Blow, breeies, blow, the stream runs fmt. 
The Rapids are near and the daylight 's past! 



EPISTLE IX. 

TO THE LADY CHARLOTTE R— WD— N. 

nOM TBI BANKS Or TIB tTM.AWBBRGS. 

Not many months have now been dream'd avray 
Since yonder sun (beneath whose evening ray 
We rest our boat among these Indian isles) 
Saw me, where maxy Trent serenely smiles 
Through many an cmk, as sacred as the groves 
Beneath whose shade the pious Persian roves. 
And hears the soul of fsther or of chief. 
Or loved mistress, sigh in every leaf I * 
There listening. Lady ! while thy lip hath sung 
My own unp<dlsh*d lays, bow proud I've bung 
On every roellovr'd nomber! proud to feel 
That notes like mine should liavr the fiite to steal. 
As o'er thy hallowing Up they sigh'd along. 
Such breath of pasMon and such soul of song. 

t« k« • Uaf , •■ea^MMil M»rj, of wkidi I tom\i ■a^OTVtaaJ bM liltU. 
from tb« barkaraa* pr*wwciallea mt the CaM^tuM. It bcflM, 

Dtaa ■»• chraiiH fai mtontri 
Otas ca«aK«n hW-Incs aosii*: 



Ab4 ik« nfrrnim M ( 

A T9mht9 i'mm b*U }r n'ca t«u Jo««r, 
A T^mkn 4'aa Leit jc n'm rait JaaMr. 

I wtmtmni M iMrBMiuM ihU air. 9»i have pablnbad ii. Witbaai 
thmt tharm wUch aaaaeiatioa gim t« r«»ry liiila aicaiorial af arcaaa or 
fcaltafallMl ara faat, iIm la l aJy auy pf rh«p« ba iboaflii raamaa aad 
trtliaf i \mt I r aai a aa b if «Wa wa bave cawrcil, at aaaact, afaa aaa of 
lb«aa baamifal lahaa. iata wbich iba 5t Lawraaca %m graaJly aad aa- 
rtp m a ^ ly afaaa. I bava baard tbit •impU air with a plvaaara wbirb tba 
fiaaa* caMpaakiaaa af iba Stm auttart bava arrar givaa aia ; aad aaw, 
llMrra ia aat a aato af ii wbitb doM aot ratal la aiy laaaiary tba dip of 
•mr aan ia tba 1«. La«raaca, tba Bifbt of oar b<tat dowa iba Rapid*, 
aad all ib Sia a«w aad faarifal iiapraaaiaaa la wbick my b««r« waa aliva 
dariof iba vkala a# ihia vary iaiaraaUaf vayagai 

IVi aboaa alaanaara aappoaad ta bataaf by ibata aayafnirawba f« 
<• tW Onada Portafa by tba Uuwaa Mifvr. Far aa aacaaal af ibia 
aaadat tf al aadartahiag, aaoftia ALiB*aaaa MACantia'a <S«aarai AuCaij 
•/ rA« Fmr TrmdM, praAzad ta bia JmmmmL 

* ■ Al Iba Bapid »t 8c Ana ibcy ara ubKf ad ta ula eat part, if aot 
tba vlM»la, of ibatr ladiaf. It it froai tbit spot iba Caaadiaaa caaaidar 
tbay iaba tbcir dapartara. a* it paaaaaaaa ika latt rbarcb oa iba iUaad, 
vbiak ia d«4iealad to tba laialar aaiat at royafara.*— .\l*eaiasii'aO«>- 
aaraf Mitttry a/ tkt Wur Trmdt. 

* ■ Avaado raai par aa a t a— a di a*«t« ia aaaaraiioaa fK albart graadi 
oi aa l i a bi, qaaai rba aiaaa epaaao riaattaacali di aaiaa ^au.a— ^<afra 
dtlU WmUa, Krt. iaaawl. Unara 16 da t giaidiai di Srira*. 



Oh! I have wonder'd, like the peasant boy 

Who sings at eve bis sabbath strains of joy. 

And when be hears the rude, luxuriant note 

Back to his ear on softening echoes float. 

Believes it still some answering spirit's tone. 

And thinks it all too sweet to be hb own! 

I dream'd not then that, ere the rolling year 

Had fill'd its circle, I should wander here 

In musing awe ; should tread thu wondrous workf, 

See all its store of inland waters hurl'd 

In one vast volume down Niagara's steep, * 

Or calm behold tliem, in transparent sleep, 

Where the blue bills of old Toronto fthed 

Their evening shadows o'er Ontario's bed!— 

Should tr4ce the grand Cadaraqui, and glide 

Down the white Rapids of his lordfy tide 

Through massy woods, through isleu flowering fair, 

Throu{;h shades of bloom, where the first infill pair 

For consolation might have weeping trod, 

When bantsh'd from the garden of their God ! 

Oh, Lady ! these are miraclet, which man. 

Caged in the bounds of Europe's pigmy plan. 

Can scarcely dream of: which his eye must see. 

To know how beautiful thb worid can be! 

But soft ! — the tinges of the west decline. 

And night falls dewy o'er these banks of pint. 

Among the reeds, in which our idle boat 

Is rock'd to rest, the wind's complaining note 

Dies, like a lialf-br««thed whispering of flutes; 

Along tlie wave the gl«>aming porpoise shoots, 

And I can trace him, like a watery star, ' 

Down the sterp current, till hr fades afsr 

Amid the foaming breaker's silvery light. 

Where yon rou(;h Rspids sparkle through the night! 

Here, as along this sliadowy bank 1 stray. 

And the smooth glass-snake, ' gliding o'er my way, 

Shows the dim moonlight through his scaly form, 

Fancy, with all the scene's enchantment wann. 

Hears ia the murmur of the nightly breete. 

Some Indian Spirit warble words like these: 

From the clime of sacred doves, 4 
Wliere the blessed Indian roves, 
Through the air on wing, as white 
As the spirit-stones of light, ' 

• WWa I arrivad at Cbippava. wiibia tbraa aiilaa af tba Falla, it 
wa* loo lata ta ibiah of via4tiag ibata tbai aaaaiaf , aad I lay avaha all 
aifbt with tba aoaad of iba raurart ia aay ••n. Tba day follaviaf I 
eoaaidar aa a kiad of tn ia ny lifa. aad tba fir«t gliaipaa vbkb I 
caught ofibo** woadrrfnl Falla ga*« warn a faaliag wbicb aalbiag ia Ibia 
world aaa vt9t axeiia agaia. 

To Colonal Bmcb, •! tba 49tb. who coaaMadad al tba Fort. I aa par^ 
licalorly iadcbiadforbiahiodaaa* to mm deriag tbafortatgbl I reauiaad 
■t Niagara. Anaoag aaay plaaaaai day*, wbicb I paaaad with him aad 
hi* brotbar-oflirrr*, that of oar viaii to tba Tutcarora ladiaat waa ■•• 
tba laaat iataraatiag. Tbay r acaira d a* la all tbair aaciaat la i l aai i iIm 
yaaag aaa ashibitad, for oar aaiaaaaMBi. ia tba raar, lb« ba t fa w a^ 
ate. wbila tha old aad tba woaiaa aat ia gr«ap« aadar lb* a agraaadlBg 
Iraa*. aad tba pictura altegatbrr wa* a* baaatiful at it wa* aaw to m^, 

• AaaaacT. ia bia fVa»a/f, ba* aoiicad thi* *baa«iag iBaaiaa i iaa 
wbicb parpoiaaa diCTaaa at aigbl ibroagb tba St l^wraac*.— Vol. i . 
p. 39. 

* Tba glaaa-oaaha ia brittU aad traaaparaat. 

4 Tbadapartad apirii goa* iato tba Caaatry of Saab, aba ra, a aaard- 
iag to aonia, it i* iniB*fonaad iato a doaa.s— Ca*auVMB, aj M a tk» 
TrmJiti»m$ ami tkt Metifi»m •/ tkt Smmrngm a/ Caa«^a. Sta tba c*« 
rloa* FmUt •ftkt Jmrriemm Orpktiu la LarttAa, low. i. p. 4«s* 

* • Tba moaauio* appaarad to ba aprialiUd wlib wbita i 
gliataaad ia tba aaa. aad wrra callad by tba ladiaa* i 
mr *pirit alBaaa.a«-MACM»M«'a Jmmrmml* 
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Which the eye of morning counts 
On the Apallachian mounts! 
Hither oft my flight I take 
Over Huron's lucid lake, 
Where the wave, as clear as dew, 
Sleeps beneath the light canoe. 
Which, reflected, floating there, 
Looks as if it hung in air!* 

Then, when I have stray'd awhile 
Through the Manataulin isle, ' 
Breathing all iu holy bloom. 
Swift upon the purple plume 
Ofmy Wakon-BirdM fly 
Where, beneath a burning sky, 
O'er the bed of Erie's lake. 
Slumbers many a water-snake, 
Basking in the web of leaves 
Which the weeping lily weaves!^ 

Then I chase the flow'ret-king 
Through his bloomy wild of spring; 
See him now, while diamond hues 
Soft his neck and wings suffuse, 
In the leafy chalice sink. 
Thirsting for his balmy drink; 
Now behold him all on fire. 
Lovely in his looks of ire. 
Breaking every infant stem. 
Scattering every velvet gem, 
Where his little tyrant lip 
Had not found enough to sip! 

Then my playful hand I steep 
Where the gold-thread^ loves to creep, 
Cull from thence a tangled wreath, 
Words of magic round it breathe. 
And the sunny chaplet spread 
O'er the sleeping fly-bird's head, ^ • 
Tin, with dreams of honey bless'd, 
Haunted in his downy nest 

* I wBt thinktog here of what Cktrmm M]» m iMaatifally !■ bit 
dc«cripii*B of oac of thotc UkM i ■ When it «ot calm, %ai ibe mb 
■bono bright, I coaU tit in mj canoo, wb«r« the drpib «•• apwardt of 
•it fatbeou, aD<l plainly ■•« buQa piln of etoaa at tb« bottom, of 
diffcroat abapea, aoma of which appearMl aa if ibej bad bcca hewn ; 
tba «ai«r waa at tbia time aa para and tranapareat aa air, and my caaoa 
tcemad aa if it bung aaapcoded in that clement. It «aa impoaaible to 
look attcatiTcly ibrougb tbii limpid modium, at the rocira bolow, with- 
out fiadiag, before many raiaulea were elapaed. yoar bead awim aad 
yonr eyca ao loagar able to behold the daxtliag aeeoe.» 

* • AprVa avoir trarerai ploaieara iaiea p«a .conaidirablea, aooa en 
troavlaaea Ic quatrikmc joar ana famcuae, aommic I'iale do Maaiiea- 
alia.t— >re^«^e« du Baron de L*aoaTA«, torn. f. lett. iS. Maaataalia 
ftigaifiea a Place of Spiriu. aad tbia iilaad in Lake Huroa ia held aa- 
cred by the ladiaaa. 

• * a The Wakoe-Bird, wb'icb probably ia of the aame apWiea with the 
B<rd of Paradiae, receivca ita name from the ideaa the ladiana bar* of 
ita aopcrior excellence ; the Wakoo-Bird beiag, ia their laaguaga. the 
Bird of the Great Spirit**— Moaaa. 

■ * Tba iaiaad a of Lake Erie are aarroaaded to a eoaaiderabla diauoee 
by the large poad4ily. wboaa leavea aprcad thickly over the eorf ace of 
the lake, aad form a kind of bed for the waier-eoakea ia aammer. 

* a The gold-ibread ia of the riae kiad. and grow* ia awampa. The 
moia aprcad ibemaeUet jaat oader the aarface of the moraaaca, aad are 
eatily drawa oat by baadfala. Tbey rcaemble a large eauagled akeia 
of (ilk, aad arc of a bright yellow.*— Moaia. 

* ■ L'oiaeaa moacbe, groacommeunbaaneton.eatde teatea coolenra* 
virea et cbaagcanica : it tire aa aubaiaience deadenracommelcaabcillea; 
eoa aid eat fait d'aa cotoa trba4in aaapcadn a aae brancbe d'arbra.*— 
Vojrmftt anx Imdtt OeeidtmtmUi, par M« Boaaa. Socoad part, lett. xz. 



By the garden's foirest spells. 
Dewy buds and fragrant bells, 
Fancy all his soul embowers 
In the fly-bird's heaven of flowers! 

Oft, when hoar and silvery flakes 
Melt along the ruffled lakes; 
When the gray moose sheds his horns. 
When the track, at evening, warns 
Weary hunters of the way 
To the wig-wam's cheerkig ray. 
Then, aloft through freezing air. 
With the snow-bird *■ soft and fair 
As the fleece that heaven flings 
O'er his little pearly wings. 
Light above the rocks I play, 
Where Niagara's starry spray, 
Frozen on the cliff, appears 
Like a giant's starting tears ! 
There, amid the Island-sedge, 
Just upon the cataract's edge. 
Where the foot of living man 
Never trod since time began. 
Lone I sit, at close of day. 
While, beneath the golden ray. 
Icy columns gleam below, 
Feather'd round with falling snow. 
And an arch of glory springs^ 
Brilliant as the chain of rings 
Round the neck of virgins hung, — 
Virgins * who have wander'd young 
O'er the waters of the west 
To the land where spirits rest! 

Thus have I charm'd, with visionary lay. 
The lonely moments of the night away ; 
And now, fresh daylight o'er the water beams! 
Once more embark'd upon the glittering streams, 
Our boat flies light along the leafy shore. 
Shooting the falls, without a dip of oar 
Or breath of zephyr, like the mystic bark 
The poet saw, in dreams divinely dark. 
Borne, without sails, along the dusky flood,' 
While on its deck a pilot angel stood. 
And, with his wings of living light unfurrd, 
Coasted tlie dim shores of another world! 

Yet oh ! believe me in tliis blooming maze 

Of lovely nature, where the fancy strays 

From charm to charm, where every flow'rec'a hue 

Hatli something strange, and every leaf is new ! 

I never feel a bliss so pure and still, 

So heavenly calm, as when a stream or hill, 

* Emberixa byamalia.— See laLAr'a Kentucky, paga iSo. 

* Lafiua wiahea to bcliere. for the aake of hia theory. ihatMMra waa 
an order of vcaula ealabliahed among the Iroqneia ladiaaa* bat I am 
afraid that Jacqaea Carthicr, upon wboaa aolbority be aapyrta hima »lf , 
meant any ihiag bat vcaial iaatilatioaa by the acabaara pabii ^ a a a* 
which be met with at Montreal.— See LAritaa, Mmun dm 
dmmeains, etc. torn. i. p. I'ji. 

> Vedi the adegaa gli argomeati aawai | 
Si cbe remo non tuoI, ak altro rrlo, 
Cbc r ale aae tra liti ai loauai. 

Vedi come V ha dritte verao '1 cido 
Trattaado I'aerecoa retanie peaac ; 
Cbe non ai maun, come aortal pde. 

Dastb, Pmrfmt»r. aasu H. 
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Or Tcterui oak, like those remerabcr'd veil. 
Or brerie or echo, or tome wikl*flower s faaeQ 
(For, who can say vhat small and fiairy tiea 
The memory flings o'er pleaaare as it flics !) 
Eeminds my heart of many a silvan dream 
1 once iodnJgedbf Trent's inspiring stream; 
Of all my sonny moms and moonlight nights 
Ob Dooingtons green lawns and brecsy heights! 

Whether I trace the tranqnil moments o'er 

When I hare seen thee cull the blooms of lore, 

With him, the polish'd warrior, by thy side, 

A sister's idol and a nation's pride ! 

When thoa hast read of heroes, trophied high 

In ancient fame, and I have seen tbiue eye 

Torn to the living hero, while it read. 

For pare and brightening comments on the dead! 

Or whether memory to my mind rrcals 

The festal grandeur of those lordly halls. 

When guests have met around the sparkling board, 

AiKi welcome warm'd the cup that luxury pour'd; 

When the bright future star of England's throne 

With magic smile hath o'er the banquet shone. 

Winning respect, nor cbiming what he won. 

But tempering greatness, like an ereniog sun 

Whose light the eye can tranquilly admire. 

Glorious but mild, all softness yet all fire! 

Whatever hue my recollectioas uke. 

Even the regret, the very pain they wake 

Is dear and exquisite !~but oh ! no moi^ — 

Lady! adieu— my heart has linger'd o'er 

These vanish'd times, till all that round me lies. 

Stream, banks, and bowers, have fsdcd on my eyes! 



IBIPROMPTU, 
Arrxa a tutT to mks. , or MomriXAL. 

'T WAS but for a moment — and yet in that time 
She crowded the impressions of many an hour: 

Her eye had a glow, Uke the suo of her clime. 
Which waked every feeling at once into flower! 

Oh ! could we have stolen but one rapturous day, 
To renew such impressions again and again. 

The thills we conki look, and imagine, and say. 
Would be worth all the life we had wasted till then ! 

What we had not the leisure or Unguage to speak. 
We should find some more exquisite mode of revealing. 

And, between us, should feel just as much in a week, 
As others would uk« a millennium m feelingl 



WBlTTIIf 

ON PASSING DEADMAN*S ISLAND,* 

m Til QVV9 or ST LAwamcB, 

LaU in the Evening, September, 1804. 

Sii you, beneath yon cloud so dark. 
Fast gliding along, a gloomy bark! 

t ThM M OM •/ Ik* Mafldtka laUadt. aai. Maf>l«'<r ra**^ *• 
iIm p«*f«rty af Sir I«mc CafSa. Tb« ab*** Ubm ww« MffMM4 ky • 
MfcmitMB vwy fmmmm moaf tailart. wka «ll iki* |kaM-akip, I 
ikiak, • tka lyiaf 



Her sails are full, though the wind b still. 
And there blows not a breath her sails to fill! 

Oh ! what doth that vessel of darkness bear? 
The ftilenl calm of the grave is there. 
Save now and again a death-knell rung. 
And the flap of the sails with night-fog hung ! 

There lielh a wreck on the dismal shore 

Of cold and pitiless l^brador; 

Where, under the moon, upon mounts of froet. 

Full many a mariner's booes are toss'd ! 

Yon shadowy bark hath been to that wreck. 
And the dim blue fire that lights her deck 
Doth play on as pale and livid a crew. 
As ever yet drank the church-yard dew! 

To Deadman's iJe, in the rye of the blast. 
To Deadman's Isle she speeds her fast; 
By skeleton shapes her sails are furTd, 
And the hand that steers is not of this world! 

Oh! hurry thee on— oh! hurry thee on. 
Thou terrible bark ! ere the night be gooa. 
Nor let morning look on so foul a sight 
As would blanch for ever her rosy light! 



TO THE BOSTON FRIGATE. » 

OR LIATIRO lALirAX FOS BKOUillD, OCTOaBS I804. 



N02T0T nPO^AXn rATKEPOT. 

PiRDAB. Pytk.^. 

WiTB triumph this morning, oh Boston ! I hail 
The stir of thy deck and the spread of thy sail. 
For they tell me I soon shall be wafted, in thee. 
To the flourishing isle of the brave and the free. 
And that chill Nova-Scotia's unpromising strand* 
Is the last I shall tread of American land. 

Well— peace to the land ! may the people, at length. 
Know that freedom is bliss, but that honour is strength; 
That though man have the wings of the fetterless wind. 
Of the wantonest air that the north can unbind, 

Wt wcra iliirt««a day* aa am pa«af « Inm QMb« la HaKTaa. a^ 

I bU b«ca aa »^m4 by lb* »*ry if Ua^id baafilality wnk mkkk ay 
rH*a4t of ib« Pba«toa ana Bat»oa bai irvalad ma. ibal t wm k« ill 
praparaJ 1* raceaaicr tb* mit^n •( • Caaadi** skip. TW aaalkw. 
ba«*«*r. wa. pleaaant. aad lb* ar*a*ry aUag ik* H*ar 4ali|kt(bL Omr 
paaaafl* ibrongh ib* Oat of Caaaa. wiib a brif bt aky mmd a fair viai. 
waa partirnlarly (irikiaf aa4 roaaaalic 

< CaBBiaad*4 by Capuia i. E. Doaflaa. witb wkaaa 1 laiarM^ M 
■aflaad. aa4 la «boai I am iad*bi*d for maay. aaay kladamaa. la 
uaib, I aboaM bal off*ad iba 4*IS«acy of aiy tfUmi Deaflaa, aai, at 
lb* aaaa lima, do iajatiica lo my oaa f**liaft af fralitade. did I a»- 
l*mpl 10 aay fcow mark I ow* lo kim. ».._«_ 

• Sir Joka Waaiaank. ik« Ge**raar mt Rova-Scatia. vary klaAy 
allavad m« to ar«ampaay kim aa ^t riall la ika eaU*fa wkiek ibay 
kava Uuly *«labli*b*d ai Wiadaar, abaat forty mil*a fraa BaUfai. 
•ad I aat iadtad moai pi«a*aatly tarpriaad by lb* kaaaty aad l^^l 
of lb* coaairy abirk op*a*d apae m* aft*r ik* klaak aad tacky wlM»iw 
a«M ky wkicfc Halifai •■ tarroaadrd. I waa tald tkal. ia IravaBiaf 
aawarda. w* akoald Sad ik« aail aad ik* acmary bapra**. aad it gave 
aa sack pWaaar* ta kaaw ikal ika vartky Oa**raaf kaa ky aa maaaa 
mtk aa • iaamakik rafaam. •• I aaa. at ^ral aifW. iaaHaW la ka- 
Rata. 
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Tet if health do not tweeten the blast with her bloom, 
Nor virtue't aroma its pathway perfume, 
Unblest is the freedom and dreary the flight. 
That but wanders to ruin and wantons to blight! 

Farewell to the few I hare left with regret. 
May they sometimes recal, what I cannot forget. 
That communion of heart and that parley of soul, 
'Which has lengthen'd our nights and illumined oar 

bowl. 
When they Ve ask'd me the manners, the mind, or the 

mien 
Of some bard I had known, or some chief I had seen, 
Whose glory, though distaat, they long had adored. 
Whose name often hallow'd the juice of their board 1 
And still as, with sympathy humble but true, 
I told tliem each luminous trait that I knew. 
They have listen'd, and sigh'd that the powerful stream 
Of America's empire should pass, Uke a dream, 
Without leaving one fragment of genius, to say 
How sublime was the tide which had vanish'd away! 
Farewell to the few — though we never may meet 
On this planet again, it is soothing and sweet 
To think that, whenever my song or my name 
Shall recur to their ear, they *11 recal me the same 
I have been to them now, yonng, unthoughtful, and 

blest. 
Ere hope had deceived me or sorrow depressed ! 

But, DoDOLAS ! while thus I endear to my mind 
The elect of the land we shall soon leave behind, 
I can read in the weather-wise glance of thine ej^ 
As it follows the rack flitting over the sky. 
That the faiat coming breeze will be fair for our flight. 
And shall steal us airay ere the falling of night. 
Dear Douglas, thou knowest, with thee by my side. 
With thy friendship to soothe me, thy courage to guide, 
lliere 's not a bleak isle in those summerless seas. 
Where the day comes in darkness, or shines but to 

freeze. 
Not a tract of the line, not a barbarous shore, 
That I could not with patience, with pleasure explore ! 
Oh ! think then how happy I follow thee now. 
When hope smooths the billowy path of our prow. 
And each prosperous sigh of the west-springing wind 
Takes me nearer the home where my heart is enshrined; 
Where the smile of a father shall meet me again, 
And the tears of a motlier turn bliss into pain ; 
Where the khid voice of sisters shall steal lo my heart, 
And ask it, in sighs, how we ever could part ! — 

But see ! — the bent top-sails are ready to swell- 
To the boat— I am with thee — Columbia, £u«weUI 



TO LADY H- 



OR AN OLD aiRO POURD AT TlIRBaiDOI-WILU. 



l*«M 4* P«ri«. C« q«'il 7 ■ 'e bma M it faUsI <•■• Tmm M iam 
Taatrt tra* t'y rsMmbU »m itapa 4m mob. La eoapafai*.* etc 
aw.— -Sm Mewtoirt$ 4* Grmmumtnt, Mcoa^a part. chap. iii. 



TuRiatDOK-WsLU, August^ i8o4* 
Wrkr Grammont graced these happy springs. 
And Tunbridge saw, upon her I^tiln, 



The merriest wight of all the kings 
That ever ruled these gay gallant isles ; 

Like us, by day they rode, they walk'd. 

At eve they did as we may do. 
And Grammont just like Spencer talk'd. 

And lovely Stewart smileid like yon! 

The only different trait is this, 
That woman then, if man beset her. 

Was rather given to saying « yes,» 
Because, as yet, she knew no belter! 

Each night they held a coterie. 

Where, every fear to slumber charm'd. 

Lovers were all they ought to be. 
And husbands not the least alarm'd ! 

They call'd up all their school-day pranks. 
Nor thought it much their sense beneath 

To play at riddles, quips, and cranks. 
And lords show'd wit, and ladies teeth. 

As— « Why are husbands like the Mint!* 
Because, forsooth, a hasband's duty 

Is j ust to set the name and print 
That give a currency to beanty. 

« Why is a garden's wilder'd mase 
Like a young widow, fresh and foir?» 

Because it wants some hand to' raise 
The weeds, which « have no bounesa there !• 

And thus they miss'd and thus they hit, 
And now they struck and now they parried, 

And some lay-in of full-grown wit. 
While others of a pun miscarried. 

T was one of those facetious nights 
That Grammont gave this forfeit ring. 

For breaking grave conundrum rites. 
Or punning ill, or — some such thing; 

From whence it can be fairly traced 

Through many a branch and many n bongh. 

From twig to twig, until it graced 
The snowy hand that wears it now. 

All this I '11 prove, and then to yon, 
Oh Tunbridge ! and yonr springs ironknl, 

I swear by H — the — te's eye of blue. 
To dedicate the important chronicle. 

Long may your ancient inmates give 
Their mantles to yonr modem lodgera, 

And Charles' loves in H — the — te live. 
And Charles' bards revive in Rogera! 

Let no pedantic fools be there. 

For ever be those fops abolished. 
With heads as wooden as thy ware, 

And, Heaven knows! not half so poliah'd. 

But still receive the mild, the gay, 
The few, who know the rare delight 

Of reading Grammont every day. 
And acting Grammont every aif^t ! 
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TO 

Nbtbb miiul how the pcdafofne proMt, 
Too want not antiquity's atanp, 

The lip that '% to tceoled by rotea, 
Oh ! Barer muat uatU of the lamp. 



Old Cloe, wboie withering ki 

Have long set the loves at defiance. 

How, done with tlie science of blisses. 
May fly to the blisses of sciosce! 

Tonng Sappho, for want of employments. 

Alone o'er her Ovid may melt, 
Coodema'd bat to read of enjoyments 

Which wiser Gorinna had lelt. 

But for jran to be baried in booka— 

Oh, Fanny! they're pitiful sages. 
Who could not in oue of yoor looks 

Read mora than in millions of pages ! 

Astronomy finds in yoar eye 
Better light than she studies above. 

And music most borrow your sigh 
As the melody dearest to love. 

In Ethics — 't is yon that can cheek. 

In a minnlr, their doubts and their qnarrels ; 
Oh ! show but that mole on your neck. 

And 'twill aoon pat an end to their morals. 

Tour Arithmetic only can trip 

When to kiss and to count yon endeavour ; 
But eloqnence glovrs on your lip 

When yon swear that you '11 love me for ever. 

Thus you see what a brilliant alliance 

Of arts is assembled in yoa — 
A course of more exqoisite science 

Man never need wish to go through ! 

And, oh!— if a fellow like me 

May confer a cUploma of hearts, 
With my lip thus I seal your degree. 

My divine little Mistress of Arts ! 



BiTiACT raoM 
• THE DRVIL AMONG THE SCHOLARS..* 



n KAKOK O TEAnZ} 
CiiTSosT. Homil. in Epist. ad Hebneoa. 



But, whither have these gentle ones. 
The rosy nymphs and black-eyed nuns. 
With all of Cupid's wild romancing. 
Led my imant brains a dancing? 



* I pw iwi M j tiMt I v««y fl«« Mm rmwaicr aCthM pi—, km, •• 
■f •rkk* d* ••! MMK fo r«lMh (Im —bli w Icaniiag wbirk U t — l«fa «. 
b*y «k«ll ka«c ■• wtnf aT it. With • *i««, Imwcvot. t« tk» w Mm 
!•• •# il wt t fw nif <», I bat* prcraiM •• ■• la^MiriMM trinti of 
mkm, «W kM mi a grwu mmmhar •! ■••acMMry b— > », t* illaari* 
m.tm the ntfart villi • liitia of M« praciaa* fvaiiiioa. 



Instead of wiie eucomiasiics 

Upon the Doctors and Scholastics, 

Polymaths, and Polyhistors, 

Polyglots and — all their sisien. 

The insunt I have got the whim in. 

Off I fly with nuns and women, 

Like epic poett, ne'er at ease 

I'niil 1 've stolen «tn medias res!» 

So have I known a hopeful youth 

Sit down, in quest of lore and truth. 

With tomes kuflicient to confound him. 

Like Tohu Bohu, hcap'd aroand him, — 

MamurM * Kluck to Theophrastos, 

And Galco tumbling o'er Bombastus! ' 

Wlien lo! «hile all that 's leam'd and wise 

Absorbs the boy, he lifu liis eyes. 

And through \he wmilow of his study 

Bi'holds a virgin, fair and ruddy. 

With eyes as brightly turned upon htm as 

The angel's s were on Hieronymus, 

Saying, t was just as sweet to kiss her— oh ! 

Far more sweet tlian reading Cicero ! 

^uick fly the folios, widely scattered, 

Old Homer & laurell'd brow is balterd. 

And Sappho's skin lo Tully's leather, 

All are confused and loM'd together! 

Raptured be quiu each dosing sage. 

Oh woman ! for thy lovelier page : 

Sweet book! unlike the books of art. 

Whose errors are thy fairest part ; 

In whom, the dear errata column 

Is the best page in all the volume! 4 

Rut, to begin my subject rhyme — , 

T was just about this devilish time, 

* Maoiam. • d«faaiic phiUMfbar. wka aavar iaabeai a b aw t aay 
duBf . «c*pt who waa bia Ciibar. • MaiU 4* r« aa^aaBi p wi amaaw 
ia paua 4«biu«it.* — in wtt. He vat rrry laarBr4— •• LA 4aiaM (lb«l 
it. ia bit hrul wbaa ii •■• af«M4) It Paai^aa baan* la Paraaa. 
rnibraa cba^aa TArabtqaa, fm* mm poiai parlar 4a la aMavaiaa ia- 
tatlifaaca 4a Latia avcc la Cr«c, etc. Saa tMismir* 4* Mmmtmmmr, 
toau ii. paf* 91. 

* loaiibaatat «•• oaa mt iba m»mtt% of ibat fraal tcbalar aa4 ^aarb 
Paracalaaa. • Pbilippaa Bo«baMa« lairt a«baflaa4i4a MfiMar Aareoli 
Tbaofbraati Pararelai,* tayt Si«4aUBt 4a circanforaaaa Lkatataraaa 
vBsiuia.— He UMti la 6(bi tbe 4««il every ai|bt witb a br*a4-awar4. 
lo tba aa uaaH tcrrar af bia papil Oporiaat, vba baa rar«r4a4 tba 
circvuaauace. (See Oreais. Tit, mpmd CkriiUmn. Orypk. Vti. SAttt. 
^mrmudrnm BmdtHtuwfrumk, ate.) Paracalaaa ba4 bat a paor opiaiaa 
af Galea. • My vety baBr4 (aayt ba in bn fmrfrmmmm) baa BMca 
learaiaf ia it tbaa aitber Oalaa or Aviceaaa.a 

> Tba aaf el vba acaUe4 8t iaraai for raa4iaf Ocara. aa Oa*n4S 
talk iba Mory, ia bia raaranfimlia 4ii€or4tMtimm CaaaaMat. aa4 aay* 
ibat far ibia raaaoa biabopa vara aat alleve4 10 rea4 tba Cl aa a iai 
• B^acapat Geaiilium librae aaa la|ai.*— DWtiact. I7. Bat Orataaa 
ia aalariaaa for lyinf— baM4aa. aafak bava fot aa laafaaa. aa tba 
UlaatfMaa papil af Paalaaaa aNaree aa t OvX! •( ifUl T* WT«, 

oi^wc sasiroic a yxa^Trat* ei^/ <tr af>*v« t'C Anr 

^mmi «y^S^e«C> — Cua. AunAsa. llrvBMl^ Nov, b«« •• aagal 
ca«l4 acay viUMat a laagaa. I tbatl laaea tba aafaKe Mra — — (a 
4atai a ii a a. 

« Tba i4aa af Iba lUbbiat abaat tba a«%ia af ««Ma h aiaialtr . 
Tbay ibiafc tbat aua ^a arifiaally fonaa4 vMi a tail. Kba a SMsbay. 
b« iWi Ae IMty cat off th*a appaa4afa babia4, aa4 bm4o vaaiaa af 
k. Upaa Ibia aairaoiJiaary aappaailiaa tba f allavia| 



If aaeb ia iba tie I 

T%e aiaay vba va4a ia a piiiful elf. 
For ba ulrea la bia tail, like aa i4iat, afaia, 

Aa4 ba iMkaa a 4apla r abla apa af biaaaalf. 
Tat, if ve auy ja4fe a« iba faabioaa praeail, 

Bvary baabaa4 raoMabara iba ar^aal plaa. 
Ab4. kaavioy bb vilt ia aa BMra tbaa bk lafl, 

Wby ha laaati bar beliia4 bfaa aa oMib aa bt aai 
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MOORE'S WORKS. 



When scarce there bappeo'd any frolics 

That were oot done by Diabolics, 

A cold and lovelesa son of Lucifer, 

Who woman scorn'd, nor knew the use of ber, 

A branch .of Dagon's fomiiy 

(Which Dagon, whether He or She, 

Is a dispute that vastly belter is 

Rcferr'd to Scaliger ' et ceteris). 

Finding that, in this cage of fools. 

The wisest sots adorn the schools. 

Took it at once his head Satanic in. 

To grow a great scholastic mannikin, 

A doctor, quite as learn d and fine as 

Scotus John or Tom Aquinas, ' 

Lully, Ilales irrefragabilis. 

Or any doctor of the rabble is ! 

In languages, 3 the PolyglSts, 

Compared to him, were Babel sots ; 

He chatter'd more than ever Jew did. 

Sanhedrim and Priest included; 

Priest and holy Sanhedrim 

Were ooe-and-seventy fools to him ! 

But chief the learned demon felt a 

.Zeal so strong for gamma, delta. 

That, all for Greek and leaniing's glory ,i 

He niglitly tippled « Gneco more,ii 

And never paid a bill or balance 

Except upon the Grecian Kalends, 

From whence your scholars, when they want tick. 

Say, to be At-tick 's to be on tick! 

* ScAtUBa, tie EmuHdmt. Tempor.—IUgouwa* thought by othrn to 
be a cerlaia •M-moiiain-, who cam* every day oal of the Red Sea to 
teach the Syriaoa hoahaadry. — Sea Jac^vi* G*re*aBL'a CmrUtMi inou- 
ifct, rhap. i. He Myt he ihinka ihit atory of the aea-oiooater •carriet 
little »how of probability with it.« 

* 1 wiah it were kaowa with any degree of certainty whether the 
C^mtmemtmrjr on Moetkius attribated to Thonat Aqoiaaa be really ibe 
work of thit angelic [doctor. There are aome bold aaacrtSoaa haiarded 
ia it t for iaauoec, he aayt that Plato kept wbool ia a tewa railed 
Acadciaia, and that Alcibiadaa waa aVery boautifnl woman whom aoine 
of Arittotle't pnpila fell ia lore with : • Alcibiadea mnlicr fait paU 
dienriaaa, quara videntea qaidam diaripali Ariatoctlia,* etc.— Sec 
PaBTTAa. JJfmrmt Littermr. an. 86. toaa. i. 

* The followiag coaapliBaeat wat paid to Laoreotin Yalla, vpoo 
hi* aecdrato knowledge of the Latin language i 

If ■ae poatqaaa aaaea dcfnaetaa Valla pttivhk 
Noa aadat Plato verba Latiaa leqai. 

Siaee Tal arrived ia Plnto'a abade, 
Hta noaaa aad proaouaa all ao pat ia, 

Pluto bimaelf would be afraid 

To aak evea ■ what** o'clock* ia Latia ! 

Theae liaea aay be fouad ia the ^ucroruaa Cttio of Du Vsaaiaa 
(page S9). ao eicelleat critic, if be could bava either felt or iiodaraiood 
aay one of he worka which be criticitee. 

« It ia iBucb 10 ba regretted that Ifartia Luther, with all hia uleata 
for reforMiog, thould yet be vulgar enough to laugh at Ganerariut for 
writing to bioi ia Greek. • Maaler Joacfain (Myt be) baa teat om toae 
daica aad tome raiaiua, aad haa a?ao written me two lettera ia Greek. 
Aft aoon aa I am recovered, I ahall aaawcr them ia Tarkiah, that he too 
■•ay have the plcaaure of reading what b« doea aot aaderttaad.v— 
• Grwea auat, Icfi bob poMunt.a ia the ignorant apcceh attribated to 
Acmraiua. but very uajnatly— far from aaaertiog that Greek eould aot 
be read, that worthy jaria-coaauli upon the Law 6. D. d« Boaor. 
poaeeta. eipraaaly aayt, • Geaca litarv jwawat iatelligi et l«gi.« (Vide 
JVev. Libntr. Mmrior. Collectiou. FmsHculi /r.)— .Sripio Cartaromachua 
aeema to ihiak that there ia ao aalvatioa out of the pale of Creek 
literature I ■ Vta prinu aalutia Grata paadeiur ah arbe.v And the aaal 
of Laurentiua Rbodomaaeua caaaot be aufSciently admired, whea he 
e&borta hia coaotrymea, • per gloriam Chriati, per aalutrm petrui, per 
reipttblica dccna et emolamentam,* to atady the Greek laagaage. Mor 
muat we forget Phavoriana, the escelleat Btahop of Nocera, who, care- 
leaa of all the aatwl eamaaeadalieaa of a Chrietiaa, roqnirad ao farther 
eolofinai oa bit loaab Ikaa a Bar* Uctit a Gr««k Uxicag laphcr.a 



In logics, he was quite Uo Panu! * 

Knew as much as ever man knew. 

He fought the combat syllogistic 

With so much skill and art eristic, 

That though you were the learned Stagyrite, 

At once upon the hip be had 3^0 right ! 

Sometimes indeed his speculations 

Were view'd as dangerous innovations. 

As thus — the Doctor's house did harbour a 

Sweet blooming girl, whose name was BailiarB : 

Oft, when his heart was in a merry key. 

He taught this maid his esoterica. 

And sometimes, as a cure for hectics. 

Would lecture her in dialectics. 

How far their seal let him and her go 

Before they came to sealing Ergo, 

Or how they placed the medius terminiis. 

Our chronicles do not determine us; 

Rut so it was — by some confusion 

In litis their logical prslusion. 

The Doctor wholly spoil'd, they say. 

The figure* of young Barbara; 

And thus, by many a snare sophistic. 

And entbymeme i»ralogistic, 

Beguiled a maid, who could not give. 

To save her Ufe, a negative.^ 

In music, though he had no ears 

Except for that amongst the spheres 

(Which most of all, as he averr'd it, 

He dearly loved, 'cause no one hrard it). 

Yet aptly he, at sight, could read 

Each tuneful diagram in Bede, 

And find, by Euclid's corollaria. 

The ratios of a jig or aria. 

But, as for all your warbling Delias, 

Orpheuses and Saint Cecilias, 

He own* d lie thought them much surpass'd 

By that redoubted Hyaloclast,4 

Who still contrived, by dint of throttle, 

Where'er he went to crack a bottle! 

Ukewise to show his mighty knowledge, he, 
On things unknown in physiology. 
Wrote many a chapter to divert us. 
Like that great little man Albertus, 

' O HANT. — The iatroduciioa of ihia laaguf c imtm EagKab 
poetry haa a good afreet, and onght to be mere aaivcraally ado ftel 



A word or two of Greek ia a alaasa would aerre aa balUat ca tho 

• light o* love* veraea. Aa aOBtve, amoag the aadeato, may oarva aa a 

model: 

0(/ yAf yUOl 3'f/ilC t^f M Imc regioM/Mf Sf^rt 
A^IOV ab noatria iini^Ut0L Ma« X«e/««f Al(. 



Roaataa. the Frcadi poet, haa earickad bie aaaaaiaaa4 
aa eiqaiaiie BMrad from the Lerieen. Hk Chira MmtaUeUt, ianA- 
drewiag hia mietreta, la admirable, aad aaa ba aaly mmcIm^ hj Cam- 
iBV^a Jmtiptrittmtii. 

* The firat figure of iimpla aylloglama, to whkb Batimim 
together with Cclareat, Darii, aad Perl*. 

* Beeanae the three propoaitioaa la the mood of Barbara ari 
affirmativea.— The poet borrowed ibia cquive^e apoa Barhava Cnm a 
carioua Epigram which MBacasaiva givea ia a Bote apaa liiabiifrBdli 
Ckartmtmmerim trmJitomm. Ia the Nuj^tim 
BABLMoa, the reader will fiad aooM facetioaa applicmt' 
of logic to naatriuMay. CaABaa'a Tnmtat ea Sjrlfa^teaa, ia 
Scribieru*, ia borrowed chiefly from the Smftim 

t.M9U 

* Or Glaaa-Breaker.— Moaaeriaa baa givea aa 
ordiaary BMa, ia a work pabliahad tCla. • Da t iit ia ci|fhi 
etc. 
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Wbcreio be tbow*d the reasoo why« 
Whea duldrea first mc heard lo cry. 
If boy the baby chance to be, 
■t cries OA!— if §iri. OB!— 
They are, say* be, ezeccdiaf fiur hiali 
Beepe ctii i f their Bnt uuM parealt; 
• Oh Eve!» odaiaicch little madaaa. 
While httie master cries « Oh Adam !»• 



bi point of science astronomical. 

It teemed to him extremely comical 

That, once a year, the frolic son 

Should call at Virgo's boose for hm. 

And stop a month and blase around her, 

Yet leave her Tirfo, as he found her! 

lot, 't WM in Opdcs and Dioptrics, 

Onr deason piay'd his first aiid lop tricks : 

Beheld tluu sunshine passes quicker 

Thronfh wine than any other liquor; 

That glaases are the best utensils 

To catch the eye's beuilder'd pcncUs; 

And, though be saw no great objection 

To steady li^t and pure r^kction. 

He thought the aberrating rays 

Which play aboot a bumper's blase. 

Were by the Doctors looked, in common, on. 

As a more rare and rich phenomenon ! 

Be wisely said that the sensorium 

b for the eyes a great emporium, 

To which these noted picture stealers 

Send all they can and meet with dealen. 

In many an optical proceeding. 

The brain, be said, show'd great good breeding; 

For instance, when we ogle women 

(A trick which Barbara tutor'd him in), 

Alihoogb the dean ar« apt to get in a 

Strange position on the retina. 

Yet instantly the modest brain 

Doth set them on their legi again ! > 

Our doctor thus with « stuff d sufficiency » 
Of all omnigenous omnisciency. 
Began (as who would not begin 
That had, like him, so much within?) 
To let it out in books of all sorts. 
Folios, quartos, large and small sorts; 
Poems, so very deep and sensible. 
That they were quite incomprehensible;' 
Prose which had been at leaming^s Fair, 
And bought up all the trumpery there, 

Xmmtia, «Srh— I ka«« mi ik« b^k by m«. w I wmU ir»Mcffib« ik* 



• ABaiiaf t* tWi \Mxmm\ Ml of iIm JsJfMal. by vkkb, M«aik- 
ih« \m% mm » m •! ib« buf* «p*a iIm raiiaa, •••frwt nafw- 
I «f iIm •l|j«Bl w •••vcycd !• Um w— riawi 

> timUt ihit ^ncrifciM. I Micrc, • tlu Ottdlmwfmf tU StUUn* 
■ay k« iatlaiflil. T«i L«ibaiu lamnd wtt iIm aw* af ia n aifr i li M 
i tail | , «h«B ka«a« appaiateJ McraMry la ■ •oticty af p h ila n pht f i 
• llan*Mff. iwraiy tf kw aarii m writiaf • aabaliUMal Wtiar, aa« 
PMii«r«Wdiaailk«r ikayaarkiaMdraawMlaiarprfC SmUmK^ 
BfSprjfa* 4f M. •• La»Km. (Mmnf* Smnrntt, Paafia ia all ■#•• 
«*a lavai la ka paariad. Wa tai C4<*aa tkaaUaf AttkM far baviaf 
■M Urn a vatfc aTSaiapiaa, • a ^aa (Hy« ha)faU«B afa (^aad iaiar 
wa Baiat Aetra) anUaaiaaai partaai m iaiaUifa.«~Uk. a. cfiau 4' 
imA «a kaav thai Avicaa, Ihc laara«l Arabiaa. raai Aaikratui't ' 
4f Mr«IWty MM* a«cr. far iIm tapriia plaatart af baiaf abla la 
affM riw vacy iWi Im aa«M aat caaifvaha^ aM ayllaUa 
M MaaiA ia Wii, Jwittm. 



The laiter'd rag* of every vest, 

In whicli tlie Greeks and Romans dress'd. 

And o'er her figure, swoln and antic, 

Scatter'd them all with airs so frantic, 

That those who mw the fiu she had. 

Declared unhappy Prose was mad ! 

Epics be wrote and scores of rrhnsefi, 

All as neat as old Tnmebm's ; 

Eggs and alurs, cyclopsBdias, 

Grammars, prayer-books— oh ! 't were tedious. 

Did I but idl the half, to follow me; 

Not the scribbling bard of Ptolemy, 

No — nor the hoary Trisme|p»tus 

(Whose writings all, thank Heaven* have miss'd uv. 

E'er fill'd with lumber such a ware-room 

As this great « porcus lilcrar«m!» 



FRAGMENTS OF A JOUilNAL. > 

TO G. If. ESQ. 

paoM raiDiiiczssuaoi, naoiau,* imrs aao. 

DtAS George! though every bone is aching. 

After the shaking 
1 've had this week, over ruts and ridges,' 

And bridges 
Made of a few uneasy planks,4 

In open ranks, 
like old women's teeth, all loosely thrown 
Over rivers of mod, whose names alone 
Would make the knees of stoutest man luaork, 

Rappahannock, 
Occoqnan — the Heavens may harbour ns! 
Who ever heard of names so barbarous? 

Tbaaa frafai^au torm kai a immII part af • rUlcalaaa aa^ry af 



praaa aa^ doggcrrl, into vliirb. far ay aaaaraMat, I ibrrv taaia af 
iba ia> idaau ^ ny ioaniey. If it vr9 avae ia a aMff* ratiaaai 
fara. ibara i« yrt aacb of it taa allaaiTa aad laa pcnaaal far pab- 
liraliaa. 

■ Baviai maaiard aboal • vaak at Haw Tarfc. vbara I aw MaJaaa 
JrreaM Baaapartr. m»i fall a aligbt ibark ^ aa aanbtfaaka (lb« aaly 
ibia|« tbal particalarly a«akaaa4 ay atiaaiiaa). I aalM afaia ia iba 
Baaiea far Nacfalb. fraa wbaara I pracac4a4 aa ay laar la iba nanb- 
warJ. tbraagb Willtaaabarfb, Ricbaaai. aw. At MWbaaoa^ ibara 
ara a faw aaa af caaaidarabia ulaaia. Mr Wickbaa. aac af ibeir 
relrbraiad lafal rkaractara, ia a faatlaaaa vbaaa aaaacn aad aodc 
af lift waald do baaoar lo tba aaat caltivaiml aavictiaa. Ja^ Mar« 
•ball, ibc aatbar af 9r*skimfl9m'» Li/t. ia aaaibar vary dialiafaiabrd 
araaaaal af RicbaMad. Tbaaa gaatlaaaa. I aval abaarra. ara af 
ibal raapactobia, bat at prcacal aapapaUr, party, tba Padrralialt. 

» Wbal Mr WaU aya af tba raaiiaaal aacaaaity af balaariaf mr 
triaaiaf iba aUfa. ia paaiaf awr aoaa af tba vralcbad raada ia 
Aaarica, ia by aa a^aaa raagferatrl. • Tba drifar fra^aaily bad 
ta call la iba paaaaafrra ia tbc Maf«, la Iraa aal af tba aarriafa, f#at 
at aat ai4a Ibea al tba otbar, ta praraal it fraa avtraauiaf ia iba iar^ 
rau viib wbicb tba road abaaada I ' llaa. faatlaaaa. t% tba ri|hli' 
vpaa wbicb iba paaaagara all atratobad tbair badiaa balf way aM af 
tbacarria|a. la balaaca it aa tbal dda. 'Ifaw. faallaaaB, W Iba 
laft t* aad a aa.«— WsM'a IVSwl*, letter 1. 

* Bafara tba auga caa paa mm* af ibaa bridfaa. tba driaar iaabligrd 
ta atap aad arraaga iba laaaa plaaka. af wUcb il la caapaaad, ia tba 
aaaaar ibai baat aaitt bit idaaa mt afaiy i and. m tla plaaka ara afaia 
dialarbad by tba paaaiaf af tbr aaacb. tba aai traaallarawba arvivr bava 
afcaarMaaawarraafeaaatiaaaka. Mabaaaa (aa Sala taUa w) vaa 
at aaaa paiaa ta iaafiaa a pracariaaa kiad af brtdf a far tba aMfaa«a 
af Paradlaa. ia ordar la aabaaaa iba plaaaarra af arrival i a Virgiaiaa 
bridfc. 1 lyafc. waaU hava awwaad bia pvpaaacaapklaly. 
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Worse than M***'8 Utin, 

Or the smooth codicil 
To a witch's will, where she brings her cat in ! 

I treat my goddess ill, 
(My mnse I mean) to make her speak 'em ; 
Like theVerbum Gracum, 
Spermagoraiolekitholakanopolides, * 
Words that ought only be sai^ upon hoUdayt, 
'When one has nothing else to do« 

Bat, dearest George, though every bone is aching 
After this shaking, 
And trying to regain the socket. 
From which the stage thought fit to rock it, 
I fancy ! shall sleep the better 
For having scrawl'd a kind of letter 
To you. 
It seems to me like — « George, good-uigfat !>• 

Though far the sepot I date it from ; 
To which I fancy, while I write, ' 

You answer back — « Good-night t' ye, Tom.n 
But do not think that T shall turn all 
Sorts of quiddities, 
And insipidities, 
Into my journal ; 
lliat I shall tell you the different prices 
Of eating, drinking, and such other vices. 
To « contumace your appetite's acidities :»> 
No, no ; the Muse too delicate bodied is 

For such commodities! 
Neither suppose, like fellow of college, she 
Can talk of conchology. 
Or meteorology: 
Or that a nymph, who wild as comet errs. 

Can disease barometers. 
Farming tools, statistic histories. 
Geography, law, or such like mysteries. 
For which she does n't care three skips of 
Prettiest flea, that e'er the Kps of 
Catherine Rrache look'd smiling upon. 
When bards of France all, one hy one, 
Declared, that never did hand approach 
Such a flea as was caught upon Catherine Roache f' 



Fentiment, George, I '11 talk, when I 've got any. 

And botany — 
Oh ! Linn«us has made such a prig o* me. 
Cases I '11 find of such polygamy 

Under every bush. 
As would make the a shy curcuma »i blush; 
Vice under every name and shape. 
From adulterous gardens to fields of rape! 

' 2Tip/UL«^0^«IOXfaid'OX«;^«tVO^»X<Ac. — 'r«m th*t^- 
Httrmta »( AkUTorsAaii, t. ^i8. 

* Tbi* phrate it taken Tirbalin from an accooni of an expedition lo 
Druninien<rt Pond, by ona of tho«e aiany Amrrirant who profrat to 
ibiak that ibc Englitb lao|;aa|'e. at it bat been \iilbcrto vrilt^n, it do- 
iiricnl in what ibey call repnblican 9»erf[j. On* of ib« tavmm of 
Wathingion it far adva-red in ib« eoMVoction of a new Ungnaga for 
ihe United Staiet, vhicb it tuppoted lo be a miitore of Hebr«tv and 
Miknalr. 

» Alluding to a coll<>eiion of poem*, railed L* Pucg d« grmmJp-jours 
4* Foitirrt. Thry wore all written upon a Ilea, which Stephen Pat- 
qnicr found on ibr bovm of the famout Catberioo dea Roebet. one 
morning during the firandt-joun of Foitirrt. 1 atk pordou of the 
learnrd Caiheriue't memory, for my vulgar alicraiion of bor moat re- 
tperuble name. 

* •Curcuma, cold and tby.a—Otkwia. 



I '11 send yon some Dionsa Huscipnla, 

And, into Bartram'a book if yon dip, you *U a 

Pretty and florid description find of 

This « ludicrous, lobed, carnivorous, kind of—» * 

The Lord deliver us! 
Think of a vegeuble being « carnivorous !» 

And, George, be sore 
1 11 treat you too,, like LianconrC * 

(Nor thou be risible). 
With all the views, so striking and romantic. 
Which one might have of the Atlantic, 

If it were visible. 



And now, to tell you the gay variety 

Of my stage society. 
There was a quaker who room for twenty took, 
Pious and big as a Polyglot Penuteorh! 
There was his niece too, sitting so fair by. 
Like a neat testament, kept to swear by. 

What pity, blooming giri! 
That lips, so ready for a lover. 
Should not beneath their nby casket cover 

One tooth of pearl!' 
But, like a rose beside the church-yard-atone. 
Be doom'd to blush o'er many a numldering bone ? 

Tliere was • • • 

Tliere was a student of the college, too. 

Who said 
Much more about the riches of his head. 
Than, if there were an income-tax on brains. 
His head could venture to acknowledge to. 

I ask'd the Scholar 

If his— what dye call her?— 
Alma Mater and her IKshop 
Properly follow'd the Marquis's wish up,* 
And were much advancing 

la dancing? 



* •Obter«ed I kewitein lbc«# a»Tanna« abundance of the WicrM* 
Dioova Muaripula.*— llABTatn't Ttrwwe/* in JVarfA dm^irm. F<«r bit 
deteription of ibit •earaivoroaa vepctabla.* tae laireducflAa, p- i3- 

* Tbit pbilo«Aphical Duke, detrribing iba virw fwm Mr laffcnon'^ 
houte, tayt. • The Atlantic might bo i«co. were it not far tba graatniw 
of the dittance, which randert that proapeat imfM»aa*blo.>— Saa hi* 
Trmvah. 

» Polygnoiut wot the firtt painter, tart Plioy. *ho %hnmr4 tW t*nh 
in bit ponraltt. Ha would acarcclj, 1 think, bava bean Camplad •• larb 
an iniMvation in Amariaa. 

< The Marquit de CnaamLai, in bit wiae letter to Mr 
Pmfeaaor of PhilAtophT in the Colle;^ of WillUm and Mary. 
Hamtburgh, dwellt with muth eametlneat on tho otta»l i o» 
thonld be paid to danriog. — ^ec hit TVuva/*. Tbit eoll«|{r. 
one in iha ttate of Virginia, and the ({rat which 1 mv i« 
me but a melancholy idea of rapobUcaa t^t« of laoratta^ 
tempt for the elegandct of education, which tha Aanavicaa 
afTect, it no where mora groatly conapicuont tkam *■ 
young men. who look fttr adTaneament, ifudy rather M W 
than politiciant: and at CTery thing that dittiafmnkra 
tudc it tuppoted lo ba iovidiout and unpopular, tha 
applied to edoration, and hat bad all the affect w hic h lla 
rould detire, by producing a moat eitantir e eqaaltty ftf inai 
Abb^ RtTUtt, in bit prophetic admonitiooa to tha Atcr ! eaaa» 
their atiention Tery atrongly to learned attabKtlwMwta, taya. 
the youth of a country are teen deprared. the aatioa i« o« tbe 
t know not what the AbbA Hay nal would pronounce of iMa 
were be alive to know the moralt of the young ttvdoaia at 
burgh I But when he wrote, hit countrymea bad ■•( jrat 
the adoctrinam daot tpcrnentem* into Aawrica. 
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The evcaiag now grew dark and stUl ; 

The whtp-poor-wUI 
Saag pensively oa every tree; 
And strait I Ml into a reverie 
Upon that man of gaUaniry and pith. 

Captain Smith. * 
And very ttrange it eeem'd to me. 
That, after having hiie'd so grand a 
Dune as Lady Trahignnda, 

By any chance he 

Gould taheaiuicy 
To a nymph, with snch a copper front as 



And nov, m tbrongfa the gloom so dark. 
The fire-flics scattered many a fiery spark. 
To one« that glittered oo the qnaker's bonnet, 
I wrote a tonaet.* 



two lines more had jost completed ti ; 
Bot, at the moment I repeated it, 
Onr stage 
Whidi good Brisftot, vnth brains so critical 



CaUeth the tme • machine politi c a l » ' 
With all its load of nncles, scholars, nieces, 
Together jnmbled, 
TnmUed 
Into a mt and fell to pieces! 



Good night !~my bed mnst be. 
By this time, varm enough for me. 
Because I find old Ephraim Steady 
And Miss his niece are there already! 

Some cavillers 
Object to sleep with fellov-travrllen ; 

But • • • • 

Sainu protect the pretty qoaker. 
Heaven forbid that I should wake ber! 



* Jobs tallk. ■ f iiWO M irarallrr, and by far *h» wtou *at«r|>ri«'iMf of 
M tnt MtlWt M Ttrfiaia. Bev morb b« «•• iaicblcd to ib« iatr- 
ftm§ y««*g ffo«SilM»ta«. 4aBgbl*r of Kirg Powbaua. auy b« •rrm i« 
I Am birt Ti w of M* celMiy. la ibe Dr&xiioa of hw •«» work to 
•* IhMfc«M af ItUnMa^ bo iba* amotmtnm bit WaaM /erfaarf .- 
▼*■ *7 •MsKart 1$. tbat b^oiaforc boaoarablo mmi Tcrtaoo* La4iM. 
■^ ••■farabl* Wl aMoag ibcBMeltr*. b«*» a(Ttni m9 rrwaa and 
ratrctiaa ia aay greatoat daafvr*. Rvca ia farraia* paita I bave frit 
ll«r« tnm that an. Tba bcaauont La4y Trabifuaia. wb«a I wat a 
a«« ta tba TarliA, 4U all aba roaU lo accara aw. Wb»a I o*«r<aw^ 
>* kabav of Nalbrfta ia Tartaria. iba rbaritabic Lady GalbaMla «np- 
IfH Biy aacraaltifa. fa U»<r atmoat of aiy atnmMf, ibaf blaaaad 
•WbMlaa. ib« gmi Kiag'a daofbur of Tirgiah. afi aavcd ny 

r«,a 

Davia, ia Ua vbiMamI Trmi^ftt rAroaf A Jmuriem. baa aMaafartarad 
It* a Mad of roaMacc ib» lovca of Mr Rolfc witb tbia • apaci BMoiaM 
•a Facabaataa. 



* P«riba9oaact,ac«paf«94. 

* a TW AaMricaa atagaa ara the tr«# pclitiral carriafa.*— Baiiaor'a 
^wawfr Ifttar i«b.— Tlicra ia notbiaf mora aaiatiaB tba a lb* ^iloao- 
kiral timferiu af iliMa Frrnrb travrllora. la om« of tba Uttara of 
'•*A'*< faCafd to iboaa of Briaaot, apoa tbrir plaa for vaubliabinf a 
•paUic of pbiloaopbara ia aoM« part of iba oaatrra world, b« iairaaia 

I* ^ paniralar ia rbooaiag a |>l«ca ■ «hrre ibera arc ao ant* 
'•• foraooib. a« i|aid mpablira d«triaieaii rapvret ! 



TO A FRIEND. 

Waia neit you see the black-eyed Caty, 

The loving languid girl of Baytt,* 

Whose finger so expertly plays 

Amid the ribbon's silken mase. 

Just like Aurora, when she ties 

A rainbow round the morning skies! 

Say, that I hope, when winter 's o'er. 
On Norfolk's bank again to rove. 

And then shall search the ribbon store 
For some of Cuty'i softest love. 

I should not like the gloss were past. 
Yet want it not entirely new; 

But bright and ktrong enough to last 
About — suppose a week or two. 

However frail, however light, 
T vrill do, at least to wear at night: 
And so you 11 tell our black-eyed Cuty — 
The loving, languid girl of Hayti! 



• Crraro bmU raai Fbloaa, qaaa ana aliia ran* aaatirca— Ocsao 
1 waald ratbar tbiab wraaf ly witb Plato, tbaa n|btly wbb aay 



i8oa. 



Fakrt, my love, we ne'er were sages. 
But, trust me, all that Tully's teal 

Express'd for Plato's glowing pages. 
All that, and more, for thee 1 feel ! 

Whate'er the heartless world decree, 
Howe'rr unfoeling prudes condemn, 

Fanny ! I 'd rather sin with thee. 
Than live and die a saint with them ! 



SONG. 



I Ki'it on that lip for a minute have gated. 

But a thottund temptations beset me. 
And I 've thought, as the dear little rubies you raised. 

How delicious 't would be — if you 'd let me ! 

Then be not so angry for what I have done. 
Nor say that yon *ve sworn to forget me; 

They were buds of tamptation too pouting to shnn. 
And I thought that — you could not but let me! 

When your lip with a whisper came dose In my cheek. 

Oh think how bevritchiog it met me! 
And. plain as the eye of a Venus could speak. 

Your eye seem'd to say— you would let 



Then forgive the transgression, and bid me remaan, 
For,'in truth, if I ffOifOB 'H regret me; 

Or, oh ! — let me try thfltaDsgression again. 
And I 11 do all you wish— will you let me? 

* AaMaf tba Waal-ladiaa Fraacb at Narfelk, tbrva ara aaoM vary 
intarraaiaf Saiai l>aaiafo giria, wbo. ia tba day. aoll ■ailliaary. Mr., 



aad at aifbt aaaraiblc ia littla roiilloa partira, wlwra tbry daara aaay 
iba raamabraorr of ibair nafortooatc coaatry. aad fergat lb« aiiaarica 
wbicb • lea aai* daa aairaa iu? a brougbt apoa il 
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FROM THE GREER.' 

1 'ti press'd her bosom oft and oft ; 

In spite of many a pouting check. 
Have touch'd her lip in dalliance soft, 

And play d around her silvery neck. 

But, as for more, the maid 's so coy, 

That saints or angels might have seen us; 

She 's now for prudence, now for joy, 
Blinenra half, and half a Venus. 

When Venus makes her bless me near. 
Why then, Minerva makes her loth ; 

And — oh the sweet, tormenting dear I 
She makes me mad between them both! 



ON A BEAUTIFUL EAST-INDIAN. 

Ir all the daughters of the sun 
Have loving looks and hearts of flame, 

Go, tell me not that she is one — 
T was from the wintry moon she came! 

And yet, sweet eye! thou ne'er wert given 
To kindle what thou dost not feel; 

And yet, thou flushing lip— by Heaven ! 
Thou ne'er wert made for Dian s seal ! 

Oh ! for a sunbeam, rich and warm 
From thy own Ganges* fervid haunts, 

To light thee up, thou lovely form! 
To all my soul adores and wants : 

To see thee bum — to faint and sigh 

Upon that bosom as it blazed. 
And be, myself, the first to die, 

Amid the flame myself had raised. 



TO 



I KNOW that none can smile like thee. 

But there is one, a gentler one, 
Whose heart, though young and wild it be. 

Would ne'er have done as thine has done. 

When we were left alone to-day. 

When every curious eye was fled. 
And all that love could look or say, 

We might have look'd, we might have said : 

Would she have felt me trembling press. 

Nor trembling press to me again? 
Would she have had the power to bless. 

Yet want the heart to bless me then? 

A9-X*VA wtrreun fio9*9fiuu «c^»p«aT* 
Ovn» /* A^fvytuiMf oxa? sxov* «ixx' m ^utftim 

'Hjuuffv yaLf Iltt^iN, to /* of* iijuuffv Aiaiv Adwra* 

Paulus Siuirruaiui. 



Her tresses, too, as soft as thine — 
Would she have idly paused to twine 
Their scatter'd locks, with cold delay, 
While, oh ! such minutes pass'd away. 
As Heaven has made for those who love? 

For those who love, and long to steal 
What none but hearts of ice reprove. 

What none but hearts of fire can feel ! 

Go, go— an age of vulgar years 
Bay now be pined, be sigh'd away. 

Before one blessed hour appears. 
Like that which we have lost to-day ! 



AT NIGHT.* 

At night, when all is still around. 
How sweet to hear the distant sound 

Of fooUtep, coming soft and light! 
What pleasure in the anxious beat. 
With which the bosom flies to meet 

That foot that comes so soft at night! 

And then, at night, how sweet to say 
« T is late, my love!* and chide delay. 

Though still the western clouds are bright; 
Oh ! happy too the silent press. 
The eloquence of mute caress. 

With those we love exchanged at night! 

At night, what dear employ to trace. 
In fancy, every glowing grace 

That's hid by darkness from the sight! 
And guess, by every broken sigh. 
What ules of bliss the shrouded eye 

Is telling from the soul, at night! 



TO 



I orriN wish that thou wert dead, 
And I beside thee'calmly sleeping; 

Since love is o'er and passion fled. 
And life has nothing worth our keeping! 

No— common souls may bear decline 
Of all that throbb'd them once so high ; 

But hearto that beat like thine and mine. 
Must still love on— love on or die! 

Tis true, our early joy was such. 

That nature could not bear the excess ! 

It was too much — for life too much-— 
Though life be all a blank with le^ * 



To see that eye, so cold, so still. 

Which once, oh God! could melt in bliss— 
No, no, I cannot bear the chill ! 

Hate, bnming hate were Heaven to this! 

* Himc llac* «llwi« to a curioaa Imp, wbicb Im for iu device • ( 
pUI, with iIm ««cJ« • at aigbl* vritwa otcr biai. 



IPr 



TWO PENNY POST BAG. 



Jntrvcrptrli ftrttens; or, W^e ^nnopetms ^»t isag. 



DEDICATION. 

To ST— N W LR E, Etq. 

It k iww tboat icTf-n f«n liiice [ prtuniial (vaij 
0nrvE ID ibidk il lA ilDUitl « lopg UDCV wc met) i 
dcdicau Lo jou Lh« very firtl book, of wkdEevrr sue o 
kiixt, I ibould pnUiih. Who couJd ba*e (boufhl (ha 
u inaiiT y«vi wodd eUpK wiihout my givLa]; Hi 
Ink! dpn of life Dpoa lb« Hihject of (bit importtn 

<Jo(Bcrrl. ifler ill, would tic the Gnl offitiiig dii 
CniitBilc vould lay Dpon Ihi ifaiiiK of Frimdibipl 
If. however, you tn a ui»mLa1 iboul me and rn 

doefeni u not ny only occupalion; hu( Out I aii 

Temple of Immorulily, ' leiiin^ il, oF loune, lo di. 

Ilje Iroohk of piekidg ii fnini (he eimrq. 

In ib« mru IJiiie. my de«r W 1, like ■ pioui 

Ijilbeno, you mini judge of me nllier by mj fiiil' 
iban aj worij, and, boveier iriHing tha Inbu(e whicli 
I offer. Defer donbl the Sdelily witb which I am. an 
alwaya ibaU be, 

Tour (iocere and aiiiebed IrimA, 
THE AUTHon. 
>4S.ne«iU»/.tf*n44, iSiJ. 



PREFACE. 



(be SocieiT For (be S— pp— u— d of V— e. abo. tup 
poting il mi|hl miierially auiil (be priti(e meairhi 
of Ihtl iiWilulioa, immediately uuk ii lo lib em 
ployen aad wu rewarded haadiomily for bu trDnUc 

iaformcn; aod, 
poet {if I may , 

oddi aboul lbs twtet-bag of • bee,.' iboK tenerabli 
HiFpremon aloiou fougkl wiih each oiber for Ihi 
bDOODC and deligbl of dni rauicking (be Pou-Ban 
Unluckily, havner, i[ (umed ou(, upon eumiaaiion, 
Ihu ibc diKOreriea of proHipcy, wbicb i( eoablril 
Ihcm IB make, lay cbiiHy ia IboM upper region dI 
•eeieiy, whieb Uieir well-bred regulalioiii (iirbid ihein 
Unolatf or meddle wi[h. Id cDn(ef[ueace, (bey (aiaed 
h«l »efy few riclimi by (beir priie, and, afier Lyiog fuf 

■ac wiih IK riuUlad eoaifDU, wa> uld far ■ iriOe lo 
■ (neud of mine. 

Il happened iba( I bad be<o jiut ibes leiied wiih ao 
■Mbiiioii (bating oner tried the ■ireiigth of my wise 



Ji in 1 OFHipspcr] (o pubiiib lomelbiag or otiier ia 
le thipc of a boaki and il occomd lo me ikal. ibe 
-eicnt beini Hich a leiier-wriling era. a Icm of tboe 
la-pcuD) poll epiitle*. (ucued iB(o eHy lene, would 
} u UglK and popular ■ latk at I cvuUI poatibly 
lecl far a commeikumea(. I did ool think il pru- 
deol, baweier. lo giie loo raaoy Lellen al Gril. and, 
iccardlogly. bavr Jitra obliged ^i^ onler lo tkr i 
wFliwDt Domber of pe^) lo n-prinl uue of I 
[HUei. which bid alrejily appearRl in Ibe pi 
joumah. Ai. in (he biKlei uf UKienl limM, 

imbilanu, la t (boouhl I mi(;lil remedy Ibe I 
if my ruki, by roujuriog up a tew dead 
forEDim Fpbemerau to fill lliim. 

Sueb are Itie moliiei and anrideou tba[ led to ihe 
imenl iiublication ; tod ai tbii it ibe Hni lime my 

"per. Ihoufli I feel all a pacriK'i delight it ueiag 
ittia HiH go alone, I am il« nol wllbout a parenli 
niiely, leil aa unlucky bll •taould lie llie eoaaniueore 

•ioj iiuUDcei there an of Hum that haie (uff^nl 
lakiug loo ejriy and raidily 



I either. 



n the fonurr. 



difbfei 



lupaayor 



■ thiu 
ir docgerr 



pifie by iuelf ; ' 
be laLfcr. it a coraforlably backed by adtei 
lod Iw umeiimef eieu ■ Speech uf Mr Si— ph— nt^ 
ir inmclhiagequally warm, bra chaHjI/i-fiV, — m Ihal, 
a EcnerBl, (lie lery reteraeaf •laiutalur elalfrt.. a iu 



«,y well m 



if (he I 






PREFACE TO IBS, FOl'HTEeKTIl EmTION. 



my >elf called upon, aa hi 



D the fintplare.il illume thai Mr Brawn hai had 
■cronfdicei in ibe work. A note, indeed, which Uu 
leriD ■ccompanied hi> Prefece. may •try lUliinlly 
* been the Dri|ia of uicb a luppaeiiiso; bal Ibal 
p, which Wat merely the coquetry of an author, I 
e, ill (he preicul ediiiod, laken upon myielf to re- 
re. and Mr B. 
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wtpooiiUt fur Ihi whole 



MOORE'S WORRS. 



lo withdraw from (he > 
t bid « 



il hubMauid, lliil in cant«jiirace 
J« book, 1 PFrlain diiUD^iuabed Per- 
" liugulthed PcnoMec 



Tbcn 



>r Ibc 1 
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ir Lady Bab, youll be ihock'd, I '■ 



Lord Eld—n Krst lj 
TuCudandbiiKlc 
(For Ibongh yan'i 



impui your pouiea have i 



ard — and ai inilantly pray'd he 
— thai a Popiah young lady 
briglii eyes, and iwdve (houiandi 



■ Paptl.mydew) 
ill Iriib groom, 
lat lamled from Qome, 
' ponlibcal tncki, 
• wu scarce sab &om lb 



y.beOis 



iesi-riddcn pontes. 



On cDiidiliaa thai ihey'll be, in turn, to polite 

• Pntly doingt are here, lii' (he angrily criea. 

While by dim oF dark eyebrows he ilrivo (o look win 

Ti> a scheme of the Ronuoisu, w help me God • 

To ride oier your mou Royal HigbiMsi rough-abod — 

Eicute, sir. my lean, (hey'refromloyally'isoiUTe— 

Bad enough 'iwasForTroyio be saek'dbytAane, 

But For us lo be ruln'd by Pona, tiiU wane 1- 



Qoicka. 



WUIiutltbeir 



scaird— 



The Doclor. and he, Ibe derool man of Lenlber, 
V— gs— It— I, now laying their sauit-beads tiigelher. 
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Nay. they Teiily ihlnk ihey could point onl (he one 
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Tbe conrl would baie tiarled no sort oF obj«M 
At Aitet were, Oim, always sure of prMeetk 

• If Ibe Pr-nc-si ikjU keep Ihem (layt Lord &Ml-t-fb), 

TamakeLbemquIlebarmlcMlbeont] 
Cbief-Jiulkndawilh th 



To Sog them 



in half ID 



lb oF Iheii 
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' thef'f e Miy bad Irish blood lorkiog aboat, 
hia (b* kocv by eipencace) wovld tooa draw it oot.» 
t — if thk be tboQgbt cmel— bis Lordtbip propoMt 
The new FHtHtmU/e to biod down their ooces— 
pretty cool ri f MP ce, made oat of old ehaintv 
fbieh appcan to indulge, while it doubly rcstfains ; 
Hiich, however high-mettled, th«r gameMMneoeM 

checks 
Idds hit Loidahip humaii^), or else breaks their 
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bit prapoial reemed pretty general applause 

rom the statesmen around — and the neck-breaking 



lad a ngonr about it, which soon reconciled 
l^en CId — n himsdf to a measure so mild, 
lo the inaffles. my dear, were agreed tonem. con., 
knd my Lord C — stl — r— gh, hating so often shone 
a tbe/rltertii^ fine, is to buckle them on. 

shall drire to your door in these Fekyi some day, 
tot, at present, adieu !— I must hurry away 
To go see my mamma, as I'm suffered to meet her 
'or just half an hour by the Qu— n's best repeater. 

C 



LETTER 11. 

raoM coLOMU. ii*m--i--ii to o — LO ra— RC— s 
L — can, is<{. 

DsAt Sir, I Ve just had time to look 
Into yoor Tery learned book, ' 
Whereia — as plain as man can speak. 
Whose English is half modem Creek— 
You prote that we can ne'er intrench 
Our happy isles against the French, 
Till Royalty in England 's made 
A much more UMlependent trade — 
In short, until the House of Guelph 
Lays Lords and GMnmoitt on the shelf. 
And boldly sett np for itself ! 

All, that can be well understood 
In this said book, is vastly good : 
And, as to what's incomprehensible, 
I dare be sworn 'tis full as sensible. 

But, 10 your wcM'k's immortal credit. 

The P e, good sir,— the P e has read it. 

(The only book, himself remarks. 

Which he has read since Mrs. Clarke's.) 

Last leree-mom he look'd it through 

During that awful hour or two 

Of grave toosorial preparation. 

Which, to a fond admiring nation. 

Sends forth, announced by trump and drum, 

The best-wigg'd P e in Qiristendom! 

He thinks, with you, the imagination 
Of pariHerskip in legislation 
Could only enter in the noddles 
Of didl and ledger-keeping twaddles. 
Whose heads on jErms arc running so. 
They even must have a ILing and Co. 

« 8m tiM Eiiab«r|b RtYi««. N* XL. 



And hence, too, eloquently show farth 
On c&edb and ktlcnees, and so forth. 

But now. he trusts, we arc coming near a 

Better and more royal era ; 

When England's monarch need but say, 

« Whip me those scoundrels, C — s^ — r — gh !» 

Or — « hang me up those Papists, Eld — n,» 

And t will be done — ay, faith, and well done. 

» 

With view to which, I 've his command 

To beg. sir, from your travell'd hand 

(Round which the foreign graces swarm) 

A plan of radical reform ; 

Compiled and chosen, as best you can. 

In Turkey or at bpahan. 

And quite upturning, branch and root. 

Lords, Commons, and Burdett lo boot! 

But, pray, whate'er you may impart, write 
Somewhat more brief than Major C — rtwr — ghl; 

Eke, though the P e be long in rigging, 

T would take, at least, a fortnight's wigging,^ 
Two wigs to every paragraph — 
Before he well could get through half. 

You 11 send it, also, speedily— 
As, truth to say, 'twist you and me, 
His Highness, heated by your work. 
Already thinks himself Grand Turk ! 
And you'd have laugh'd, had you seen how 
He scared theCh — nc- II — r just now. 
When (on his Lordship's entering pufTd) ha 
Slapp'd his back and caird him « Mufti !» 

The ttilors, too, have got commands 
To put diret'tly into bands 
AU sorts of dulimans and pouches. 
With sashes, turbans, and pabouches 
(While Y — rm — th 's sketching out a plan 
Of new moustache$ a I'Ottommnt)^ 
And all things fitting and expedient 
To Turkify our gracious R — g — nt! 

You therefore have no time to waste — 
So send your system.— 

Tour's, in haste. 

POSTSCRIPT. 

Before I send thn scrawl away, 
I seize a moroeot, just to say 
There's some parte of the Turkidi system 
So vulgar, 't were as well you miss'd 'em. 
For instance in Seraglio matters—- 
Tour Turk, whom girlish fondness flatters, 
Would fill his Haram (usteless fool !) 
With littering, red-cbeek'd things from school- 
But ^re (as in that fairy land, 
Where Love and Age went hand in hand;* 

* Th* \mrm04 Celesal aau alM* hcrt to • 4m«vif«{*a •€ lb* MyM^* 
rioM l«U. \m ib« HiMory of Ab^alU. $•• of Hmmit, «bm Mcb iavrr- 
•loa* of lb* or^er of aataro arv %m'*4 lo ba«« lakoa pbM«. — • A M«r« of 
oM voaM* ao^ lb* mom aaaibor of oM hm* pUyarf bore aa«l ib«r« ia 
ihaeoart. MBioaicbach-fartbiag.oibonai lip-cai oral eochlM.*— Aad 
■gala, ■ Tbor* ia aafbtaf . briiata •«. laor* aafafiag tbaa iboM Uvoly 
wriaklaa,* aw. aie.— lar raic* tf tkt Emit. vol. iii. pf . 007, 6ot. 
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Where lip* till sixty shed no hooey, 
Aod Grandaint were worth any money) 
Our Sultan has much riper notions — 
So, let your list of sfce-promotions 
Include those only, plump and sage, 
Who' ve reached the regulation-a^ ; 
That is — a| near as one can fix 
From Peerage dates — full fifty>six. 

This rule *s for /aw'Wtes— nothing more — 
For, as to tvt'vcf, a Grand Signor, 
Though not decidedly wiUiout them, 
Need never care one curse about them ! 



LETTER III. 

raoM c, a. to tbi b of t .* 

Wx miss'd you last night at tlie u hoary old sinner s,» 

Who gave us, as usual, the cream of good dinners — 

His soups scientific — his fishes quite ^rime— 

His p&t^ superb — and his cutlets sublime! 

In short, 'twas the snug sort of dinner to stir a 

Stomachic orgasm in my Lord E gb. 

Who set-toy to be sure, with miraculous force. 

And exclaim'd, between mouthfuls, « a ife-cook, of 

course ! — 
While you live — (what 's there under that cover? 

pray, look) — 
While you live— (I 'II just taste it)— ne'er keep a She- 
cook. 
T is a sound Salic law — (a small bit of that toast) — 
Which ordains tliat a female shall ne'er rule the roast ; 
For Cookery 's a secret — (this turtle 's uncommon) — 
Like Masonry, never found out by a woman ! » 

The dinner, you know, was in gay celebration 
Of mjr brilliant triumph and H — nt's condemnation ; 
A compliment too to his Lordship the J — e 
For his speech to the J — y, — and zounds ! who would 

grudge 
Turtle-soup, though it came to five guineas a bowl, 
To reward such a loyal and complaisant soul ? 
We were all in high gig — Roman Punch and Tokay 
Travell'd round, till our heads travell'd just tlie same 

way,— 
And we cared not for Juries or Libels — no — dam'me! nor 
Even for the threats of last Sunday's Examiner ! 

More good things were eaten than said — but Tom 

T— IRH— T 

In quoting Joe Miller, you know, has some merit. 
And, hearing the sturdy Justiciary Chief 
Say — sated with turtle — «< I '11 now try the beef n — 
Tommy whisper'd him (giving his Lordship a sly hit) 
u I fear 't will be liuny-beef, my Lord, if tou try ill a 

And C — MD — N was there, who, that morning, had gone 
To fit his new Marquis's coronet on ; 
And the dish set before him — oh dish well-devised ! — 
Was, what old Mother Guissx calls, « a calfs head sur- 
prised!* 

The brains were near ; and once they'd been fine. 

But of late they had lain so long soaking in wine 

* Thk letter, «• ibc nudtr mil pcreetrc, wb« wriitca ibe itj afirr a 
dinacr, ji»«« by th« M— — — of H—4 —I. j 



That, however we still might in courtesy call 

Them a fine dish of brains, they were no brains at all. 

W^hen the dinner was over, we drank, every cue 
In a bumper, « the venial delights of Crim. God.» 
At which 11 — D — T with warm reminisceuces gloated. 
And E — b'b — B chuckled to hear himself quoted. 

Our next round of toasts was a fancy quite new. 
For we drank — and you'll own 't was benevolent too— 
To those well-meaning husbands, cits, parsons, or peers, 
Whom we 'vc any time honour d by kissing their dears: 
This musenm of wittols was comical rather ; 
Old H— D — T gave M t, and / gave , 

In short, not a soul till this morning woald bndfe — 
We were all fun and frolic ! — and even the J— ^i 
I^id aside, for the time, his juridical ^hion. 
And through the whole night was not once in a passion! 

I write this in bed, while my whiskers are airing, 
And M — c has a sly dose of jalap preparing 
For poor T— mmt T — rb — t at breakfast to quaff- 
As I feel I want something to give me a laogh. 
And there 's nothing so good as old T — mmt, kept dose 
To his Cornwall accounts, after taking a dose! 



LETTER IV. 

riOM TBB RIGHT HON. P — TB — CK — G — H — H TO Til 
BIGHT HON. SIB J — BIf H — CH — L. 



Last week, dear N — cb— l, making merry 
At dinner with our Secretary, 
When all were drunk, or pretty near 
(The time for doing business here). 
Says he to me, w Swef t Bully Bottom ! 
These Papist dogs — hiccup — od rot 'em! 
Deserve to be bespatter'd — hiccup— 
With all the dirt even you can pick i^i — 
But, as the P b— (here 's to him— fill- 
Hip, hip, hurra !) — is trying still 
To humbug them with kind professions, 
And as you deal in strong expressions— 
' Rogue' — ' traitor — hiccup— and all that — 
You must be muziled, Doctor Pat! — 
You must indeed — hiccup— that 's flat.* 

Yes — « muxzledw was the word. Sib Jobn — 
Tliese fools have clapp'd a muzzle on 
The boldest mouth that e'er ran o'er 
With slaver of the times of yore! — * 
Was it for this that back I went 
As far as Lateran and Trent, 
To prove that they, who damn'd us then. 
Ought now, in turn, be damn'd again! — 
The silent victim still to sit 
Of Gb— tt — n's fire and C— nn— o's wit. 
To hear even noisy M— tb — w gabble on. 
Nor mention once the W — e of Babvlon! 



DuhliH.^ 



< Tbi« letter, wbicfa coauiseJ e*aM very beary ii 
bare been M«t to Leaden by ■ private bead, ead (Ih** pas 
Twopeany Pott-Office, to M«e trouble. See ibc Apfdnu 

* la Mading ihU abeet to the Preet, bewevcr. I l«»r» that ikr 
■ ■lacili'. baa brra taken ofT, and the Right Hon. Dori*r lot 
aQain. 
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Oil ! 't M too much — who now will be 

Tbe m^lflum of No-Popery I 

What Cornier, Saint, or even Bidiop, 

Soch Icaraod fillh will ever 6«h apt 

If there amoog our mfct be one 

To take my place, 't b dum. Sib Join — 

Tboa — who like oie, art dnbb'd Right Hon. 

like oae, too, art a Lawyer Civil 

That wishes Pfeptsts at the devil! 

To whoa then bat to thee, my friend, 

Should Patbick* his Port-fdio send ? - 

Take it— *t is thine— his leam'd Port-folio, 

With aU iu thMOogie olio 

Of Bolls, half Irish and half Roman,— 

Of Doctrines now believed by no man— 

Of Councils, held for men's salvation, 

Tet always ending in damnation — 

(Which shows that since the world's creation. 

Toar Priests, whate'er their gende shamming, 

Have always had a taste for damning) ; 

And many more such pioas scrape. 

To prove (what we *ve long proved perhaps) 

That, nmd as Christians nsed to be 

About the Thirteenlb Century, 

There 's lots of Christians to be had 

In this, the Nineteenth, just as mad ! 

Farewell— I send with this, dear N — ca— l' 
A rod or two I 've had in pickle 
Wherevrith to trim old Gs— tt— n*s jacket.— 
Tbe rest shall go by Monday's packet. 

P. D. 

Among Ifce Inclosttrtt in tfke fortgoinq Letter vmt the 
foUaminy • Unanswerable Argument against tite 
Papists.* 

• • a 

Wa 'aa told the ancient Roman nation 
Made use of spittle in lustration. — ' 
(Vide Lactantiam ap. Gallaram— ^ 
I. e. yoo need not read but see em). 
Now, Irish Papists (fact surprising ! ) 
Make use of qnttle in baptising, 
Which proves them all, OFihns, O'Faoans, 
CoHRoas, and Toolbs, all downright Pagans! 
This fKt 's enough— let no one tell us 
To free soch sad, salivous fellows — 
No^no— the man baptised with spittle 
Hath no troth in him — not a tittle! 



LETTER V. 



raOM TBI OOCIfTBSS DOWAGBB OF C — -^ — TO 
LADT . 

Mt dear Lady ! I 've been just sending out 

About five hundred cards for a snug little Rout- 

* Thi* i« ■ hmi bbb* for f*trf ; bat D — f«a— ■ it won*.— A* Pr«- 
<tti«» My«, ap** > vvry iittrrwmt Mikjcct— 

lM^««Mr Af*ll« 

* —.——>— I«sir«libas saM Mliri* 
liptM. Pua. tet. 1. 

* I k*** t»km iIm I f b fa of csaaiiBiaf lh« Doclov'* roTrrtaM h«r«, 
»mi fiad y■^ for oacc. ccfTMt. TIm CollowiBf M9 iIm «ordt of kU 
iaii f— t raforao Coll*aa--« Awtnri soa t t ro wa r Mcraoi boptisaiMB 
a Piifi ti b froCwori, et apati anna ia pomtonna cspialiaa* a Papak 
aaa • C kri a l i a a i a wuimmt$t.» 



(By the bye, you 've seen RoebbtI — this moment got 

mine — 
Tlie Mail-Coach Edition' — prodigiously fine!) 
But 1 can't coaccive bovr^io this very cold weather, 
I 'm ever to bring my five hundred together ; 
As, noless the thermometer 's near boiling heat. 
One can never gel half of one's hundreds to meet— 
(Apropos — you'd have laugh 'd tosecTowRSBNoJast night, 
tscort to their cliair, with his staff so polite. 
The « three maiden Miseries,* all in a fright ! 
Poor TowNSBND, like Mbbclet, filling two posts. 
Supervisor of thieves^ and chief-usher of ghosts!) 

But, my dear Lady ! can't you hit on some 

notion, 
.\t least for one night to set London in motion? 
As to baring the R— c— nt — efcat show is gone by — 
Besides, I ve remark'd that (between you and I) 
The Mabcbbsa aiM he, inconvenient in more ways. 
Have taken much lately to whispering in door-ways ; 
Which— considering, you know, dear, the n'te of the 

two — 
Makes a block that one's company cannot get througii ; 
And a house such as mine is, with door-ways so small. 
Has no room for such cumbersome love-work at all ! — 
^Apropm, ihough,of love-work— you've heard it, I hope, 
"That Napolbo!* s old Mother 's to marry the Popb,— 
What a comical pair!) — But, to stick to my Rout, 
T will be hard if some uovelty can't be struck out. 
Is there no Algbbihb, no Kamcbatban arrived? 
No Plenipo Pacba, three-uil'd nnd len-wived? 
No RrssiAN. whose dissonant consonant name 
Almost rattles to fragments the trumpet of Aime! 

I remember ihe lime, iliree or four winters back. 
When— pro>ided their wigs were but decently black— 
A few Patriot monsters, from Spain, were a sight 
That would people one's house for one, night after night. 
Hut — whether the Ministers pawd them too much — 
(And you know how they spoil whatever they touch). 
Or, whether Lord G— bob (the young man about town) 
Has, by dint of bad poetry, written them down — 
One has certainly lost one's peninsMlar rage. 
And the only stray Patriot seen for an age 
Has been at such places (think how the fit cools) 
As old Mrs. V w's or Lord L — v— bp— l's ! 

But, in short, my dear, names like WiNxxTScaiTsTOtt- 

cbinzoudbopp 
Are the only things now make an evening go smooth 

off— 
So, get me a Russian— till death I 'm your debtor— 
If he brings the whole Alphabet, so much the better : 
And— Lord ! if he would but. in character, sop 
Off his fish-oil and candles, he'd quite set me up! 

An revoi'r, my sweet giri— I must leave you in haste — 
Little GuHTBB has brought me the Liqueurs to taste. 

POSTSCRIPT. 

By the bye, have you found any friend that can coiMlrue 
That Latin account, t' other day, of a Monster !' 
If we can't get a Russian, and ^t thing in Latin 
Be not too improper, I think I'll bring that in. 

1 Sm Mr Marray't AdvertUOTacai aboal the Mai|-Coa«h coptt* oT 

Rohaby. 

* Alladia];. I tappoac, lo ibc Laiia A^TcniacairDl of a Laaaa Naiair 
io tbe Krwtpapan lately. 
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LETTER VI. 

PBOM ABDALLAB,* III LOKDOIf, TO -MOHAtSAIf, IN 

ISPAHAN. 

WiiLST thou, MoBAMAN (happy thoa!), 
Dost daily bend thy loyal brow 
Before our King^-our Asia's treasure ! 
Nutmeg of Comfort! Rose of Pleasure! — 
And bear St as many kicks and bruises 
As the said Rose and Nutmeg chooses ; — 
Thy head still near the bowstring's borders. 
And but left on till further orders ! 
Through London streets, with turban fair. 
And caftan floating to the air, 
I saunter on — the admiration 
Of this short-coated population — 
This sew'd-up race — this button'd nation — 
Who, while they boast their kws so free, ' 
Leave not one limb at liberty, 
But live, with all their lordly speeches. 
The slaves of buttons and tight breeches. 

Yet, though they tlius their knee-pans fetter 
(They 're Christians, and they know no better)' 
In some things they *re a thinking nation — 
And, on Religious Toleration, 
I own I like their notions quite^ 
They are so Persian and so right ! 
/ You know our Sunkitks,' hateful dogs ! 
Whom every pious Sniitb flogs 
Or longs to flog^ — 't is true, they pray 
To God, but in an ill-bred way ; 
With neither arms, nor legs, nor faces 
Stuck in their right, canonic places !^ 
Tis true, they worship Ali's name — ^ 
Their heaven and ours are just the same — 
(A Persian's heaven is easily made, 
Tis but — black eyes and lemonade). 
Yet — though we 'vc tried for centuries back — 
We can't persuade the stubborn pack. 
By bastinadoes, screws, or nippers. 
To wear th' establish'd pea-green slippers ! 7 

* I b««« Bade BMiiy ia^iriM aboai ihh PfnUn (aaclenMo, bat 
caaaot MiitTMCtorily ateartaia who ha U. Preai hit aodaoa of Ralifioa* 
Libarty, hovatar. 1 aoaclada thai ha it ao iaapanaiioa or Miaiatan; 

aad ha ha* arrival ja«i iB*Uaia to a«ai«l the P a aad Mr. L— ca— a 

•a iheir naw Oriaaial Plaa of Reform — Saa ihaacaoad of ihvaa Laitar*. 
—How Abdallah'a apialla lo Itpahaa feuod iu wty iato tht Twopaaay 
Po*i-Bag i« mora thao I caa pratcad to accouat for. 

* • Caat aa boaaAta homma,* said a Tnrhith govcraor of da Ray tar : 
a c'aat graad dommago qa'il toil Chriiiaa.* 

> 5aaiiifaf aad ShiiU$ ara lh« two laadiag wcta iato which the Ma- 
bomaiaa world it divided : aad they bare (one oa cortiog aad parae- 
catiog each other, wiihoal aay iaicrmlMioa, for ahoal eleven haodred 
year*. The Sunmi it the ettablitbed tact la Tarkey, aad the Skim in 
Pertia : aod the difTeraacat batwcea |hra tara chiefly apoa thote im- 
portaat pointt. which oar piout friead Abdallah, ia the trae tpirit of 
Sbiite Atceadaacy, rcprobatet ia ibit Letter. 

* a Let Saooitrt, qai ctaiaat camaie let ratboliqart daHaiulma- 
aieme.. — D'Hatta^OT. 

* a ia eoairadiatiacttoa to the Soaaia, who ia their pray era crett their 
haadi oa the lower part of iha hreati, ihc Schiaht drop their anaa ia 
•traight liact ; aod at the Seaait. at ceruia perioda of the prayer, prcia 
iheir forcheadt oa the groaad or carpet, the Schiaht,* eie. etc.— 
FoMTBt't tojrmge, 

' a L>at Turct acditattrai pat Ali riciproqoeaaeat t aa coatrtire ila 
le rocoaaaktcat.a etc. cic — Ca*t>ia. 

7 a The Sbiitca wear greea tlippcrt, which the Saaaiiet coatider at a 
great abominaiiea.* — M*tirt. 



Then— only think— the libertines ! 

They wash their toes — they comb their chins,* 

With many more such deadly sins ! 

And (what 's the worst, though last I rank it) 

Believe the Cliapter of the Blanket ! 

Yet, spite of tenets so flagitious, 

(Which must, at bottom, be seditious ; 

As no Aan living would refuse 

Green slippers, but from treasonous views ; 

Nor wash his toes, but with intent 

To overturn the government !) 

Such is our mild and tolerafit way, 

We only curse them twice a-day 

(According to a form that 's set). 

And, far from torturing, only let 

All orthodox believers beat 'em, 

And twitch their beards, where'er they meet 'em. 

As to the rest, they 're free to do 
Whate'er their fancy prompts them to, 
Provided they make nothing of it 
Tow'rds rank or honour, power or profit; 
Which things, we nat'rally expect. 
Belong to us, the Establish'd sect, 
Who disbelieve (the Lord be thanked !) 
Th' aforesaid Chapter of the Blanket. 

The same mild views of Toleration 
Inspire, I find, this button'd nation, 
Whose Papists (full as given to rogue. 
And only Sunnite« with a brogue) 
Fare just as well, with all their fust. 
As rascal Sunnites do with us. 

The tender Gaxel I inclose 
Is for my love, my Syrian Rose — 
Take it, when night begins to foil. 
And throw it o'er her mother's wall. 



GAZEL. 

Rememberest thou the hour we past? 
That hour, the happiest and the last !— 
Oh ! not so sweet the Siha thorn 
To summer bees at break of mom. 
Not half so sweet, through dale and dell. 
To camels' ears the tinkling bell, 
As is the soothing memory 
Of that one precious hour to me ! 

How can we live, so for apart ? 
Oh ! why not rather heart to heart; 

United live and die ? — 
Like those sweet birds that fly together. 
With feather always touching feather, 

Link'd by a hook and eye !' 



of iha 



1 For thete pbiatt of differeace, at well at far th* 
Blaaktt. I matt refer the reader (aat hariag the hooh by m») la 
AieoHBi of the Mahometaa Seeit. 

> Thit will tppaar ttraof • to ao Raf liah reader, k«t U ia liaaratty 
traatlaiad from Abdallah't Pcrtiaa, aad the cariaea bird la 
alludet it the /a/kair. of which I fiad the followiag acc««at ia 
toa.— a A tort of bird that it taid to have hat aaa wiag , •• iha< 
side to which the ouie hat a hook aad the feaaal* a riag. «• 
ihcy ly. they arc faiteaed together, a 
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roOM IUMM« V-~€K-^QT — N AND 00. 

Sir, w« teod yoar MS.— look'd ic tbrouch— 
Tcry aorry— bat can't nadertakc — 'C vouJd o't do. 
Clever work. Sir!— woald get up prodigioady well— 
lis only delect is — it aeirer would sell ! 
And tboagli SimUtmtn may fflory in being unhwight^ 
In an AmAar^ we think. Sir, that's rafktr a fault. 

Baid tioMs, Sir. — most books are too dear to be read — 
Thoogh the ftid. of Good-sense and Wii't muM<kanq€ 

are fled, 
Tet the fftr we publishers pass, in tlietr stead, 
Uses hiffaer each day, and (*t is frigbtful to think it) 
Not even snch names as F — rso — a — d'i can sink it! 
However, Sir — if you 're for trying again. 
And at somewhat that's vendible— we are your moi. 

Since the Ghevafier C — ■■ took to marrying lately. 
The Trade is in want of a TrmvtlUr greatly — 
Ho job. Sir, more easy — your ComtUry once pbnn'd, 
A month aboard ship and a fortnight on land 
PttU your Quarto of Travels clean out of hand. 

An East-India pamphlet 's a thing that would tell — 
And a lick at the Pfepisu is mre to sell well. 
Or — supposing you have nothing origituil in you— 
Write Parodies, Sir, and such fame it will win you. 
You 11 get to the Mue-stockiog Routs of Alb — u — a ! ' 
(Mind — not to her Mnmen — a $econd-kand Muse 
Must o't think of aspiring to uuu with the Blutt.) 
Or — in case nothing else in this world you can do— 
The deoce is in't. Sir, if you cannot review .' 

Should you fed any touch of poetical glow. 
We've a scheme to suggest — Mr So— tt, you must know 
(Who we 're tony to my it, now works for the How),' 
Having quilted the (orders to seek new renown. 
Is coming, by long Quarto stages, to Town ; 
And beginning with Rokbst (the job 's sure to pay) 
Means to do all the Gentlemen's Seau on the way. 
Now, the Scheme is (though none of our hackneys can 

beat him) 
To surt a fresh Foet through Highgaie to Meet him ; 
Who, by means of quick proohi — no revises — long 



May do a few Villas before So — tt approaches — 

Indeed if our IVgasus be not curst shabby, 

He 11 reach, without fbnnd'ring, at least WoauaR-ABSBT. 

Such, Sir, is our plan — if you 're up to the freak, 

T is a match! and we 'U put you in tmining^ neit 

week— 
At present, no more — in reply to this Letter, a 
Line will oblige very much 

Tour's et cetera. 
Teatple of the Mutes. 



MttvM of daUracy, aad. imdti^ •€ fAUw/ttUuf, 1 Mp- 
•• •f tba Antkor, wbet* rt)«ciad ••■■acripi ««• ia d iiwl 

ia ibM Immt.— i«r iIm Apptadis. 
■ Hri» •U«4«t, I b«ll«vc, to a rariaaa •orrtapaadcaca, wbirk ia mM f 

ka*« pMaa4 lataly Wiaaaa Au»«—«, Coaaiata af 

»mA a cOTtaia iafaaioat Paraxial. 



LETTER VIII. 

rBOM COLORBt. Tl— M— S TO — ■■ 

Comb to our Fete,* and briaf^ with thee 
Thy newest, best embroidery ! 
Come to our Fete, and show again 
Thai pea-green coat, thou pink of men ! 
Which duirm'd all eye^ that last sunrey'd it. 

When B l's self inquired « who made itl»— 

When Gis came wondering from the East, 
And thought tliee Poet Ptb, at least ! 

Oh ! come — (if liaply 'I i% thy week 
For looking pale^ — with paly cheek ; 
Though more wc love ihy nMcate days, 
Wheo the rich rouge pot pour* its blase 
Full o'er thy fisce, and. amply spread. 
Tips even thy whisker-lops with red- 
Like the last tints of dying Day 
Thai o'er some darkling grove delay ! 

Bring thy best lace, thou gay Phihinder! 
(That bee, like II — est Al — a — md— a. 
Too precious to be wash 'd)— thy rings, 
Tliy seals — in short, thy prettiest things! 
Put all ihy wardrobe's glories on, 
.\nd yield, in frogs and fringe, to none 
But the great R — a — t's self alone ! 
Who, by particular desire — 
For that night only, roean« to hire 
A dress from Romko C — tbs, Esquire- 
Something between ft were sin to hack it) 
Tlie Romeo robe and Hobby jacket! 
Hail, first of Actors!* besi of R— « — ts! 
Bora for each other's food allegiance ! 
Both gay Lotharios — both good dressers— 
Of Serious Farce both learned Professors — 
Both circlett round, for use or show. 
With cocks-combs, whcrrsoe'er they go ! 

Thou know'st the time, thou man of lore ! 
It takes to chalk a ball-room floor — 
Thou know'st the time, too, well-a-day! 
It lakes to dance that chalk away.^ 
The Ball-room opens — far and nigh 
Comets and suns beueath us lie ; 
O'er snowy moons and stars we walk. 
And the floor seems a sky of chalk ! 
Rut soon shall f<ide the bright deceit, 
Wheo many a maid, with busy feet 

< Tliia Lattar iadaw^ a Carrf far ibc Oraai Pita aa tb« Sih af Fa> 
braary. 

> Qaeai t«, Mclpoaivac. icaial 

N«*c««iMa pl*tid» Immunt, ridaria, a<c.— JIaral. 

Tlic Ma«, apaa abuai tboa ba«t 4ai(a*d ta loak faaay. 

Tboa graat Tragic Maaa ! at ih« baar af bit bir^— 
Lrt thani My what ibay will, iImi *• ib« aiaa far m^ aaaay, 

Gitra atbcrt ihy laan. bai lat m» bare iby mink I 

Tba aMcrtiaa tbat fallowa, bowever, U aat rarifiaJ ia iha ia«(ai 
fara a*. 



iliaai . 

— — — — — aan e4|aa« iaipi|ar 

rarrM dacai J<kmi€t. 
> Ta tbata who neiih«r go la balla aar nmi iha Maraiaf PaM, h may 
ba ■tcamry la aiaaiiaa ibat iba laara af lall-raaaa, ia ga aat a l. arc 
chalkarf, for tafaiy aaJ far araaoMat, aitb *«riaaa faadfal iatina. 
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That sparkle io the Lustre's ray. | 

O'er the vbile path shall bound and play 

Like Nymphs along the Milky Way ! — 

At every step a star is fled. 

And suns grow dim beneath their tread ! 

So passeth life — (thus Sc — tt would write. 

And spinsters read him with delight) — 

Hours are not feet, yet hours trip on. 

Time is not chalk, yet time 's soon gone! ' 

But, hang this long digressive flight ! 
I meant to say, thou 'It see, that night. 
What falsehood rankles in their hearts, 

Who say the P 1 neglects the arts— . 

Neglects the arts ! — no St o! no; 

Thy Cupids answer « 'l is not so;» 
And every floor, that night, shall tell 
How quick thou daubest, and how well ! 
Shine as thou may'st in French venmilion, 
Thou 'rt 6e5t— beneath a French cotillion ; 
And still comest off, whate'er thy faults. 
With Jtyin^ coloun in a Walts ! 
Nor need'st thou mourn the transient date 
To tliy best works assign'd by Fate — 
While soMe chefiv-d'onivre live to weary one. 
Thine boast a short life and a merry one; 
Their hour of glory p^st and gone 
W^ith « Molly, put the kettle on !» 

But, bless my soul ! I ve scarce a leaf 
Of papek* left — so, must be brief. 

This festive Fdte, in fact, will be 

The former Vite'% fac-rimile ;* 

The same long Masquerade of Rooms, 

Trick'd in such different, quaint costumes, 

(These, P — ax — a, are thy glorious works I) 

You 'd swear Bgypiians, Moors, and Turks, 

Bearing Good-Taste some deadly malice. 

Had clubb'd to raise a Pic-Nic Palace; 

And each, to make the oglio pleasant. 

Had sent a State-Room as a present; — 

The iAvae fttuteuils and girondoles — 

The same gold Asses,^ pretty souls ! 

That, in this rich and classic dome, 

Appefir so perfectly at home ! 

The same bright river 'mongst the dishes, 

But not — ah ! not the same dear fishes — 

Late hours and claret kilPd the old ones ! 

So, 'stead of silver and of gold ones 

(It being ratlier hard to raise 

Fish of that specie now-a-days). 

Some sprau have been, by Y— m— tb's wish. 

Promoted into Silver Fish, 

And Gudgeons (so V— ns— tt — t told 

The R — G — t) arc as good as Gotd! 

So, pr'ythec, come — our FSte will be 

But half a F£te, if wanting thee ! J. T. 

* HMrts are not flioi. yet lints are mt, 
HMrt* arc not atecl, yet atcal ia tent. 

AAer all, howeTcr. Mr. Sc— it nay well aay to tba Colonal (and. In- 
deed. 10 much better iraga than the Colonel). ^AOf fimjUtilffQ'M H 

I • C— rl— t — n H— e will eiUbii a complete /«c*fiaM7«, in reapeet 
to interior ornament, to what it did at ibc last Fite. The tama aplen- 
did dr«perie«,s etc. eU.—Monimf Pott. 

* The •alt-rcllart on the P — — a'a own table w*re in the form of an 
Am with |Mnn!cr«. 



APPENDIX. 

Lettii IV, Page i3o. 

Among the papers inclosed in Dr. D — a — m — n't 
Letter, there is an Heroic Epistle in Latin verse, from 
Popi Joan to her Lover, of which, as it is rather a 
curious document, I shall venture to give some acconot. 
This female Pontiff was a native of Engbnd (or, ac- 
cording to others, of Germany) who, at an early age, 
disguised herself in male attire, and followed her lover, 
a young ecclesiastic, to Athens, where she studied with 
such effect, that upon her arrival* at Rome Ae was 
thought worthy of being raided to the Pontificate. 
This Epistle is addressed to her Lover (whom she had 
elevateid to the dignity of Cardinal), soon after the fatal 
accottc/iement, by which her Fallibility was betrayed 

She begins by reminding him very tenderly of the 
time when they were in Athens — when 

«• By Ilissus' stream 
We whispering walk'd along, and leam'd to speak 
The tenderest feelings in the purest Greek ; 
Ah ! then how little did we think or hope. 
Dearest of men ! that I should e'er be Popi ! * 
That I — the humble Joan — whose house-wife art 
Seem'd just enough to keep thy house and heart 
(And tliose, alas ! at sixes and at sevens). 
Should soon keep all the keys of all the Heavens !» 

Still less (she continues to say) could they have fore- 
seen, that such a catastrophe as had luppened in 
Council would befol them — that she 

M Should thus surprise tlie Conclave's grave decorum 

And let a UtUe Pope pop out before 'em — 

Pope Innocent! alas, the only one 

That name should ever have been fix'd upon !<» 

She then very pathetically laments the downfaJ of 
her greatness, and enumerates the various Ireaaares 
to which she is doomed to bid farewell for ever. 

M But oh ! more dear, more precious ten times over — 
Farewell, my Lord, my Cardinal, my Lover! 
I made thee Cardinal — thou madest me — ah ! 
Thou madest the Papa* of the Worid — Mamma!* 

I have not time now to translate any more of this 
Epistle; but I presume the argument which the Right 
Hon. Doctor and his friends mean to deduce from it, it 
(in their usual convincing strain) that Romaoiacs wamt 
be unworthy of Emancipation now, because they bad 
a Petticoat Pope in the Ninth Century— ^Nothing cm 
be more logically clear, and I find that Horace had 
exactly the same views upon the subject : 

Romnnus (cheu posteri, negabilis !) 
Emancipatus FosMiNa 
Fert vallum! — 



* Spanheim atiribnlet the ananimity with which J«ina 
that innate and irreaiatible charm by whicl| her ••«, 
operated upon the Inetinct of the Cardinala — ■ Noa vi nlii f n, 
eorditer. omnium in «e ronverao detidcrio, qwe asM U« 
artea. Ulcntea in hoc qnanqvam ! • 

* Tbia i« an anarbronitm, for it waa not till tbc 
that the Biahup of Rome look the title of Papa, or TlMMMnnl Wi 
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rript, which I found hi the Bookwilrr'fc 
lirtlcr, w a Mrio-Drama, in two Act*, entitird « Tas 
Book,** of which the Theatres, of course, liad had the 
refMal, hefbre it was presented to Messrs. L — ck — og- 
I— o and Co. — ^This rejected Drama, however, pOMe»ies 
considerable merit, and I shall take the liberty of laying 
a tkeieh of it before my Readers. 

The first Act opens in ■ very awful manner: — rime, 
iJbffce o'clock in the morning — Scene, the Bourbon 

Ckamber* in C — r— It— n House— Enter the P 1 

R — 6 — T solas.— After a few broken sentences, he thus 



Away — away — 
Thoa haaat St my fancy so, thou devilisli Rook ! 
I meet ihec — trace thee, wheresoe'er I look. 
I sec thy damned ink in Eld — n's brows — 
I see thj foolscap on my U — srr — d's Spouse — 
V — MS — rr's head recals thy leathern case, 
And all thy Uank-UaveM stare from R— d— a's f.ire! 
While, turning here [lajring his hand on his heart] I 

fiud, ah wretched elf ! 
Thy list of dire Errata in myself. 

[ff^alkt Ae staye in considerable agitation.] 

Oh Roman Punch ! oh potent Curaroa ! 
Oh Mamchino ! llareschino oh ! 
Delicious drams ! why have you not the art 
To kill this gnawing Book-worm in my heart ? 

He is here interrupted in hU Soliloquy by perreivin(* 
some scribbled fragnienis of pap<'r on the groun<l, 
which he collects, and •■ by the light of tvio magniriceiit 
caodelabras* discovers the fulloniog unronoected wonis 
— « Wifi neglected* — * AeBook* — * Wrong Measures^ 
— • the Queen* — « Jfr Lambert* — <* Oie R — g — t.* 

Ha! treason in my House! — Curst words, tliat wither 
My princely soul [s^ih'n^ the papers violent//], vrliat 

Demon brought you liitlirr * 
*« My wife !» — « the Rook, » too!— stay— a nearer look — 

\HoUUng the fragments closrr to the Candelabras] 
Alas! too pbin, R, double O, K, liooK— 
k>eath and destruction ! 

He here rings all the bells, and a whole legion of 
Valets enter — A scene of cursing and swearing (very 
much in the German style) ensues, in the course of 
which messengers are dispatt-bi'd, in different direc- 
tions, for the L— «D Cm — hc— ll — a, the D— a of 
C — a — L — D, etc. etc. — The iuterinetliale time is filled 
np by another Soliloquy, at ihe conrlusion of which 
the aforesaid Personages rush on alarmed — the I) — u 
with his stays only halMaccd, and the Ca— no— llob 
with his wig thrown hastily over an old red uight-cap, 



I a ■y »l *rU— Boak, is th« i6th Crniarr. wbkb wapUirMl 
•11 tkm trntiemtrviomj m( tb* Learned of ihal day— E««ry aoatpohe 
of il ; iMay wrMv afaisM it ; ihavgh il doca aoi appetr ikat any body 
bad rv«r««ca It; a»4 inJard GrotiBa i« aC opiaion ib«t ao tucb booh 
•var aaiucd. Il wm aaiitlad ■ Lib«r dr tnb«« iaipo«ii>rib«a.> (Aaa 
MorHoT. Cap. da Ubria daaaaiia.)— Oar aorc modrrn aivaicry of 
• Una Boak • rcaaablaa tbi« ia aiaaj parikalart: and, if ib« nMHiliar 
•t Lawyara taiplo|ad ia draving il ap ba alalcd c«»rr«ctly. a tlifbt 
alwraiioa of tba titia iata ■ m irlba* impeaieribo* • aaald prodaca a 
c«M(id*aca alio(#ihar vary fvaarhabla. 

* TW ChaMWr, 1 iapp«««, »bi>b «aa prepared far iba receptioa of 
tlw Brnvbost at iba 6r«l Grand Wh; and wbub «at ornaaaaaird (all 
a for the Oalirerancr nf Earope«) «ilb^nir# Jt Ijt. 



a to maintain the becoming splendour of his ofiice.i** 
The R — G— T produces the appalling fragments, upon 
mhii'b the Ci — nc— ll— a breaks out into exclamations 
of loyalty and tenderness, and relates the following 
|>ortentous dream : — 

T is scarcely two hours since 

I had a fearful dream of thee, my P iI— 

Methouglit I heard thee, midst a courtly crowd. 

Say from thy throne of gold, in mandate loud, 

a Worship my whiskers!* — [weeps] not a knee was 

there 
But bent and wor^hipp'd the Illustrious Pair 
That curl'd in conscious majesty ! [pulls out his hand- 
kerchief ]—yii\i{\r cries 
Of a Whiskers ! whiskers !» bliook the echoing skies! — 
Just in that glorious hour, methought, there came, 
With looks of injured pride, a Princely Dame, 
Ami a young niuideo clinging to her side. 
As if she feared some tyrant would divide 
The lieart<i that nature and affr^'tion tied ! 
The Matron came — within her right hand glow'd 
A radiant torch ; while from lier left a load 
Of Papers hung — [wipes his eyts] — i*ollected in her veil — 
The venal evidence, the slanderous tale. 
The woumling hint, the current lies that pass 
From Post to Courier, form'd the motley mass; 
Which, witli disdain, before the Throne )*he throws. 
And lights tiic Pile lM>nealh ihy princely nose. 

[If'eeps.] 
nea>eos, how it blazed! — I'd ask no livelier fire 
[u'if/i aniiNfition] To roast a PapLiI hy, my gracious Sire! — 
Rul ah ! the E^iileiice — [weeps again] I mourn'd to see— 
Ciki, ah it buru'd, a deadly light on thee! 
And Tales and Hints tlirir random sparkles Hung, 
And hiss'd and crackled like an old maid's tongue ; 
While Post and Courier, ^ithful to their fame. 
Made up in stink for wlut they lack'd in flame ! 
Whro, lo. ye GimIs! — the fire, ascending brisker, 
Now singes one, now lights the oOier whisker — 
.\h! where was then the Sylphid, lliat unfurls 
Her fairy standard in defence of curls? 
Throne, Whiskers, Wig. soon vanish'd into smoke, 
The wau'hmau cried « past One,i* and — 1 awoke. 

Here his Lordship weeps more profusely than ever, 
and the R — g — r (who lias l>een very much agitated 
during the recital of the dream) , by a movement as 
cliaracterislic as tliat of Charles XII. when he ms sliot, 
claps his hands to his whii^kers to feel if all be really 
safe. A Pri>y Council is held — all the Servants, etc. are 
examined, and it appears that a Tailor, who had come 
to measure the R— g — t for a Dress (which takes three 
whole pages of the best superfine ch'n^iuint in describ- 
ing; , was the only person who luiil been in the Rourbon 
Cliambcr during ilie day. It is, accordingly, determined 
to seize the Tailor, and the Council breaks up with a 
unanimous resolution to be vigorous. 

The commencement of the Second Act tunu chiefly 
upon the Trial and Imprisonment of two Rrothers — but 
as tills forms the under plot of the Drama, I shall content 
myself with extracting from it the following speech, 

t » To enable the iodiridnal, wbo bold* iba afnre of Cbaartllar. to 
■ijiauin it in becoaaing •plendenr.s (^ Itud tmmfk.) 

Ltnt rmiHtrtmyk't Spetck mpcm lAa t'lCt'Ckmmttiitr's till. 
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which it addreued to die two brothers, as they «ezeuiit 
severally* to Prison: 

Ck> to your prisons — though the air of Spring 

No mountain coolness to your cheeks shall bring; 

Though summer flowers shall pass unseen away , 

And all your portion of the glorious day 

May be some solitary beam that falls, 

At mom or eve, upon your dreary walls — 

Some beam that enters, trembling as if awed , 

To tell how gay the young world laughs abroad ! 

Yet go — for thoughts, as blessed as the air 

Of Spring or summer flowers, await you there ; 

Thoughts, tuch as He, who feasts his courtly crew 

In rich conservatories, never knew ! 

Pure self-esteem — the smiles that light within — 

The Zeal, whose circling charities begin 

With the few loved-ones Heaven has placed it near, 

Nor cease, till all Mankind are in its sphere! — 

The Pride, that suffers without vaunt or plea. 

And the fresh Spirit, that can warble free, 

Throuf^ prison-bars, its hymn to Liberty ! 

The Scene next changes to a Tailor s Work-shop, and 
a fiincifully-arranged group of these Artists is discovered 
upon the Shop-board — Their task evidently of a royal 
nature, from the profusion of gold-lace, frogs, etc. that 
lie about — They all rise and come forward, while one 
of them sings the following Stanias, to the tune of 
« Derry Down.* 

My brave brother Tailors, come, straighten your knees, 
For a moment, like gentlemen, stand up at ease. 

While I sing of our P a (and a fig for his railers), 

The Shop-board's delight ! the Maecenas of Tailors! 
Derry down, down, down derry down. 

Some roonarchs take roundabout ways into note, 
But His short cut to feme is — the cut of his coat; 
Philip's Son thought the World was too small for his 

Soul, 
While our R — a — t's finds room in a laced button-hole! 

Derry down, etc. 



Look through all Europe's Kings — at least, those who go 

loose — 
Not a King of them all's such a friend to the Goose. 
So, God keep him increasing in size and renown. 
Still the fattest and best-fitted P — i about town! 

Derry down, etc. 

During the a Derry downs of this last verse, a mes- 
senger from the S — c — t — y of S — r^c's Office rushes 
on, and the singer (who, luckily for the effect of the 
scene, is the very Tailor suspected of the mytterions 
fragments) is interrupted in the midst of his laudatory 
exertions, and hurried away, to the no small surproe 
and consternation of his comrades. The Plot now has- 
tens rapidly in its development — the management of 
the Tailor's examination is highly skilful, and the alarm 
which he is made to betray is natural without l>ebg 
ludicrous. The exphmation, too, which he finally gives, 
is not more simple than satisfactory. It appears that the 
said fragments formed part of a self-exculpatory note, 

which he had intended to send to Colonel M*M n 

upon subjects purely professional, and the corre^iondiog 
bits (which still lie luckily in his pocket) being pro- 
duced, and skilfully laid beside the others, the following 
billet-doux is the satisfactory result of their juxta posi- 
tion: 

« 

Honour d Colonel — my Wipi, who's the Qubbm of all 

slatterns, 
NiGLXCTiD lo put up THK BooK of ucw Patterns. 
She sent the waoNO Miasdxis too— shamefully wrong— 
They're the same used for poor Mr Lambxxt, when young ; 
But, bless you ! they wouldn't go half round the R — o — ^r. 
So, hope you'll excuse your's till death, most obedient. 

This fully explains the whole mystery — the R-— c — t 
resumes his wonted smiles, and the Drama terminates, 
as usual, to the satisfaction of all parties. 



^t)e dfulroe dfamili? in ^avin. 



t^ t.«gC< delU Matrhera ricfaicdono cbc ooa pcnona matcberau son 
•ia ulauu p«r bob* dm aao ch* la ceaote* aulfnilo il aao travmii- 
ntiuo. CAir.aiioiK. 



PREFACE. 



In what manner the following Epistles came into my 
hands, il is not necessary for the public to know. It will 
be seen by Mr Fudgx s Second Letter, that he is one of 
those genUemen whose Secret Services in Ireland, under 

the mild ministry of my Lord C '■ — gu, have been so 

amply and gratefully remunerated. Like his friend and 
associate, Thomas Rktnolds, Esq. he had retired upon 
the reward of his honest industry; but has lately been 
induced to appear again in active life, and superintend 
the training of that Delatorian Coliort, which Lord 



S — DM — TH , in his wisdom and benevolence, hat oifi 
nixed. 

Whether Mr Fudgx, himself, has yec made any da 
coveries, does not appear from the foUowing pagn,— 
but much may be expected from a person of hit leal ai 

sagacity, and, indeed, to him. Lord S— dm tb, mi 

tiie Greenland-bound ships, the eyes of aU lovars d 
di$eoveries are now most anxiomly directed. 

I regret that I have been obliged to omit Mr lbs 
FuDGx's Third Letter, coucluding the adventuras of lii 
Day, with the Dinner, Opera, etc. etc, — but, io e«^ 
quence of some remarks upon Marinette's thin drapaiy, 
which, it was thought, might give offence to 
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wrU-mraoiog p(prwMM, the maDmcripi was sent l»ack 
Co Pari* for liis revihioo, and lud oot returortl wliru 
lli^ UiiC shc«t wa« put to pmt. 

It will not, I hope, bo tbou);ht preMimptnnu«. if I takr 
tfau opportnoity of complaioing of a \ery soriouK in- 
justice 1 have Mifferr<l from the public. Dr ki^i. mroii* 
a trcatne to prove that Resitliy « va^ not the aiithfir of 
hi* own book,* and a similar abuinlity ha« brenassertnl 
of me,* in almost all the br«t ioformrd literary rinU*^. 
With the name of the real author Ktarini; them in the 
bee, they buve yet persiMed in allributint; my w(»rk.s to 
other people; and the hme of the Twopenny Poftt-Ra(',— 
such as it is— hanng hovered doubtfully over variouh 
persons, lias at last settled upon llie hejd of a certain 
little gentleman, vho wear% it. 1 under»t-ind, a« cnni- 
plaeently as if it actually l»eloDged to liini ; without 
even the honesty of avowing, with his own fa\auntr 
author (he will excuse ilie puny 

£7* I* 'O MOPOZ <tf9tc 

I can only add, that if any bdy or gentleman, curious 
in soch matters, will take tlie tn»uble <»f calling at niy 
lodgings, 245, Piccadilly, I shall have the honour of .-in- 
suring them, in jnropria ptrsona, that 1 am — his, 01 
her. 

Very obedient and very himible servant, 

THOMAS BROWN, TIIK YtU'.VCER 
yipril, 17, 1818. 



THE 
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LKTTEU I. 

FEOM MISS RIDDY FUDGR Tl> MIS& l>ORurilT , 

or CLONi»KILTY, in 1REL4NIK 

J miens. 
Da A a Doll, while tlietaiUof our horses are plaiting, 

The trunks tyin]* on, .ind VA\Kt, at the door, 
lotn very b.idFreuch i«, as u^ual, Ir.iiiol.iling 

llis Eugliftli rrsoUe not to (;i\o n \ou more, 
I «it down to write you a lim — only tliiuk! — 
A letter from France, with Frrn« li pens and French ink, 
flow deligblful! ibougli, wouhl you l>«li«'Vf> it. my dear? 
I liave ^eeu nothing yet very woudrrful here ; 
No adventure, no sentiment, far as wc 've come, 
But the corn-fields ami treeit quite as dull as at home ; 
And, but for the post-boy, his hootft and his queue, 
I mifi>[it just as well be at Clonskilty with you ! 
f n vain, at Desjieim's, did I lakr from my trunk 
Tliat di>ine fello^» , Si kb?ie, and fall reading xThe XI ouk ! > 
la vain did 1 think of his chaniiiiig dead .\m. 
And remember the crust and the wallet — alas! 
No monks can be bad now for love or for monev 
(All owing. Pa says, to that infidrl IVoxky) ; 
And, though one little Neddy wc *^va in our drive 
Out of classical Nampont, the beast wan alive' 

IW tlie bye, though, at Calais, Papa had a touch 
Of romance on the pier, which affected me much. 



At the sight of that sfH»t, where our darling ••••••• 

S't the tir-^t of his own dear legitimate feet • 
' Modelld out so exarilv, nu*!— (•imI blevs the mark! — 
Ti* a fool. IVdly, worthy so I'.rund .\ .M "•• tjiie), 
lli-exrlaim d wOh mou U** I» and, with tear-iiroppingeye, 
SuukI to i\.\if on the spot — vkhil** *ome J.icohin.nigh, 
. Mutti-rd out v^iih ,1 shrug 'what .in insolent thing!) 
■' Ma foi. he Im* ri;»lit— 'tis de Knglishman's K "g; 
And dat qrot pied de rochon — iMfjar, me vil sav, 
Pat de fiMtt look mosh hetti-r, if tuni'd to<1erwav.t* 
There "s tin- pillar, too — I^rd I I had nearly forgot — 
What a t harming idea ! — raisi-d clos** to the spot; 
The mmic heioj; now 'as you've heant. I suppose) 
To built! tombs ov«t Iq;*, » and raise pillars to toes. 

This \s all that s orcurr'd sentimental as yet ; 
t i;x«Tpi, i!nli'»-d. SOUK- liiti- tloWfr-nympliA we 've met, 
I H'ho disiurli one's rc»maiic<' «iih |>ecuniary views, 
! riingiu(i fli>\v( rs iu vour pith, au«l then bawUng furums! 
I And some pictiire^ue lM>(;gars, whose multitudes seem 
j To rrcal the gixnl days of the ancien reijime, 
\ All as ragged and brisk, you'll In- happy to learu, 
' And as thin, as they were in the time of ilear Stbrxb. 

: Our party consists, in a neat Cilaisjob, 

<»f Pa|M aud myself, Mr Co^^onand Boi. 
I You remrmlHT how shrepish Ros look'd at Kilrandy, 
, Ihit Lord' he 'si|uile alter d — thf-y've made himaDindy 
A thing, you kn<»w, whisker d, gre.it-roated, and laced. 
l.ikeanhour-glaHS, t-xreedinjly small in the waist: 
Ouile a new sort of creatnn s, unknown yet to scholars. 
With heads so immovealijy stuck in shirt-coUarn, 
That MMis like our musii;-<>iool> soon must Im.> found them. 
To t«irl, vtlieii I lie creatures may wisli to look round 

thrin ! 
In short, dear. <• a l>andv» ilj-scrihes what I mean, 
Aud Bon 'ii far thi> bi-st of the genus I 've seen : 
.Vn improving young man, fond of learning, arobitioin. 
And go«-s now t^ Paris to ^tudy FreiK'h dislies, 
Whosenaiuis— think, how quiek!— be already knows pat, 
.i la hroiw, petits ptites, and — what dye call that 
They iailirt oniH»tal<M-s? oh! mtiitre dltntrl — 
I assure you. <lear Doi.i.y, hf knows them as well 
As if nothiu|; hut thr«o all his life he bait ate. 
Though a hit of them Bohry has never tfuieh'd yet; 
But just knows the names of rnwuh dish«>> aud rooks, 
.Vs dear Pa knows tiie titles f»f authors and Inniks. 

As to Pa. what d'ye think? — mind it's all eriCrc nous. 
But vou know, love, I never k«i'p se<Tet.s from you— 
Why he's writing a bo<ik — what! a tale? a romance? 
No, yetiiids, would it were ! — but his Travels iu France ; 
.\t the s|»eri;il deNire (he let out t* other day) 
Of his friend .uid his patron, my Lord C — stl— ■— ai. 
Who said, .« My «lear Ft ooe >» I forget th' exact 

wonis, 
.Vnd, it's strange, no one ever remembers my Lord's; 
But 'tmas something to say, tluit, as all must allow, 
A good orthodox work is much wanting just now. 
To expouiyl to the world the new — thinguromie — 

s<ii-ni'e, 
Found out ity ihi — what's-its-name — Holy A**"*ce, 

' T.. ,oii.in<-in..cat.- ill.- Ijndin;; ..f ♦•••" from EngUnJ. thr 

ini|irr*ii<*ii ff In* |ti-<( •• m ii Vt4 <>n ibr pier at Cilait, <inJ ■ |iilljr «itli 
jii ia«>rip|ii>ii ijimiI oppntili- to lUa tpol. 

- C.'>|jii It jamki- J^, cti. r|< . 

lit 
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And prove to mankind that their rights are but folly, 
Tiieir freedom a joke (vliich it is, yuu know, Dollt) ; 
M There's none,» said his Lordship, « if / may be judge. 
Half so fit for tliis great undertaking as Fudge !» 

The matter s soon settled — Pa flies to •Hie Row 
{Tliejirst stage your tourists now usually go). 
Settles ail for his quarto — advertisements, praises — 
Starts post from the door, with his tablets — French 

phrases — 
« Scott's Visit,» of course — in short, every thing /i« has 
An author can want, except words and ideas: — 
And, lo ! the first thing in the spring of the year. 
Is PuiL. Fudge at the front of a Quarto, my dear! 

Out, bless me, my paper 's near out, so I 'd better 
Draw fast to a close: — this exceeding long letter 
You owe to a dejeHner a In Fourchette^ 
Which Bobby would liave, and is hard at it yet. — 
What 's next 7 oh, the tutor, the last of the party. 
Young CoNNoi: — they say he's so like Bon"*'tb, 
His nose and his chin, — which Papa rather dreads. 
As the ir^**NS, youlinow, are suppressing all heads 
That resemble old Nap's, and who knows but their ho- 
nours 
Hay think, in their fright, of suppressingpoorCoffNoa's? 
Au reste (as we say), the young lad 's well enough, 
Only talks much of Athens, Rome, virtue, and stuff; 
A third cousin of ours, by the way — poor as Job 

(Though of royal descent by the side of Mamma), 
And for charity made private tutor to Bob — 

Entre nouSf too, a Papist — how liberal of Pa! 

This is all, dear, — forgive me for breaking off thus; 
But Bob's dejeiiners done, and Papa 's in a fuss. 

B. F. 
P. S. 
How provoking of Pa ! he will not let me stop 
Just to run in and rummage some milliner's shop ; 
And my debut in Paris, I blush to think on it. 
Must now, Doll, be made in a hideous low bonnet. 
But Paris, dear Paris — oh, tfiere will be joy. 
And romance, amd high bonnets, and Madame le Roi !' 



LETTER II. 

VBOM PHIL. PUDGE, ESQ. TO THE LOBD VISCOUNT 
C H. 

Paris, 
At length, my Lord, I have the bliss 
To date to you a line from this 
u Demoralizedn metropolis; 
Where, by plebeians low and scurvy, 
The throne was tum'd quite topsy-turvy, 
And Kingship, tumbled from its seat, 
« Stood prostrate» at the people's feet; 
Where (still to use your Lordship's tropes) 
The level of obedience slopes 
Upward and downward, as the stream 
Of hydra faction kicks Ae beam ." 

* A cclclmtcd maBtua-makFr ia Pari*. 

* Thit ncdlcoi imiiation of ihe noble Lord's alylc sbovtliow deeply 
Mr Fudge mutt have tiodlcd bi* |;rrat origiaal. Iriab oratory, ia> 
deed, aboniida with aucb •Urtling pcra|iariiict. That the eloqacnt 

CoaoMllor B , ia dc«cribta|; tome hypocritical pretender to 

charily, aiid — • He pat bit band in hit brfecbe«-pockei< like • croco- 
dile, and,* etc cic. 



Where the poor palace changes masters 

Quicker than a snake its skin. 
And •*•*' is rolled out on castors 

While **"*'s, borne on shoulders in: 
But where, in every change, no doubt, 

One special good your Lordship traces, — 
That 'tis the Kings alone turn out. 

The Ministers still keep their places. 

How oft, dear Viscount C gb, 

I've thought of thee upon the way, 
As in my job (what place could be 
More apt to wake a thought of thee?) 
Or, oflencr far, when gravely sitting 
Upon my dickey (as is fitting 
For him who writes a Tour, that he 
May more of men and manners see), 
I've thought of thee and of thy glories. 
Thou guest of Kings, and King of Tories! 
Reflecting how thy fame has grown 

And spread, beyond man's usual share. 
At home, abroad, till thou art known, 

Like Major Semplb, every where! 
And marvelling with what powers of breatli 
Your Lordship, having speech'd to death 
Some hundreds of your fellow-men, 
Next speecli'd to Sovereigns' ears, — and when 
All sovereigns else were dozed, at last 
Speech'd down the Sovereign ' of Belfast. 
Oh ! 'mid the praises and the trophies 
Thou gainst from Morosophs and Sophit, 
'Mid all the tributes to thy fame, 

There's one thou sliouldst be chiefly pleased at- 
That Ireland gives her snuff thy name, 

And C go's the thing now sneezed at! 

Out hold, my pen ! — a truce to praising — 

Though even your Lordship will allow 
The theme's temptations are amadng ; 

But time and ink run short, and now 
(As thou woufd'st say, my guide and teacher 

In these gay mctaphoric fringes), 
I must embark into theyeatitre 

On which this letter chiefly hinges ; — ' 
My Book, the Book that is to prove— 
And will, so help ye Sprites above. 
That sit on clouds, as grave as judges. 
Watching the labours of the Fudges! — 
Will prove that all the world, at present. 
Is in a state extremely pleasant : 
Tliat Europe — thanks to royal swords 

And bayonets, and the Duke commanding— 
Enjoys a peace which, like the Lord's, . 

Passelh all human understanding : 
That F"'ce prefers her go-cart '*•• 

To such a coward scamp as '*"• — 
Though round, with each a leading-string. 

There standeth many a R*y*l crony, 



* The title or the chief magiitrate of Bclfaat, bcfor* «] 
•hip (with the • ttudiiua immanc loquendi • aitribotcd by Ovid MlkM 
chitleriDg and rapaciou* data of bird*, the pica) delivered naadrybit 
aud •clf-graiulatory oration*, on bia return fron tho Gonuaeac. k 
waa at one ot thrae Irtah dinncra ibnl hi* gallnmt broiber l,oed &. ft- 
poied the bcalib of •The beat cavalry oflicer ia Europ«— .|b« R«m«:* 

' Verbatim from onr of the noble Viacount'a apcccben— .• Aad ni>> 
Sir, I ma*! embark into ibe featorc on whiib tbto aacadoa 
bingci.* 
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ter the chubby, toit^riof thing 
otdd lall, if left Uirre lonty-poney : 
Eoglaiid, too, the more her debu, 
more ibe xpeods, the richer gcti ; 
that the Irish, (p^tefal naiioo ! 
■neober vhen by lAee reigii'd over, 
bleu thee for their flagelbiion, 
HiLoiSA did her lover! > 
Poland, left for Rutaia's lum-h, 
oa the ude-board, snug reposes; 
e Saxony s as pleased as Punch, 
d Norway « on a bed of ntM% !» 
aa for some few million muIs, 
uiafierr'd by contract, bless the clods ! 
If were strangled— Spaniards, Poles, 
d Frenchmen— t wouldn't make much odds» 
trope's goodly Royal ones 
sy on their sacred thrones ; 
BoiR AMD embroiders giiily, 
*"* eau his talmi* daUy ; 
ne is left to Emperor Satidy 
half Cnar and -half Dandy ; 

I GB the R — o — T fwlio'd forget 

loaghtiesi chieftain of the %t-tl) 
wherewithal for trinkets new, 
dragons, after Chinrse niotlrU, 
hambers where Duke llo and Soo 
ht come and nine times knock their noddles!— 
ia my Quarto *11 prove — much more 
Quarto ever proved before — 
toning with the Post I'll vie, 
:ta tlie Courier sliall supply, 
kes V— as— T, P— le my scnv, 
lou, tweet Lord, my ehM]ucocc! 

umal, penn'd by fits and staru, 
Biddy's back or Bobby's idioulder 
>n, my Lord, a youth of parts, 
9 longs to be a small pljce-holdcr), 
oogh I say't that should n't say — 
nely good ; and, by tlie way, 
iract from it — only one — 
w its spirit, and I 've done. 

hirty-firU. Went, after snack, 
he catliedral of St. Denny; 
o'er the kiogn of ages back, 
— gave the old concierge a penny ! 
— Must see Meiau, mu<>h famed, tis said, 
aking kings and gingerbread.) 
Mwn the tomb where by, so sUtely, 
! B«"bon, buried Uiely, 
high and puissant, we were told, 
h only twenty-four hours old!^ 
his, tliought I, ye jacobins; 
tletU tremble in your skins ! 
Ity, but aged a day, 
ast such high and puisunt sw.iy, 
impious hand its power would fix, 
dged and wigg'd, < at lifty-«ix?n 

Mr LfMt«T». 

IIoMF-B, Odyss. 3. 
ncribrd o« lb« c*fE« : • irW-baai* «l puiMtatc Priar*«M, 
ij*ar.« 
« i« • faiacw »•* bcw^Ui ia ihn poruail ttt Rayaliy, whUk 



J».F. 



The argument 's quite new , you see, 
And proves exactly O. E. I).— 
So now. with duty to the R— g— t, 
I am, dear Lord, 

Your most obedient, 

Botel Breteuil, Rne RivoU, 
.Neat lodgings— rather dear for me; 
I But Riddy said she thought 't would look 
r.enteeler tliu^ to date mv book. 
.\nd Biddy 's right— beftide«, it curries 
Si\tne favour with our friends at Murray's, 
Who «corn what auy man can say, 
Tliat dates from Rue St. llonort'. * 



LETTKR III. 

raOM MB. BOB rUDGB TU BICUABD , EAQ. 

O Dick! you may talk of your writing ami reading, 
Your logic and(>reek. but rtiere 's nothing like feeding; 
.\nd this is the place fur it, Dirky, you dog, 
nf all places on earth — the head quarters of pn»g 
T.ilk of England.— her famc<l Magna Cliarta, I xwcar, is 
A liumbtig, a Hum, to the (^rte> nt olil Very'it; 
Ami a'^ for your Juriis — who woulit not set o'er 'em 
A jury of tasters,' with wo<Mlrork<s before 'em? 
(^ive Cartwrighl his parliaments fre«h every year — 
But those frieiuUof j/iort Commons would ne>er do here; 
.\nd let Romilly xpeak as he ^ill on the question. 
No digest of law 's like the l.iws of digestion! 

By the bye, Dick, / fatten— but n'importe for tliat, 
'T \* the rumIc — your legitimatt^ nlways get fat; 
There 's the R— «— t, tJiere 's*"*'»— and B'a'y tried too. 
But, though M>mewhat imperial iu paunch, 't wouldn't do: 
lie impro>ed, indeed, much in thi< point when he wed. 
But lie ne'er grew right r'y'Uy fist in the head. 

Dick, Dick, what a place is this Parik!— but stay — 
As my raptures may bore you, T 'II jiist sketch a day. 
As we puss it, myself and nome comrades I 've got. 
All thorough-bred Gnostics^ who know what is what. 

After dreaming some hours of the land of Cocaigne ,4 

That Elysium of all tliat 'mfriand and nice. 
Where for hail they liave bons-bons^ and claret for rain, 

And the skaiters in winter show off on creawHcc; 
Where so ready all nature its cookery yields, 
Macaroni au parmesan grows in tlie fields ; 
Little binls tly about with the true pheasant taint. 
And the geese are all born with a liver complaint!^ 

ntaiad* at of wlut Pliay ■•;•, ia tpMAiaf of Trajta'a great qaaliiin: 
— • noaa* longr Uu^tu Priaciprm o»t«Blaal>» 

< Sef ikc Qa^nerly Rvviaw for May. 1816. wbarc MrHobhnaM U 
aac a aad of having wriilaa hia lK>oh • ia a back atraat af iba Praach 
capiul.a 

> Tbe UII of Parv.— Vjry, a mcII4no«a Rcauaraiaar. 

* Mr Bob allaiin pariirul^rly. ! prr«uaiv, lo the faaioaa Jary iM^na- 
Uiear. abirh uacd to a«*«mM« at vh«> llolrl of M. CriaMd dc U Itry 
aWrt. aad of abicb ibia modrrn Archtatraiua baa fiv^a aa accoaat ia 
bia Ainaaarh dr« (i«araia«d«, cinquiVmi* ann^c. |i. ^8. 

* Tfar fiiry-laad of rowhrry and fonrwt^nttite : ■ Paya, ou la cial 
ofTrr Ira TianJra toaica ruitea, ct ou. (nmnti* om partr. In aluacttn 
lombrni lotttca ratiaa. Dn l.alia, ro<|arrc.«— D4Ca«f. 

■ Tbr procaaa by wbkb tba lirrr of tbc aarorinnaic gooa«i«valar,;cd, 
ia order to produra that ricfiaat of all daiatin. tba /ai« ^r«f, of abb li 
i«ch rrauaaad ftdlh arc Mad* a| Suaaboaq> aad Toaloaae, ia tb»a 
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I rue — put on neck-cloUi — stiff, ti(;Ut as can be — 
For, a lad who goes into Ae worldy Dick, like mc. 
Should have his neck tied up, you know — there's no 

doubt of it — 
Almost as tight as some lads who go out of it. 
With whiskers well oil'd, and irith boots that « hold up 
The mirror to n<iture» — so bright you could sup 
Off the leather like china; with coat, too, that draws 
On the tailor, who suffers, a martyr's applause ! — 
With head bridled up, like a four-in-hand leader. 
And stays^-devil 's in them — too tight for a feeder, 
I strut to the old Cu^ Hardy, wliich yet 
Beats the field at a dejeAner a la fourchette. 
There, Dick, what a breakfast! — oli, not like your ghost 
Of a breakfast in England, your curst tea and toast; 
But a side-board, you dog, where one 's eye roves about, 
Like a Turk's in the Haram , and thence singles out 
One's pate of larks, just to tunie up the throat. 
One's small limbs of chickeus, done en papillote, 
One's erudite cutlets, dresi all ways but plain. 
Or one's kidneys — imagiuc, Dick — done with cham- 
pagne! 
Then some glasses of JBeaune, to dilute — or, mayhap, 
Cliamhertiny^ which you know *s the pet tipple of Nap, 
And which Dad, by the by, tliat legitimate stickler. 
Much scruples to taste, but /' m not so partic'lar. — 
Your- coffee comes next, by prescription; and then, 

Dick, 's 
The coffee's ne'er-ailing and glorious appendix — 
(If books had but such, my old Grecian, depend on 't 
I 'd swallow even W — tk — n's, for sake of the end 

on t)— 
A neat glass of parfait-amour, which one sips . 
Just as if bottled velvet' tipp'd over one's lips! 
This repast being ended, and paid for — (how odd! 
TiU a man 's used to paying there 's something so 
queer in 't) — 
The sun novr well out, and the girls all abroad, 

And the world enough air'd for us. Nobs, to appear in't, 
W^e lounge up the Boulevards, where — oh Dick, the 

phizzcs. 
The turn-outs, we meet — what a nation of quizzes! 
Here toddles along some old figure of fun. 
With a coat you might date Anno Domini One; 
A laced hat, worsted stockings, and — noble old soul!— - 
A fine ribbon and cross in his best button-hole; 
Just such as our I*b — t, who nor reason nor fun dreads, 
Inflicts, without even a court-martial, on hundreds.^ 
Here trips a grisette^ with a fond, roguish eye 
(Rather eatable things these grisettes by the by) ; 
And there an old demoiselle^ almost as fond. 
In a silk that has stood since the time of the Fronde. 
There goes a French dandy — ah, Dick! unlike some ones 
We 've seen about White's— the Mounseers are but rum 

ones; 
Such hats! — fit for monkeys — I M back Mrs Draper 
To cut neater weather-boards out of brown paper: 

detcribed ia the Comrt Gattronomiijue i — • Oa deplume I'Mloasac dea 
oirti oo ailaclie enaaiie c« animanx aax rhenett d*uat chemiBie, et 
OQ let nourrii dcTaai le (ta. La captivite ci U rlialour donarnt k cea 
rolalilea ooe maiadie hepaliqiir. qui fait gooflrr leur foic,a etc. p. ao6. 

* TIm fkvourite wine of Napoleon. 

* Felours en bouteillt. 

* It waa aaid by Wirquefort, more than a hundred yaar* ago, • Le 
Roi d'Aagleterrr fait teul plua d« ehevalicra que ton* Ita aatrM Rail de 
U Chratiaati aaacmblt.*— What wooid ha aaj now! 



And coats — how I wish, if it would n't distress 'em. 
They 'd club for old B—m— l, from Calais to dres* 'em ! 
The coU.ir flicks out from the neck such a space. 

That you 'd swear 't was tlic plan of this head-lopping 
nation. 
To leave there behind them a snug little place 

For the he.id to drop into, on decapitation ! 
In short, what with mountebanks. Counts, and friseurs, 
Some mummers by trade, and the rest amateurs — 
What with captains in new jockey-boots and s'dk 
breeches. 

Old dustmen with swinging great opera-hats, 
And shoeblacks rccliuing by statues in niches. 

There never was seen such a race of Jack Sprats. 

From the Boulevards— but hearken! — yes — asi'm a 

sinner. 
The clock is just striking the half-hour for dinner: 
So no more at present — short time for adorning — 
My day must be fmish'd some other fine morning. 
Now, bey for old Iteauvilliers'* larder, my boy! 
And, once there, if the goddess of beauty and joy 
Were to write u Come and kiss me, dear Bob ! » I 'd not 

budge — 
Not a step, Dick, as sure as my name is 

R. Fudge. 

LETTER IV. 



1 



FROM PHELIM CONNOR TO 



« Return !» — no, never, while the witliering hand 
Of bigot power is on that hapless land; 
While for the faith my fathers held to God, 
Even in the fields where free those fathers trode 
I am proscribed, and — like the spot left bare 
In Israel's halls, to tell tlie proud and fair 
Amidst their mirth that slavery had been there—' 
Ou all 1 love. — home, parents, frieuds, — I trace 
The mournful mark of bondage and disgrace ! 
No! — let tliem stay, who in their country's pangs 
Sec nouglit but food for factions and harangues; 
Who yearly kneel before their masters doors. 
And hawk their wrongs as beggars do their sores ; 
Still let your ^ • 

Still hope and suffer, all who can ! — but I, 
Who durst not hope, and cannot bear, must fly. 

But whither? — every where the scourge pursues — 
Turn where he will, the wretched wanderer views, 
In the bright, broken hopes of all his race. 
Countless reflexions of the oppressor's face! 
Every where gallant hearts, and spirits true, 
Are served up victims to the vile and few; 

while E , everywhere — the general foe 

Of truth and freedom, wheresoe'er they glow — 
Is first, when tyrants strike, to aid the blow! 



O E"""! could such poor revenge atone 

For wrongs that well might claim the deadliest one; 

* A celebrated Rralauraleur. 

* a Tbey ated to leave a yard aqnarc of the wall of the hooae aaplav 
lered. on vhith ibey write, ia large letter*, eiiher the rore>mentwa'rl 
▼erae of the Paalmitt (' If 1 forget ibec, O Jeru«alem,' etc.) ar the wordt 
— * The nemory of ibc dc«olaiioa.'« Leo of Modeni. 

> 1 bare tboaubl it prudent to omit aome paru of Mr Pbelin Coa- 
nor'a letter. He i» evidently 4n iniemperate yoang aaaa. aad hi* 
ataocialad with hi* canaiae, the Fadget, to very little purpoae. 
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Were it a veDgeaore, tmeti enougU to sate 
Tlic wfvtch wbo (lie* from tliy iotoleraot bate, 
To iMar liU curse*, on micIi barbaroiu tway, 
Erhoed vbere'cr lie bends his cbeerie« way; — 
Could tfiis oootcal him, every h{> h<* mret-i 
Teems for hijt veogeaucc with such poisonous svoets; 
Were thi$ hi^ luaury, ne%er i* thy name 
Pronounced, but he doth banquet on thy shame; 
Hears malediclioos ring from every side 
ITpon that (jnspiiig |>owcr, ih.il seltiidi pride. 
Which vauut^ iu own, and MOrnA all ri(;ht6 beside; 
That low and desperate envy which, to bla^it 
A neighl>our'sbleM(iu(;'«, ri^ks the few thouliast; — 
Tliat moii»lrr, self, too (;r»xs to be rnm-cird. 
Which ever lurks behind thy profffrd shield; 
Tliat faithless craft, which, iu thy hour of neetl, 
(^n court tlie tJave, can swear he nliall l>e froeil. 
Yrt basely «purn^ him, vhen thy point ik (pin'd, 
Back to his ma»tcr!i. ready (;<tt;i;'d and rhaiu'il! 
Worthy associate of titat band of kin(;s. 
That royal, raveniiij; (lock, whoi^e rami ire wings 
O'er sleeping Euro|>e Ire.icheroasly brooil. 
And fan her into dreants of pmniis<-d t;ood. 
Of hope, of freedom — but to dr.iin her bloo<i! 
If thus In hear thee branded be a bli^s 
That Tcngeance loven, there 's yet more sweet than this,- 
; That 'twas an Irish head, an Irish heart. 
Made thee the fallen and tamish'd thing thou art; 
That, as the Centaur > pive the infected vest, 
la which he died, to rack his conqueror's breast. 

We sent thee C gh : — as heaps of tiead 

Have slain their slayers by tlie p4>s( they spre.id. 
So hath our land breathed out — thv fame to dim. 
Thy strength to wa>te, and rot thee, soul and limit — 
Her worst infection^ all condensed in hiui! 



When will the world shake off sneh yokes! oh. when 
Will that redeeming day shine out on men. 
That shall behold them rise, erect ami free 
As Heaven and Nature meant mankind should be! 
When Reason sliall no lon|;er blindly l)0>» 
To the vile pagod things, that o'er her hrow. 
Like him of Jaghemaut, dri\e trampling now; 
Nor Conque.st dare to desolate Cod s earih ; 
Nor drunken Victory, with a Nero's mirth. 
Strike her lewd harp amidst a people's groans; — 
Hut, built on love, the world's exalted thrones 
Sliall to the virtuous and the wise be given — 
Those bright, those sole legitimates of (leaven ! 

When will this be? — or, oh ! is it in truth. 

But one of those sweet day-break dreams of youth. 

In which the Soul, as roimd her moniing springs, 

Twixt sleep and waking, sees such da7/ling things ! 

And must the hope, as vain as it is bright, 

lie all given up ? — and are they only right, 

Wbo say this world of thinking souls was made 

To be by kings parti tion'd, truck'd, and wcigh'd 

In scales that, ever since the world begun. 

Have counted milliuns but as dust to one? 

Are they the only wise, who laugh to scorn 

Tlie rights, the freedom to which man was born; 

^ Membra «i Herculeo* loroc 
ill*, ill* victor rinciliif .— 5riier. Mtrtul. ORf 
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Who, proud to kist eaeh separate roil of )>ower, 
Rliiis, while he reigns the minion of the hour; 
Worship eaeh would-l»e (iod, that o'er them movet. 
And lake the thnnderini; of hi% brass for Jove's! 
If t/u'f b4> \^isd(»m, then i'.irewell, my books, 
r.irewrll. ye shriu4*sof «ild, ye clasftic brooks. 
Which fed my soul with currents pure and fair, 
Of lining triiili. thut now must ktagnale there' — 
Insteatl of themes lint toueh the lyre with light. 
Instead of (ireeee, and her immortal light 
For Liberty, vtliieh onrr awaked my strings. 
Welcome the Crand Conspir.H'y of Kings, 
Tlie High L'gil"ates. ilie Holy Uaud, 
Who. lM)l(ler e\eu th.in he of S|>arta's laikl, 
.\(;.iiust \%i:ole millions, p.uiliiig lo Ix* free. 
Would guard iIh* pass of right-liue tyranny! 
In>ie.id of him, the Athenian l>anl, wIiom' blade 
Had blood the onset which ids |H>n |M)urtray il. 
Welcome ..... 

. . • • . . 

And, 'stead of Arisiides — woe the dsy 

Such names hhould mingle I — welcome C — — gh! 

Here hrcak we off, at lliis unhallow'd name, 
like pri> s|s of old, when words ilt-onien'd came. 
My next -hall tell thee, bitterly sliall tell, 
Th<.ughl.what .... 

Thoiigliis that— eould patience hold — 'twere wiser far 
To leave »iill hid and burning where they are ! 



LEITER V. 

riOM MISS BIDDY fl IM;1 to M1»S DOROTHY . 

What a time since I wrote ! — I'm a s;ul naughty girl — 
Thouj^h. like a tee-totum, I'm all in a twirl. 
Yet even 'as you vkiiiily Mxy) a lee-totum 
lleiween all ils iwirU gi^e* a letter to note 'em. 
Mut. Lonl, surh a plaee ! and then, Dolly, my dresses, 
i My gowns, so di\ine! — there's no language expresses, 
I Kxrept just the two wonis •« superbe,» « niagnilique,M 
[ The liiiiiinings of that which I had home last week ! 
I It is call'd — I forget — h la — something which sounded 
I Like alitampnne — but, in truth, I'm confounded 
.\nd boiher'd, my dear, twixt that troublesome boy's 
;h4di's) cvtokery language, and Madame Lc Hoi's : 
What with lilletti of ro^es, and (illets of veal. 
Things garni with lace, and things <jarni with eel. 
One's hair and one's cutlets both en papillote^ 
And a thousand more things 1 shall ne'er have by rote, 
1 can scarce tell the difference, at least as to phrase, 
Between beef a la Psyche and curls a la braise. — 
But, in short, dear, I m trick'd out quile a lafrancnise, 
With my bonnet — so beautiful! — high up and poking. 
Like things that are put to keep chimneys from smoking. 

Where 5/1/t// I begin with the endless delights 
Of this Ldeu of milliners, monkeys, and sights — 
This dear hu>:y place, where there's nothing transacting. 
But dressing and dinnering, danciug and acting? 

Imprimis, the Opera — mercy, my ears! 

Brother Bobby's remark t'other night was a true one; 
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« This must be the music, m said he, « of the spears^ 

For I 'm curst if each note of it docs n't run through 
ooe!» 
Pa says (and you koov, love, his book's to make out 
*Twas the Jacobins brou^iht every mischief about) 
That this passion for roaring lias come in of late. 
Since the rabble all tried for a voice in the State. 
What a frightful idea, one's mind to o'erwhelm 1 

What a chorus, dear Dolly, would soon be let loose 
of it! 
If, when of age, every man in the realm 

Had a voice like old Lai's,* and chose to make use 
of it! 
No— never was known in this riotous sphere 
Such a breach of the peace as their singing, my dear. 
So bad too, you 'd swear that the God of both arts, ' 

Of Music and Phvsic, had taken a frolic 
For setting a loud fit of asthma u^ parts. 

And composing a fine rumbling base to a cholic ! 

But, the dancing — ah parlez moi^ Dolly, de qa — 
There, indeed, is a treat that charms all but Papa. 
Such beauty — such grace^-oh ye sylphs of romance ! 

Fly, fly to Titania, and ask her if she has 
One light-footed nymph in her train, that can dance 

Like divine Bigottini and sweet Fanny Bias ! 
Fanny Bias in Flora— dear creature! — you'd swear, 
When her delicate feet in the dance twinkle round. 
That her steps are of light, that her home is the air, 

And she only par complaisance touches the ground. 
And when Bigottini in Psyche dishevels 

Her black flowing hair, and by daemons is driven, 
Ob! who does not envy those rude little devils, 

That hold her and hug her, and keep her from 
Heaven ? 
Then, the music — so softly its cadences die,. 
So divinely — oh, Dolly! between yotl and I, 
It 's as well for my peace that there 's nobody nigh 
To make love to me then — you've a soul, and ran judge 
What a crisis 'twould be for your friend Biddy Fudge ! 

The next place (which B^bby has near lost his heart in) 
They call it the Play-house — I think — of Saint Martin ;> 
Quite charming — and very religious — what folly 
To say that the French are not pious, dear Dolly, 
When here one beholds, so correctly and rightly. 
The Testament tum'd into melo-drames nightly; 
And, doubtless, so fond tliey're of scriptural facts, 
They will soon get the PenUteucb up in five acts. 
Here Daniel, in pantomime,^ bids bold defiance 
To Nebuchadnezzar and all his stuffd lions. 
While pretty young Israelites dance rouud the Prophet, 
In very thin clothing, and but little of it ; — 

* The oldeu, moit ccltbniled, and mou noi«y of iht tiogen at ihe 
Preach 0pm. 

' The ThMirc de U Porte St Mania, whicb vat baill when ibc 
Opera-HoM* ia ibe Palaia Royal wat baraed dona, in 1781. — A few 
days after thit drcadfal fir*-, which laaied more than a we«k« and in 
whicb aareral peraona pcritbed. iha Pailt>aa eUgmmte* diaplayed flama- 
coloarcd drcaaca. acoalear fen de VOpinlu—Dulmmrt, Cttrioiitia d* 
Paris. 

> A piece very popular latt year, called • I>aniel, oo la Foiae aux 
Lioaa.« The followiau trcnc will give an idea of the daring •ublimity 
of iheac tcripiaral pantumimea. • Schi« ao.— La foamaiae detient aa 
berreaa de naagra aiaria. aa fond daqaal cat un gronpe de noagea ploa 
luminru«, ct au nilieu ' Jcbo*ah* aa centre d'aa ccrda dc rayona bril- 
Uat, qai aanonca la pr^aca de ritaracl.* 



Here B^grand,* who shines in f^iis scriptural path, 
As the lovely Susanna, without even a relic 

Of drapery round her, comes out of the bath 

In a manner that, Bob says, is quite Eve-angelic! 

But, in short, dear, 't would take me a month to recite 
All the exquisite places we 're at, day and night ; 
And, besides, ere I finish, I think you'll be glad 
Just to hear one delightful adventure I 'vc had. 

I^st night, at the Beaujon,' a place where — I doubt 
If I well can describe — there are cars, that set out 
From a lighted pavilion, high up in the air, 
And rattle yuu down, Doll — you hardly know where. 
These vehicles, mind me, in which you go through 
This delightfully dangerous journey, hold (ivo. 
Some cavalier asks, with humility, whether 

You'll venture down with him — you smile — 'tis a 
match; 
In an instant you're seated, and down both together 

Go thundering, as if you went post to old Scratch! ^ 
Well, it was but last night, as I stood and remark 'd 
On the looks and odd ways of the girls who embark'd. 
The impatience of some for the perilous flight. 
The force<l giggle of others, 'twixt pleasure and fright. 
That there came up — imagine, dear Doll, if you can — 
A fine sallow, sublime, sort of Werter-faced man. 
With mustachios that gave (what we read of so oft) 
The dear Corsair expression, half savage, half soft, 
As Hyaenas in love may be fancied to look, or 
A something between Abelard and old Blucher ! 
Up he came, Doll, to me, and uncovering his head, 
(Rather bald, but so warlike !) in bad English said, 
« Ah ! my dear — if Ma'mselie vil be so very good — 
Just for von little coursen — though I scarce understood 
What he wish'd me to do, I said, thank him, I would. 
Off we set — and, though 'faith, dear, I hardly knew 
whether 

My head or my heels were the uppermost then. 
For 'twas like heaven and earth, Dolly, coming to^ 
gether, — 

Yet, spite of the danger, we dared it again. 
And oh ! as I gazed on the features and air 

Of the man, who for me all this peril defied, 
I could fancy almost he and I were a pair 

Of unhappy young lovers, who thus, side by side. 
Were taking, instead of rope, pistol, or dagger, a 
Desperate dash down the ^Is of Niagara ! 

This achieved, through the gardens ^ wc saonter'd 
about. 
Saw the fire- works, exclaim'd « magnifiquela at each 
cracker. 
And when 't was all o'er, the dear man saw us out 
With the air, I will say, of a prince, to our^^cre. 



* Madame B'grand, a finely formed woman, who acta ia aSnaaaa 
and the Elder*,* ■ L'araonr ct la Folie,« etc. etc. 

* The Promenadea Airiennet, or French Moaataint. — See a d aa cri p 
tion of thia ainguUr and fjotauic pUca of amuaeaient, ia a paapbls, 
traly worthy of it, by F. F. Collerel, Midecin, Doctear 4* la PacoM 
de Paria. etc. etc. 

* According to Dr Coilarcl, the cara go at the rate of foity ^i gbt aiki 
an hour. 

* In the Cafi atuched to thcae gardens there are to be (at Dr Cat- 
terci inform* aa) ■ donrr nVgrra, irV«-alertea. qai contrafieraat, par 
r^bVne dc lenr peau avcc la teint dc li* ct dc roara da noa brllrs. L** 
glaret et Ira torlicu ■erria (>ar una main bion noire, frra davaatagc rca- 
tortir Talbitre dca braa arrondit de crlle»<i.*— P. aa. 
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Nov, bear me — this ttrangn* — it may be mere folly — 
Bat wko do you think we all think it it, DoUy ? 
Why, blcM you, no leu than the great King of Pnitsia, 
Who's here now incog. > — be, who made such a fiass, 

TOO 

RefDember, in London, with Uucher and Platoff, 
When Sal was near kissing old Mnrher s cravat ofF! 
Pa says he's come here to look after his money 
(Not uking things now as he used under Booey), 
Which suits with our friend, for Bob saw him, lie swore, 
Looking sharp to the silver received at the door. 
Besides, too, they say that hb grief for his Queen 
(Which was pbin in this sweet fellow's face to be seen) 
Requires such a stimulant dose as tlii< car is, 
Csed tbree times a day with young ladies in Paris. 
Some Doctor, indeed, has decbrrd tliat such grief 

Should — unless 't would to utter despairing its folly 
push — 
Fly to the Beanjon, and there seek relief 

By rattling, as Bob says, « like shot through a holly- 
bush.* 

I must now bid adieu — only think, DoUy, think 

If this should be the King — I have scarce slept a wink 

With imagining how it will sound in the papers. 

And how all the Misses my good luck will grudge. 
When they rend that Count Ruppin, to drive away va- 
pours. 

Has gone donn the Beanjon with Miss Biddy Fudge. 

Noia Bene. — Papa *s almost certain 't is he — 
For he knows the L*git**ate cut, and could see. 
In the way he went poiMDg, and manage<l to tower 
So erect in the car, the true Balance of Power. 



LETTER VL 

raoM piiL. roDei, isq. to iis brother tim 

rCDGB, ESQ RARRISTBS AT I^W. 

TocRS of the lath received just now — 
Thanks for the hint, my trusty brotlier! 

T is truly pleasing to see how 
We Fudges stand by one another. 

But never fear — I know my cliap, 

And he knows me, too— ver&um sap. 

My Lord and I are kindred spirits. 

Like in our ways as two youug ferrets; 

Botb fishion'd, as that supple race is. 

To twist into all sort of places ; — 

Creatures lengthy, lean, and hungering, 

Fond of blood and friirrotv-mongering. 

As to my Book in 9 1 , 

Call'd « Down with Kings, or, Who'd have thought it?* 
Bless you, tlie Book 's long dead and gone, — 

Not even th' Attorney-Gcnrral bought it. 
And, tliough some few seditious tricks 
I play'd in g5 and 6, 
As yon remind me in your letlcr, 
His Lordship likes me all the better ; 
We, proselytes, tliat come with news full, 
Are, as he says, so vastly useful ! 

* Hk llaJMty, who wm m Pari* awUr tba iraf cUisf bmsc of Cooai 
Kapfia, it ha«v« M Im?* f*a« Atmm lb* ■•••]•■ very fn^acally. 



Reynolds and I — (you know Tom Reynolds — 

Drinks his claret, keeps his chaise — 
Lucky the dog that first unkennels 

Traitors and Luddites now-a-days; 
Or who can help to hag a few. 

When S — d ti wants a death or two); 

Reynolds and I, and some few more, 

All men like us of information. 
Friends, whom his Lordship keeps in store. 

As Hncier-saviours of the nation — ' 
Have form d a Club this season, where 
His lordship Mmeiimes takes the cliair. 
And gives us many a bright oration 
!u praise of our sublime >ocalion; 
Tracing it up to gre.-it King Midas, 
Who, though in ^blr typified as 
A royal Ass, by grace divine 
And right of ears, most asinine, 
Wa^ yet no more, in fhct historical. 

Than an esceediog well-bred tyrant ; 
And the>e, his ears, but allegorical, 

Meaning Informers, kept at high rent — * 
Gemmen, who lourh'd the Treasury glistenert, 
Like us, for being trusty listencra; 
And picking up each tale and fragment. 
For royal MitiiVs jjreen b^ij; meant 
M And wherefore, M said this best of Peers, 
Should not ilic R — c— t too have ears,* 
To reach as far, as long and wide as 
Those of his moilel, good King Midas 7» 
T}ii« speech was thought extremely good, 
And (rare for him) was understood — 
Instant we drank mTIic R — c — t's Ears,» 
With three times three illustrious cheers. 

That made the room resound Uke thunder — 
M The R — G — t's Ears, and may he ne'er 
From foolish shame, like Midas, wear 

Old paltry wigs to keep them nnder!»4 
Tliik touch .It our old friends, the Whigs, 
M<ide us as merry all a« grigs. 
In »h«irt (III thank you not to mention 

These things again) we get on gaily; 
And, thanks to pension and Suspension, 

Our little Club increases daily. 
Castles, and Oliver, and such, 
Who don't as yet full salary touch. 
Nor keep their chaise and pair, nor buy 
Houses and lands, like Tom and I, 

* I^rd C.'t inb«ic lo th« charMier of hi* fmai. Mr ll«ya«Us, will 
loaf b« r«airBil>«r«4 with rqaai crWil lo both. 

' Thit inicrprrtdiioa of lb* fablr of Mid^t** ««r« M O a w iho moot 
probable of aay, and it thu* •iat<>d in Hoffnan .—fl»t alleforia aigai- 
iicalaai, Midaai, ulpoie lyraanuai, awbaaacwlutoroadiaiiucro aolitaak, 
prr 4)ao«, «|a*cnaqw« per oaiacia regiooeai vol firraai, vol dicormnar* 
c<<f ooaceret. niaiiraai illia men* aariuai tire.* 

* Brwoaotic, in a note oo ibi* lioo of Boileaa, 

■ M idaa. Ic r«i Midaa a de« orviUeo d'aat,* 

tell* at, ibal • M. Porrauli ie Medeein toalal fairo k aotr* oatoar aa 
criaic d'iut de ce tvra. ctmaie d'aoa aialignoallatiea aa Roi.« 1 iraat, 
boororer. tb^i oo ooe oill aaapcci ibcJiae ia ibe teii of oay Mch ia4o- 
corowa ollaaiuB. 

* It wa« aoi aader origa. bai liarat, tbai Kiag Midaa cada*voara4 lo 
coacool tbctc appOBda|e« t 

Tcaipora parparcia teaUl voUrt tiaria. 

Otio. 

Tb« Noble Giver of ibe loaal, bowever. had eeidcatly. viib hia aaaol 
clooravia, caafoaaiod Kiag Midaa, Mr l.ialaa, aad ikc P->.~« K — g— t 
togoibor. 
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Of course don't rank with us, salvators^^ 
But merely serve the Cluh as waiters. 
Like Knights, too, we've our collar days 
(For us, 1 own, an awkward phrase). 
When, in our new costume adorn'd, — 
The R — c — t's buff-and-hlue coats turn'd — 
We have the honour to give dinners 

To the cliief Rats in upper stations ; * 
Your W^ Ts, V Ns— lialMIedged siuncrs, 

Who shame us by tlieir imitations; 
W^ho turn, 'tis true — but what of that? 
Give me tlie useful peaching Rat ; 
Not tilings as mute as Punch, when bought, 
Whose wooden heads are all they 've brought; 
Who, false enough to shirk their friends, 

But too feint-hearted to betray. 
Are, after all their twists and bends, 

But souls in Limbo, damn'd half way. 
No, no, — we nobler vermin are 
A genus useful as we 're rare; 
'Midst all the things miraculous 

Of which your natural histories brag. 
The rarest must be Rats like us. 

Who let the cat out oftlie bag. 
Yet still these Tyros in the cause 
Deserve, I own, no small applause; 
And they're by us received and treated 
W^iih all due honours — only seated 
In the inverse scale of their reward, 
The merely promised next my Lord ; 
Small pensions tlien, and so on, down, 

Rat after rat, they graduate 
Through job, red ribbon, and silk gown. 

To Chancellorship and Marquisate. 
This serves to nurse the ratting spirit; 
The less the bribe the more the merit. 

Our music 's good, you may be sure; 
My Lord, you know, 's an amateur — ^ 
Takes every part with perfect case, 

Though to the Base by uaturc suited, 
And, form'd for all, as best may please. 
For whips and bolts, or chords and keys. 
Turns from his victims to his glees. 

And has tliem both well executed. 
n T D, who, though no Rat himself, 

Delights in all such liberal arts, 
Drinks largely to the Iloiisn of Guelpb, 

And superintends the Corni parts. 

While C ftn — g,4 who'd hejfirst by choice, 

Consents to take an under voice; 



^ Mr Fudge and hi* friendt tbould gn by ihii namr— •• the man who, 
•one year* tince, uvrd the laie Ri^hi Hoa. Gcurge Rom from drown- 
ing, w«i ef er after called Saluator Rota, 

* Thia iniimacy beiweco the RaU and informert it juai at it ahouid 
be— • «rre dulce todaliiium.* 

* Hit Lordthip, during one of ihc batint prriodt of hit MiBiMerial 
career, louk lettont three limrt a-week from a celebrated moiio-mattcr, 
in glee-tiagiag. 

* Thit Right Hon. Gentleman ouchi to give up bit pretent alliance 
with Lord C, if upon no other principle than ib^t which it inculcated 
in the following arrangement between two Ladiet of F4thion : 

Say* Clarinda, < though tejn it ma« roti, 

it it time we tboulJ part, my dcjr Sutr; 
For voMr character 't lutally lo»i, 

Aud / hare not tufliciriii for two ■'• 



And (J s », who well that signal knows. 

Watches the rolU Subitos. * 

In short, as I've already hinted. 

We take, of late, prodigiously ; 
But as our Club is somewhat stinted 

For Gentlemen, like Tom and me. 
Well take it kind if you 'II provide 
A few Squireens^ from t'other side; — 
Some of those loyal, cunning rives 

(We often tell the tale with laughter) 
Who used to hide the pikes themselves. 

Then hang the fools who found them after. 
I doubt not you could find us, too. 
Some Orange Parsons that would do; 
Among the rest, we 'vc heard of one, 
The Reverend — something — Uamilton, 
Who stuff d a figure of himself 

(Delicious thought!) aud had it shot at. 
To bring some Papists to the shelf, 

That couldn't otherwise be got at — 
If /te'll but join the Association, 
We '11 vote him in by acclamation. 

I 

And now, my brother, guide, and friend, ! 

This somewhat tedious scrawl must end. 

I've gone into this long detail, : 

Because I saw your nerves were shaken 
With anxious fears lest I should fail 

In this new, loyal, course I 've taken. 
But, bless your heart! you need not doubt — ; 

We Fudges know what we "re about. 
Look round, and say if you can see | 

A much more thriving family. 
There 's Jack, the Doctor — night and day 

Hundreds of patients so besiege him. 
You'd swear that all the rich and gay 

Fell sick on purpose to oblige him. 
And while they think, the precious ninnies. 

He's counting o'er their pulse so steady. 
The rogue but counts how many guineas 

lie 's fobb'd, for tliat day's work, already. 
Ml ne'er forget tlieoM maid's alarm. 

When, feeling thus Miss Sukey FUrt, he 
Said, as he dropp'd her shrivell'd arm. 

u Damn'd bad this morning — only thirty!* 

Your dowagers, too, every one, 

So generous are, when .they call him in. 
That he might now retire upon 

The rhcnmaiisms of three old women. 
Then, whntso'er your ailments are. 

He can so learnedly explain ye 'em — 
Your cohl, of course, is a catarrh. 

Your head-ache is a hemi-crnnium : — 
His skill, loo, in young ladies' lungs, 

The grace with which, most mild of men. 
He begs thom to put out their toniyucs, 

Then bids them — put them in again! 
In short there 's nothing now like Jack ; — 

Take all your doctors, great and small, 

* The rapidity of thit Noble Loni't trantformation, at lbcaamci*> 
itani, into a Lord of thr Bed-tharoher and an opponent of tli* Catb*k< 
Ct'imi, wjt truly mirnruiou*. 

1 7'.irR imtaiittjr — « frti|uent dirrciioa in music books. 

* The Intii diminutive of ^'juor*. i 
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Of prewot timet Mid a^ back. 

Dear Doctor Fud^c u worth them all. 

So Baek for phytic — then, in law too, 

CooBtettorTm! to tbee we bow; 
5ot one of lu (pvet more eclat to 

The iaimortal oame of Fuimb ihaa tlioa. 
!9ot to expatiate oa the art 
With which you play'd the patriot** part. 
Till tomething good and toug thould offer;— 

like one, who, by the way he acts 
The enlig^enimy part of caBdle-nuffpr, 

The manager's keen eye attracts. 
And is promoted thence by him 
To strut in robes, like thee, my Tim ! 
IFko shall describe thy powers of fore. 
Thy vell-fee'd seal in every case. 
Or wrong or right — but ten times wanner 
( As suits thy calling) in the former— 
Thy glorious, lawyer-like delight 
In puxzliog all that 's dear and right. 
Which, though conspicuous in thy youth. 

Improves so with a wig and band 00, 
That all thy pride 's to way-Liy Truth, 

And leave her not a leg to stand on — 
Thy patent, prime, morality,— 

Thy cases, cited from the Bible— 
Thy candour, when it falls to thee 

To help in trouncing for a libel :— 
<«God knows, I, from my soul, profrM 

To hate all bi|^ts and benighters! 
God knows, I love, to even eicets, 
The sacred Freedom of the Press, 

My only aim 's to— crush the writers. m 
These are the virtues, Tim, that draw 

The briefs into thy bag so font ; 
And tliese, oh, Tim — if Law be Law — 

Will raise thee to the Bench at last. 

I blush to see this letter's length, 

But 'twas my wish to prove to thee 
How full of hope, and wealth, and strength, 

Are all our precious fsmiiy. 
And, should affairs go on as pleasant 
As, thank the Fates, they do at present — 
Should we but still enjoy the sway 

Of &— DM— I and of C oi, 

I hope, ere long, to see the day 

When England's wisest statesmen, judges. 

Lawyers, peers, will all be — Fuooit ! 

Good bye — my paper 's out so nearly, 
1 've only room for 

Tours sincerely. 



LETFER VII. 



raoM PEMMAU COHHOa TO 



Btrou we sketch the Present — let us cast 
A few short rapid glances to the Past. 

When he, who had defied all Europe's strength. 
Beneath his own weak rashness sunk at length ; — 
When loosed, as if by magic, from a chain 
That seem'd like Fate's, the world was free again. 



And Europe saw, rejoicing in the sight. 
The cause of Kings, /bro«c«, the cause of Right; 
Then was, indeed, an hour of joy to those 
^i^liA sagh'd for justice — liberty — repose. 
And hoped the fall of one great vulture's nest 
Would ring its warning round, and scare the rest. 
And all was bri(;ht with promise; — Kings began 
To own a sympathy with suffering Man, 
And Man was grateful — Patriots of the Sooth 
Can^t wisdom from a Cossack Emperor's mouth, 
And heard, like accents thaw'd in Northern air. 
Unwonted words of freedom burst forth there ! 

Who did not hope in that triumphant tinae. 
When monarchs, after years of spoil and crime. 
Met round ihe »hrine of Peace, and Oeaven look'd on, 
fTho did not hope the lust of spoil was gone ; — 
Tliat that rapacious spirit, which had play'd 
The game of Pilnits o'er so oft, was bid. 
And Europe's Rulers, conscious of the past. 
Would blush, and deviate into right at last ? 
But oo~>the hearu that nursed a hope so fair 
Had yet to learn what men on throoca can dare; 
Had yet to know, of all earth's ravraing tlangi. 
The only quiU untameahle are K**gt ! 
Scarce had they met when, to its nature true. 
The inslioct of their race broke out anew ; 
Promises, treaties, charters, all were vain. 
And « Rapine! — rapine!* was the cry again. 
How quick they carved tfieir victims, and how well. 
Let Saxony, let injured Genoa tell, — 
Let all the human stock that, day by day. 
Was at the Royal slave-mart truck'd away,— 
The million souls lliat, in tlie face of Heaven, 
Were split to fraciions, ' barter'd, sold, or given 
To swell some despot power, too huge before. 
And weigh down Europe with one Mammoth more! 
How safe the faith of K'*gs let F'**ce decide;— 
Her charter broken, ere its ink had dried— 
Her Press enthrali'd — her Reason mock'd again 
With all the monkery it had spum'd in vain— 
Her crown disgraced by one, who dared to own 
He ihank'd not F'**ce but E"***d for his throne— 
Her triumphs cast into the shade by those 
Who had grown old among her biilerest foes. 
And now return'd, beneath her conquerors' shieldt, 
Unblushing slaves ! to claim her heroes' fields, 
To tread down every trophy of her fame. 
And curse that glory which to them was shame! — 
Let these — let all the damning deeds, that then 
Were dared through Europe, cry aloud to men, 
With voice hke that of crashing ice that rings 
Round Alpine huu, the perfidy of K**gs; 
And tell the world, when hawks shall harmless bear 
The shrinking dove, when wolves shall learn to qmre 
The helpless victim for whose blood they lusted. 
Then, and then only, monarchs may be trusted ! 

It could not last — these horrors eomld not last— 
F* * *ce would herself have risen, in might, to 



* ■ Whiltt Iks CaafrcM vat rc-coaatractiaf E « r>p«— — < anmiimQ 
to right*, ■ataral aflUac**. laa(ua|r. kaUla, or bva, k«t hy taUaa af 
fiaanca, wbicb iiriimi aad taUiviJad bar populaiioa iato fanif , ^raM- 
laa^. aa4 a«aa frmctUnu aa t ar J iaf la a acak of tka stra ti A(ti#« xr 
uira wbkb ce«M ka Ia«ta4 by tba aa^«iri»f acaia.* aic tk tH k mf fA* 
Miktmry mud PmMtmi Pmwr a/ Mmmm.—Tht varda •■ At fvMaral 
ara mtuM, Jn m i m m ui , nt. 
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The insulters off — aodoh! that then, as now, 

Chaiu'd to some distant islet's rocky brow, 

N * • ol' * It ne'er had come to force, to blight. 

Ere half matured, a cause so proudly bright; — 

To palsy patriot hearts with doubt and shame. 

And write on Freedom's (lag a despot's name; 

To t\i%U into the lists, unask'd, alone, 

And make the stake of all the game of one ? 

Then would the world have seen again what power 

A people can put fortli in Freedom's hour ; 

Then would the fire of F " * ce once more have blazed ; 

For every single sword, reluctant raised 

In the stale cause of an oppressive throne, 

Millions would then have leap'd forth in her own; 

And never, never had the unholy stain 

OfB***b'n feet disgraced her shores again ! 

But Fate decreed not so — the Imperial Bird, 
That, in his neighbouring cage, unfear'd, unstirr'd. 
Had seem'd to sleep with head beneath his wing. 
Yet watch'd the moment for a daring spring; — 
Weil might he watch, when deeds were done that made 
His own transgressions whiten in their shade; 
Well might he hope a world, thus trampled o'er 
By clumsy tyrants would be his once more : 
Forth from iu cage that eagle burst to light. 
From steeple on to steeple * wing'd its ilight. 
With calm and easy grandeur, to that throne 
From which a royal craven just had flown ; 
And resting there, as in its aerie, furl'd 
Those wings, whose very rustling shook the world ! 

What was your fury then, ye crown'd array. 

Whose feast of spoil, whose plundering holiday 

Was thus broke up in all its greedy mirth, 

Ry one bold chieftain's stamp on GMI'c earth ! 

Fierce was tlie cry and fulminant the ban, — 

u Assassinate, who will — enchain, who can, 

The vile, the faithless, ouilaw'd, low-born manlw 

u Faithless !» — and rliis from jou — from ^ou, forsooth. 

Ye pious K**gs, pure paragons of truth. 

Whose honesty all knew, for all had tried ; 

Whose true Swiss zeal had served on every side ; 

Whose fame for breaking faith so long was known. 

Well might ye claim the craft as all your own, 

And lash your lordly tails, and fume to Sfie 

Such low-born apes of royal perfidy ! 

Yes — yes — to you alone did it beloug. 

To sin for ever, and yet ne'er do wrong — 

The frauds, the lies of lords legitimate 

Are but fine policy, deep strokes of state ; 

But let some upstart dare to soar so high 

In K**gly craft, and m outlaw » b the cry! 

What, though long years of mutual treachery 

Had peopled full your diplomatic shelves 

With ghosts of treaties, murder'd 'mong yourselves; 

Though each by turns was knave and dupe — what then 7 

A Holy League would set all straight again ; 

Like Juno's virtue, which a dip or two 

In some bless'd fountain made as good ns new! ' 

Host faithful Russia — faithful to whoe'er 

Could plunder best, and give him amplest share; 

* • L'aigle Tolera dr clorbcr ca clo«ber, jatqu'aBX loan dc Notre- 
Dame.a— N**ol**a'« ProrUoMtion on landiog from Elba. 

* Siagalia aanit ia quodam Aliica fooM lela f irgioiuicm rctape- 
ra»M fingitur* 



Who, even when vanquish'd, sure to gain his ends, 

For want of foes to rob, made free with friends^ ' 

And, deepening still by amiable gradations. 

When foes are stript of all, then fleeced relations! ' 

Most mild and siintly Pru&tiia — steep'd to the ears 

Iu persecuted Poland's blood and tears. 

And now, with all her harpy wings outspread 

O'er sever'd Saxony's devoted head ! 

Pure Austria too, — whose history nought repeats 

Rut broken leagues and subsidized defeau; 

Whose fdith,^as Prince, extinguish'd Venice shows. 

Whose faith, as man, a widow'd daughter knows! 

And thou, oh England ! — who, though once as shy 

As cloister'd maids, of shame or perfidy. 

Art now broke tn, and, thanks to C oh. 

In all that's worst and falsest lead'st the way! 

Such was the pure divan, whose pens and wits 

The escape from E**a frighteo'd into fits; 

Such were the saints who doom'd N"ol'*n's life. 

In virtuous frenzy, to the assassin's knife! 

Disgusting crew! — who would not gladly fly 

To open, dovifnright, bold-faced tyranny. 

To honest guilt, that dares do all but lie. 

From the folse, juggling craft of men like these, 

Their canting crimes and varnish'd villanies; — 

These Holy Leaguers, who then loudest boast 

Of foith and honour, when they've stain'd them most; 

From whose affectiou men should shrink as loth 

As from their hate, for they'll be fleeced by both ; 

Who, even while plundering, forge ReUgion's name 

To frank their spoil, and, without fear or shame. 

Gall down the Holy Trinity ^ to bless 

Partition leagues, and deeds of devilishness ! 

But hold — enough — soon would this swell of rage 

O'erflow the boundaries of my scanty page, — 

So, here I pause — farewell — another day 

Return we to those Lords of prayer and prey. 

Whose loathsome cant, whose frauds by right divine 

Deserve a lash — oh! weightier far than mine! 



LETTER VIII. 

rSOM MB. BOB PUDGE, TO BICBABD 



KH). 



Dkab Dick, while old Donaldson 's4 mending my stays,— 
Which I knew would go smash with me one of these days. 
And, at yesterday's dinner, when, full to the throttle, 
We lads had begun our desert with a bottle 
Of neat old Constantia, on my leaning back | 

Just to order another, by Jove I went crack! ^ 

Or, as honest Tom said, in his nautical phrase, 
u D — n my eyes, Bob, in doubling the Cape you 're muss'd ', 
stays.n^ ' 

^ At the Pe«ce of Tiltit, where he cbaDdoned hi* ally, Ptwmma, » 
France, and receirrd a portion of her lerrilory. i 

' The tcizure of Finland from hit relatire of Sweden. I 

) The naual preamble of tbete fla(|iiiott* conpacU. In the atmrnt/i- . 
rit, Caihrrine, after ih^ dreadful Diattacrc ofWarMw. ordered ninlf | 
• ibankigiriaj lo God. in all the chunfaet, for ihc blesaiag* confanvd 
upoa the Polea ;. and commanded that each of thorn ahovU ••Mar i 
fidelity and loyalty to lirr. and lo abed in her defence the Imi diwf af ' 
their bluod, «• ibt^y Utould antwer fur it to God, sad bit tcrnkbjadg- { 
mcnt, kiuing the huly word and croM of their Sarioor !• 

* .An Enijlitb tailor at Pari*. 

* A aliip it t4id lo mitt ttayi, when the dora not obey iIm ksha in 
tacking. 
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So, of coune, m no graUemao 's aeeo otti vithout tbrm, 
Tliey're now at the Schneider »' — and, while he'» about 

them, 
Here |;oe« for a letter, po«t>ha«te, neck and crop — 
Let OS see — in my Ust I was — where did I stop? 
Oh, I know — at the Bouleirarda, as motley a road as 

Man erer woukl wish a days k>auging upon ; 
With its cafes and gardens, hoteb and pagodas. 

Its founts, and old Counts sipping beer in the sun : 
With its houses of all architectures you please. 
From the Grecian and Gotliic, Dick, down by degrees 
To the pure Hottentot, or the Brighton Cliioese ; 
Wherein tem|^es antique you may breakfast or dinner if. 
Lunch at a mosque, and see Punch from a minaret. 
Then, Dick, the mixture of bonnets and bowers. 
Of foKage and frippery,^Arref and flowern. 
Green-grocers, green gardens — one hardly knows whether 
Tis co«mtry or town, tliey're so mess'd up together! 
And there, if one loves the romantic, oue sees 
Jew clothes-men, like sliephenU, reclined under trees; 
Or CHiidnnncs, on Sunday, jost fresh from the barber's, 
Enjoying their news and fro$eUU * in thofie arbours, 
While gaily their wigs, like the tendrils, are curling. 
And founts of red currsot-juice ' round them are purling. 

Here, Dick, arm in arm, as we chattering stray. 
And receive a few civil ■ God-dems* by the way, — 
For't is odd, these mowiteers, — though we've wasted our 
wealth 

And our strength, till we' ve thrown ourselves into a 
phthisic, 
To cram down their throats an old K* 'g for their health. 

As we whip little children to make tlicm take phytic ;— 
Yet, spite of our good-natured money and slaughter, 
They hate us, as Beelzebub lutes holy water ! 
But who the deuce cares, Dick, as long as they nourish vs 
Neatly as now, and good cookery flourishes — 
Long as, by bayonets protected, we Natiies 
May have our hill fling at their salmis and pdtesJ 
And, truly, I always declared 'twould l>c pity 
To bum to the ground such a choice-feeding city : 
Had Dad but his way, he'd have long ago blown 
The whole batch to Old Nick— and the people, I own. 
If for no other cause tlian their curst monkey lookit. 
Well deserve a blow-up— but then, damn it, their rooks ! 
As toMarshals,andStatesmen,and all theirwholelineage. 
For aught that / care, you may knock them to spinage ; 
But think, Dick, their cooks — what a loss to mankind ! 
What a void in the world would their art leave behind! 
Their chronometer spits — their intense salamanders — 
Their ovens — their pois, that can soften old gandent. 
All vanish'd for ever — their miracles o'er. 
And the Marmite Perpetuelle 4 bubbling no more ! 

Forbid it, forbid it, ye Holy Allies, 

Take whatever ye fancy — take statues, take money — 

' Tb« ia»dy una for a tailor. 

* • Lraoaada uui emm^t-f rottiUt arc mtmtttrti o«i at rterj tinier 
•f «v*ryttreri, fr«« faauMic vMarlt. jia|liii9«itb b«llt. la ibirwy 
tra^cavica ar waarird aaa«a«nf«r«.«— Sac Lady Morfaa't lively dntri^ 
(•Ml ml iW atrarta of Paria, ia bar ftrj aaaaaiaf work apoa Franca, 
b«ok6. 

* Tkeac |ay. portable foasuiaa, fraaa vhirb the greaailla-waiar ia 
•JaiiaiatarMl, arc aaaoag tbamoMcbarartariaUcoraaaicniaof tbc atroata 
•f Paria. 

* Catic aaarvrillcaaa Maraiiw Prrpiiaalla, aar la fea dapait prka 
d'aa ai^la^ ^ai a doaa^ la jear a plaa da loo.ooo dupona.*— AloMO. 
dca fl aawia«da. Qaalri^aaa Aaata, p. iSa. 



But leave them, oh leave them their Perigueux pies, 
Tlieir gloriotis goose-livers, and high-pickled tunny? • 

Though many. I own, are the evils they've brought lu, 
Though R**al'y 's here on her very last legs. 

Yet, who can help loving the Uind that has taught us 
Six hundred and eighty-five ways to dress eggs T ' 

You see, Dicx, in spite of tlieir cries of « God-dem,* 
« Coquin Anglais,* rt extra — how generous I am ! 
And now {to return, once again, to my « Day,w 
Which will t^ike us all night to get through in this wayj 
From the Boulevards we saunter through many a street. 
Crack joke^ on the natives — mine, all very neat — 
Leave the Signs of the Times to political fops. 
And find twice as mmh fun in the Signs of tlie Shops;— 
Bere, a L"% l)'i-lr*t — there, a Martinmas goose 
fMiich in V oguc sincr yniir eagles arc gone out of ii«e) — 
lleuri ^uatres in shoaU, and of GudN a great many. 
Rut Saints are the most on hard duty of any:— 
St Tony, who used all temptitions to spurn. 
Here lungs o'er a beer>>liop, and tempts in his turn ; 
While Ihere St Venecia^ sits hemming and frilling her 
Holy mouchoir o'rr the door of some milliner; — 
St Austin 's the «• outward and visible sign 
Of an inward a cheap dinner and pint of small wane; 
While St Denis hangs out o'er some hatter of (ois. 
And po^ses<>iiig, good bishop, no head of his own, 4 
Takes an interest in Dandies. v%ho ve got — next l*» none 
Then we stare into shops — read the evening's afjiche%— 
Or, if some, who 're Lotharios in feeling, fihould wiali 
Just to flirt with a luncheon (a devilish bad trick. 
As it takes off the hloom of one's appetite, Dick), 
\ To thePiiiSM^e d^s — whjt ily'e call 't — des Panoramas,'^ 
j We quieken our pace, and there heartily cr:im as 
i Setluciug young pales, n» ever could cozen 
One out of one's appetite, down by the <lozen. 
We vary, of course — petits pates do one day. 
The next we've our lunch with the Gauffrier Hollaodais ^ 
That popiil-ir artist, who bringt^ out, like Sc — rr, 
llis deii(',htful |irodiiction<( ko quirk, hot and hot; 
Not the worse for the exquisite comment that follows. 
Divine mares^uino, whit h — Lord, how one sviallows! 

Once more, then, w^ saunter forth after our snack, or 
Subscribe a few francs for the price of a Jfacre, 
And drive for away to the old Montagues Russcs, 
Where we find a few twirls in the car of much use 
To regenerate the hunger and thirst of us sinners. 
Who 've lapsed into snacks — the perdition of dinners. 
And here. Dirk — in answer to one of your queries, 
About which we Gourmands, have had much discus- 
sion — 
r ve tried all these mountains, Swiss French, and Rug- 
gieri's, 

' I.e ihoa NiariaA, oor of tbr moat f^voarile aad iadi|«aiibla h»r$- 
dmuifrtt. Tbit fitb i« xlicD ihi«Ay ia ibr Golfcdc Lyea. al^tficai 
la deaaoaa da *rBireaoatlr*partir« ieplaaracbar«h^do*fa«rairtt %^ 
Coara («««ironoaiii|tte, p. iSa. 

* Tbc riari naaabrr aicaiionrd by M. de la Rryai>ra « Oa coaaoli 
«a Fraaca 68S auniWr* diff^eaira d'aceeiaaMtdar l«a «afai aaat 
coaapicr (rlia* que una aavana irnaf iaant cb«(|aa joar.> 

I Varonica. ihr Saiat of tha Holy Handkarchief, ia alao. aadcr tbr 
aaaie of Vaaiaaa or VeB«tia, the laialary aaial of aailliaar*. 

* Si Dcnia walked ibrra aailca aftrr bia baad waa cat afV. Tba laaf 
of a woaaaa of wit apoa ilwt Irgaad ta wall baowa i— • Jc la craia bira i 
an pareil caa. il a'y a qae la praaiar paa qai coAta.* 

* Off tha Boalararda luliaaa. 

* In tbc Palaia Royal) aaccaaa e r. 1 baliava, la iba PlaaMMl. ao Iwac 
calabralad for tha mtMtWi of bia Caaffra*. 
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And think, for digestion^* there *s none like the Rus- 
sian; 
So equal the motion — so gentle, thou(;fa fleet — 

It, in sliort, such a Ught aod salubrious scamper is, 
That take whom you please — Uke old L**** D««*«** 
And stuff him — ay, up to the neck — with stew'd 
lnmprey»,> 
So wholesome these Mounts, such a solvent V ve found 

them. 
That, let me but rattle the Monarch well down them. 
The fiend, Indigestion, would fly fieir away. 
And the regicide lampreys ' be foil'd of their prey ! 

Such, Dick, are the classical sports that content us. 
Till five o'clock brings on that hour so momentous. 

That epoch but woa! my lad — here comes the 

Schneider, 
And, curse him, has made the stays three inches wider — 
Too wide by an inch and a half— what a Guy ! 
But, no matter— 'twill all be set right by-«nd-by — 
As we're Massinot *s4 eloquent cane to eat still up. 
An inch and a half's but a trifle to (ill up. 

So — not to lose time, Dick — here goes for the task; 
Au revoir^ my old boy — of the Ctods I but ask. 
That my life, like « the Leap of the German,*' may be, 
« Du lit k la table, de la table au lit! m 

R. F. 



LETTER IX. 

raoM PHIL. ruooB, esq. to thb loed tiscount 

C — ST GB. 

Mt Lord, the Instructions, brought to day, 
« T shnll in all my best obey.w 
Your Lordship talks and writes so sensibly! 
And — whatsoe'er some wags may say— 
Oh ! not at all incomprehensibly. 

I feel the inqnirie* in your letter 

About my health and French most flattering; 
Thank ye, my French, though somewhat better, 

Is, on the whole, but weak and smattering : 
Nothing, of course, that can compare 
With hi« who made the Congress stare 
(A certain Lord we need not name), 

Who, even in French, would hare his trope, 
Aod talk of «t htitir un syst^me 

Sur Vequilikre de rEuropel* 

* Dori<«r Cniirrei ivcnminradt, for lh>t pvrpMr. ik« BMaion. or 
Frracb MooattiM, anil rallt ihnn * anc mMmHi* wirbaac, coalrar d« 
TOtt; > but I own 1 pr«f«r ibe •aih»riiy of Mr Bob, wbo ftmt, frooi tbf 
followiof not* fonad in bit own b«ad>wr!linf . (o bava itadiad all ibaaa 
moaatain* very eafvfally : 

Memorandm.-^'nt9 fhrita liltic aoiiee itttrwf, 
Wbilc th« fall at 1tag||icrr» i« dcaA to w«ak acrraat 
And (wbaie'cr Doctor Coiirrel nay tnrite oa (he qtiMtka) 
Ilia lara at tbc Btaajoa't too abarp for digctttoa. 

I doabt wbctbcr Mr Bob It quite correct ia aecentiag the aecAnd^ tyllahlc 

of Raf fieri* 

* A dith to iadlf eatlble, that a ijte aovelitt, at the ead of bit book, 
conid ioupne no norc tamaiary mode of cetting rid of ail bit bcroca 
aod heroine* than by a hearty eapper of ttewed iaoipreya. 

* They killed Benry I. of Baglaad— aa food (tayt Hoaie, grardy) 
which alwayt agreed better with hit palate than hit coattitutioo.* 

* A faaaont Rettaaraiear-- aow Uaftoat. 

* Aa old Treach ttyiagi— •Fairt Ic taat de rAlUaMod, da \itk 
U ubte. et de la table an lit.* 



Sweet metaphor ! — and then the epistle 
Which bid the Saxon King go whisde. 
That tender letter to « Mon Prince, »• 
Which show'd alike thy French and seme;— 
Oh, no, my Lord, there *s none can do 
Or UY^n-English things like you; 
And, if the schemes that fill thy breast 

Could but a vent congenial seek, 
And use the tongue that suits them best. 

What charming Turkish wonldst thou speak! 
But as for me, a Frenchless grub. 

At Congress never bom to stammer. 
Nor learn, like thee, my Lord, to snub 

Fallen monarchs, out of Chambaud'a gram 
RIess you, you do not, cannot know 
flow far a little French will go; 
For all one's stock, one need but draw 

On some half doten words lika Aaae — 
Comme qa-^jMir-la — Ut-hap—nhf ah! 

They 11 take you all through France with c 
Your Lordsliip's praises of the scraps 

I sent you from my jonmtl lately, 
(Enveloping a few laced capa 

For Lady C.) delight me graatly. 
Her flattering speech — « what pretty things 

One finds in Mr Fudge's pages!* 
Ts praise which (as some poet sings) 

Would pay one for the toils of ages. 

Thus flatter'd, I presume to send 
A few more extracts by a friend ; 
And T should hope they 11 be no less 
Approved of than my last MS. — 
The former ones. I fear, were creased. 

As RiDDT round the caps would pin thcSB; 
But these will come to hand, at least 

Unrampled, for — there 's nothing in 



Extracts from Mr Fudge's Journal, addressed to 

LordC. 

jiuy, 10. 
Witrr to the Mad -house — saw the man* 

Who thinks, poor wretch, that, while the Ttead 
Of Di<«cord here full riot ran. 

He like the rest was guillotined ; — 
But that when, under Boivet's reign 

(A more discreet, though quite as strong one). 
The heads were all restored again, 

He in the scramble got a wrong one. 
Accordingly, he still cries out 

This strange head fits him most unplensandy; 
And always runs, poor devil, about. 

Inquiring for his own incessandy! 

While to his case a tear I dropp'd. 

And saunter'd home, thought I — ye gods ! 

How many heads might thus be swopp'd. 
And, after all, not make much odds ! 

^ The crlrhralcd letter to Priaee Bardeaborgh (wrflla*. 
beiicTe, origiaall; in Englith), in which hit Lardthip. 
• oo aioral or political objection* to the dioaae 
deaounced ibe aafortanate KInn. u • not only the 
the moat favonrrd of Baonaparie't *aaaalt.« 

* Thit rscrtordinary aiadman it, 1 hrliere, in th« 
giact. exactly at Mr Podge tlatet it. that, whca thm 
had beea guillotined were retlored, he by naiatafcr got 
toa't iaelcad of hit own. 



For imiuice, iliere't V — s — tt — t's heul — 
(« T«m cmrum»* it may well be Mid) 
If by •oine eoriou« cbance it eiime 

To M>ttle oa Bill Soamu's* shonldcn, 
Tbe efilrct would turn out much tbe Mme 

On all mperiable cash-bolden : 
Exe«pt that while in its nem lOcket, 

The head was pUmaBfr sdieoMi to win 
A tigxag way into one's pocket. 

The hands would plnn^ direcUy in. 

Good Tiacount S— dm — a, too, instead 
Of his own (prave respected head. 
Might wear (for anf^ht I see that ban) 

Old Lady WiLSiLMtiiA Fbump's — 
So. while the hand sign'd CireuUrs, 

Tbe head might lisp out « What is trumps?*— 
The R— o— t's brains could we transfer 
To some robust mannnilliner. 
The shop, the shears, the lace, and ribbon, 
Wnnld go, I doubt not. quite as |Kb on ; 
And. vice versa^ take the pains 
To give the P — cs the shopman's brains, 
One only change from thence wo«ld flow — 
Kbhons would not be wasted so! 

T was thus I pooder'd on, my Lord ; 

And, eren at night, when laid In bed, 
I found myself, before f snored. 

Thus choppiug, swopping heod for haad. 
At length I thought, fontasttc elf! 
How such a change would suit myself. 
T wixt sleep and waking, one by one, 

Wiih various pericraniums saddled. 
At last f tried your Lordship'^ on. 

And then f grew completely addled — 
Forgot all other heads, od rot em ! 
And slept, and dreamt that I was — Bottom. 



Walk'd out with daughter Bin— was shown 
Tbe House of Commons and the Throne, 
Whose velvet cushion *s j mt the same* 
N — POL— a sat on*-what a shame! 
Oh, can we wonder, beat of speecfaersl 

When L s seated thus we see. 

That France's « fundamental fSRatures* 

Are murh the same they used to he? 
However, — Cod preserve the throne. 

And cushion too — and keep thfm free 
From accidentt which have been known 

To happen even to Royalty !4 
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Read, at a stall (for oft one pops 

On something at these stalls and shops. 



Am^. s8. 



♦ T«« nri rapki*— ]|ot«y. 
■ A r«l«brat«4 pWfcpot t w. 

* Th» Mly dMag*. if I rtrolltM rlfbl. !• tk« i«lmh«lfa« Wlilir« far 
!»•••. T%ia war afaa lb* hmf •«. af Mwrav. ■aiwnali aaiifiaHi miarr* 
*f*^<M,« itiM tkt aagr; ayaiplM ia Vhr^O i~W< wmj aa* acw twmrwu 

< a«l af the trkHtrng af L«(«ii*wy yM 1 
< I aa aCmU tkai Mr Vmi$9 tlimim bar* lea r«ry awlraaH arr«J««i. 
' ' t« well %Ba«« ta baw l-f pw< ta paar L— « b D « 4. taaM 
aaa, at ••• af tka > -f- i 't P4«n. He «ra« aitttiaf aaal •vr 
graciam Qm«i «tiha liar. 



That does to ^uoCe, and gives one's book 
A rla«sir.il and knowing look. — 
Indeed I ve found, in Latin, lately, 
A course of stalls improves me greatly'^. 
T was thus I read, that, in tbe East. 

A monarch's /at 's a serious matter; 
And once in every year, at least, 

He's weigh'd — to see if he gels fatter:' 
Then, if a pound or tvo lie be 
Imreased, there 's quite a jubilee !' 

Suppose, my Lord, — ao«l for from me 
To treat such things with levity — 
But just suppose the B — c — t's weight 
Were made thus an affoir of state; 
And, every scMioo^, at the close, — 

'Stead of a sp^cb, which, all can see, is 
Heavy and dull enough. Cod knows — 

We were to try how heavy he is. 
Much would it glad all hearts to hear 

That, while the Nation's Revenue 
Loses so many pounds a-year. 

The P 1, Cod bless him ! yains a frw. 

With bales of mufUins, chintxes. spices, 

I see the Easterns weigh their Uagt,* — 
But, for the R— o — r, my advice is. 

We should throw in much heavier things : 
For instance '» quarto volumes. 

Which, thougfi not spires, atrte to wrap them ; 
Dominie 8t — do — t's dsiilv column*. 

«• Pro«iigiotu!» — in, of rourse, we'd clap them — 

letters, that C — arw t's pen indites. 

In which, with logical confusion. 
The Major like a Mimor writes. 

And never comes to a eonclnfton •— 
Lord S— M — as* pamphlet— or bis head — 
(Ah, that were worth its weight in lead !) 
Alonft with which we in may whip, sly. 
The Speeches of Si« Joa^ C— x H— pp— slt ; 
That Raronet of manv word*. 
Who loves to. in the House of Lords, 
To whiapef RiOiops — and «o nigh 

Hnto their wips in wfliisprring poes. 
That yon may always know him by 

A patch of powder on his nose? — 
If lhi« won't do, we in must cram 
The M Reasons** of Lord B— cs — oa — M : 
(A book his Lordship means to write. 

Entitled « Reasons for my Ratting :i*^ 
Or, should these prove too small and light. 

His 's a host— vre II bundle thmt in ! 

And, still should all these masses foil 
To stir the R — g — t's ponderous scale. 
Why tlien, my Lord, in Heavens name. 

Pitch in, without reserve or stint. 
The whole of R — cl — t's beauteous Dame— 

If duit won't raise him, devil 's in *t! 

* • Tlie third daT nf ihr FMtt the Kmn reaarlbli'aiMlf ta baveigbeJ 
witb ||r«elrarr.» — F. Il«««ii«*« Taymtft to 5»rar. rfr. 

■ • t rrmrwiKer.* mt« Vrraicr. • ibat ell lb* OB>rBb« etprawxt grast 
JA^ that tlir KiaR wr(f b«>d iwa pmnJ* atarr aaar tbaa tbe yaar frarr- 
diag.« — Aaethrr aoltMr irlU at thai • PaiarM. •• writ at a vary larnr 
bead, n canaidrrrd. tbraaghaat laiia, a« aar af tb« aiaal paiaiaai gift* 
af Hrarra. Aa eaaraM** aliaH ia abaalatelv revervd. aai die bapr« 
aaraer i« Iaa fc f4 ap la aa a a»pw<af be tag. Tb a ft iac a )a«ltar bead 
M iaralaable.*— Oriirala/ I'lieM Sfrtt. 
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jiug. 3i. 
Consulted Murphy's Tacitus 

About those famous npies at Rome,* 
Whom certain Whigt — to make a fuss — 
Describe as much resembling us,' 

Informing gentlemen, at home. 
But, bless the fools, they can't be serious. 
To say Lord S^dm— rn's like Tibebius ! 
What! he, the Peer, that injures no man. 
Like that severe blood-thirsty Roman ! — 
T is true, the Tyrant lent an ear to 
All sorts of spies — so doth the Peer, too. 
T is true, my Lord's Elect tell fibs, 
And deal in perjury — ditto Tib's. 
T is true the Tyrant screen'd and hid 
11 is rogues from justice* — ditto Sid. 
T is true, the Peer is grave and glib 
At moral speeches — ditto Tib.< 
T is true, the feats the tyrant did 
Were in his dotage — ditto Sid. 

So for, I own, the parallel 

'T wixt Tib. and Sid. goes vastly well ; 

Rut there are points in Tib. that strike 

My humble mind as much more like 

yourself, my dearest Lord, or him 

Of the India Board— that soul of whim! 

Like him, Tibkbius loved his joke,* 

On matters too where few can bear one; 
E. g. a roan, cut up, or broke 

Upon the wheel— a devilish fair one! 
Your common fractures, wounds, and fits, 
Are nothing to such wholesale wits ; 
But, let the sufferer gasp for life, 

The joke is then worth any money; 
And, if he writhe beneath a knife,— 

Oh dear, that 's something guite loo funny. 
In this respect, my Lord, you sue 
The Rom.m wag and ours agree: 
Now, as to your resemblance — mum 
This parallel we need not follow;* 
Tliough *t is, in Ireland, said by some 

Your Lordship beats Tibbrius hollow ; , 
Whips, chains,— but these are things too serious 

For me to mention or discuss ; 
Whene'er your Lordship acts Tibebius, 

Phil. Fudge's part is Tacitusl 

* The name of the fini worthy who **t up the trade of informer at 
Rome (to whom ear Olirrr* ■n4 Caatlcwt ought to erect ■ ttatne) w«« 
Romannt Hiapo-. — • qai formam »lt« inHl* qtwm pottea colebrcm mi- 
B«rt» trmporum et andaeia honinam fettrant.m—TMCtr. .^nnmL i, 74. 

» They reruiuly poaaeaacd the aamc art of Uttigmtimfi their ▼ictimt. 
whit h ihe Rrpnrt of the Secret Committee attribotea to Lord Sidmoath'a 
agcDtt :— ■ tociut (taya Tacito* of one of them) lihidinam el neccatt. 
tatam, quo plurihua indieiit illigaret.u 

* ■ Neque tamea id Serono nosa fail, qutmcdimm fmhliemm tmticrem 
faeitbaU Nam at qnit diatrictior accaaator vtlut sacraumetut erat-* 
Annil. lib. 4 , Se.—Or. aa it ia iranalated by Mr. Fadpt'a friead. 
Murphy 1 — • Thia daring aceaaer had the etirtti of the ptople, aad the 
prottction of the Emperor. tm/onmer$, in proportion aa they roac in 
foill, bfcmmu gaered ehmracten.a 

* Marfihy even ronfert upon one of hit apeechea th« epithet • con« 
aiitutional.s Mr Fudge might hare added to hia parallel, that Tihe- 
riaa waa a f oo«f ;»riV«t« character t—« egregium riu faiMque qu»«d 
primmtuf. 

* Ludihrim ifriit permiacere aolitiu.* 

* There ia one point of rcacmblancc betwceo Tibcrint aud Lord C. 
which Mr Fudge wufkt hare mcatieued— • tusptnui temper et ekteura 
verbal.* 



S€pt a. 
Was tliinking, had Lord S — dm — th got 
Up any decent kind of plot 
Against the winter-time — if not, 
Alas, alas, our ruin 's fated ; 
All done up, and spijlicated! 
Ministers and all their vassals, 
Down from C— tl — oh to Gastlks, — 
Unless we can kick up a riot. 
Ne'er can hope for peace or quiet! 

What 's to be done ? — Spa-Fields was clever ; 

But even that brought gibes and mockings 
Upon our heads — so, mem. — must never 

Keep ammunition in old stockings; 
For fear some wag should in his curst head 
Take it to say our force was worsted. 
Mem. too — when Sid. an army raises, 
It must not be « incog.n like Bayess : 
Nor must the General be a hobbling 
Professor of the art of Gobbling; 
Lest men, who perpetrate such puns, 

Should say, with Jacobitic grin. 
He felt, from soleing H^ellingtons,* 

A ffelUngtons great soul within ! 
Nor must an old Apothecary 

Go take the Tower, for lack of pence, 
With (what these wags would call, so merry) 

Physical force and pWal-cncc! 
No — no — our Plot, my Lord, must be 
Next time contrived more skilfully. 
John Bull, I grieve to say, is growing 
So troublesomely sharp and knowing, 
So wise — in short, so Jacobin — 
T is monstrous hard to take hijun in. 

Sept. 6. 
Heard of the ^tc of our ambassador 

In Ghina, and was sorely nettled : 
But think, my Lord, we should not pass it o'rr 

Till all this matter 's fairiy settled; 
And here 's the mode occurs to me: 
As none of our nobility 
(Though for their own most gracious Kin^ 
They would kfss hands, or — any thing) 
Gan be persuaded to go through 
This farce-like trick of the Ko-tou ; 
And as tliese Mandarin^won't bend, | 

Without some mumming exhibition. 
Suppose, my Lord, you were to send 

Gbimaldi to them on a mission : 
As Legtkie, Jos could play his part, 
And if, in diplomatic art, 
The « volto scioltow' 's meritorious, 
Let Job but grin, he has it, glorious ! 

A UtU for him 's easily made; 

And, by the by, one Ghristmas time. 
If I remember right, he play'd 

Lord MoBLEY in some pantomime; — * 

* Short beota, ao called. 

' The open countenance, Mcommcuded by Lord ChcMerfieU. 

* Mr Pudge i« a little miauken here. It waa not GriataMi. bat aasi 
very inferior perrormcr, who played thia part of • Lord Morlcyv in te 
pantomime,— 10 much to the horror of the diatingwia l i e j Eael of Aai 
aame. The espoalulatory lettera of the Noble Earl to Mr Wirr-ia, upm 
thia vulgar profaaaliea of hia apie-and-apaa-Dew title. vtU, I tH0m 
aome lime or ether, be given tw the yewXii. 
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As Barl of M— bl — r, then, ^xette him. 
If t' other Eari of M— rl— v II let him. 
(And why should not the worid be blest 
With tMw such stars, for East and West?) 
Then, vhen before the Yellow Screen 

He 's brought — and, sure, the very eMCDce 
Of euqnette would be that scene 

Of Job in the Celestial Presence!— 
lie thus should say :— « Duke Ho and Soo, 
I 'U play what tricks you please for you. 
If you II, in turn, but do for me 
A fipw small tricks you now slmU see. 
If I consult jour Emperor's liking. 
At least you 'II do the same for my King.* 
He then should give them nine such grins 
As would astound even Mandarins; 
And throw such somersets before 

The picture of King Gbobgb (God bless him !) 
As, should Duke Ho but try them o'er. 

Would, by CoNrucius, much distress him ! 

I start this merely as a hint, 

But think you '11 find some wisdom in 't ; 

And, should you follow up the job, 

My son, ray Lord (you know poor Bob), 

Would in the suite be glad to go, 

And help his Excellency Joa; — 

At least, like noble Amb— isr's son. 

The lad will do to pracUse on.* 



That she lived to much more tlian a hundred and ten, 
And was kill'd by a fall from a cherry-tree then ! 
What a frisky old girl! but — to come to my lover. 

Who, though not a king, is a hero I *ll swear, — 
Ton shall bear all that 's happen'd just briefly run over, 

Since that happy night, when we whisk'd through the 
air! 



LETTER X. 



rmoM MISS BIDDT rUDOB TO MISS DOBOTIT . 

Wbll, it it n't the King, after all, my dear creature! 

But don't yon go laugh, now — there's nothing to 
qjiis in *t — 
For grandeur of air and for grimness of feature. 

He might be a King, Doll, tliougli, hang liim, he isn't. 
At first I felt hurt, for I wish'd it, I own. 
If for no other cause than to vex M'iss Malomb, — 
(The great heirew, you know, of Shandangan, who 's 

here. 
Showing off with such airs and a real Cashmere,' 
While mine's but a paltry old rabbit-skin, dear !) 
But says Pa, after deeply considering the thing, 
w I am just as well pleased it should not be the King ; 
As I think for my Biddy, so gentHle and jolie^ 

Wh<»e charms may their price in an honest may fetch, 
That a Brandenburg — (w hat ix a Brandenburg, DoixtT) — 

Would be, after all, no such very great catch. 
If the R — o — T, indeed — » added he, looking sly — 
(You remember that comical squint of his eye) 
But I stopp'd him « La, Pa, how canyon say so, 
When the R — 6 — t loves none but old women you 

know!* 
Which u hct, my dear Dolly — we, girls of eighteen. 
And so slim — Lord, he 'd think us not St to be seen; 
And would like us much better as old— ay, as old 
As that Countess of Desmond, of whom 1 *ve been told 

* Sm Mr Ellia'* accoBMi of ihc EaibsMy. 

> 899 Lady Morgan't • Franc** for tkc aoccdou, toM bar by M aJa^ a 
4« C««lia. •( tba yftuaf featlasMa «ba«« lotavaa cara4 by fiMliaf Umi 
. hia anatrMa vara a «Aaa»< • paaa d* lapia.* 



Let me see — 't was on Saturday — yes, Dolly, yes — 

From that evening I date the first dawn of my bliss; 

When we both rattled ofF in that dear little carriage. 

Whose journey. Bob says, is so like love and marriage, 

a BeginAing gay, desperate, daxhing down-hilly; 

And ending as dull as a six-inside Dilly!» * 

Well, scarcely a wink did I sleep the night through, 

And, next day, having scribbled my letter to you. 

With a heart full of hope this sweet fellow to meet. 

Set out with Papa, to see L"" D'*"" 

Make his bow to some half-doxen women and boys. 

Who get up a small concert of shrill Ftwe le **** — 

And how vastly genteeler, my dear, even this is. 

Than vulgar Pall-Mall's oratorio of hisses I 

The gardens seem'd full — so, of course, we watk'd o'tf 

'em, 
'Mo^g orange-trees, dipp'd into town-bred decorum, 
And Daphnes, and vase<i, and many a statue 
Tliere staring, with not even a stitch on tliem,'Ot you! 
The poods, too, we view'd — Atood aithile on the brink 

To contemplate the play of those pretty gold fishes — 
a Live bullion,* says merciless Bob, a which I think, 

Would, if coin'd, with a little mine sauce, be delicious! 

But what, Dolly, what is the gay orange-grove. 

Or gold fishes, to her that's in search of her love? 

In vain did I wildly explore every chair 

Where a thing like a man was — no lover sat there! 

In vain my fond eyes did I eagerly cast 

At the whiskers, mustachios. and wigs that went past. 

To obtain, if I could, but a glance at that curl. 

But a glimpse of those whiskers, as sacretl, my giri. 

As the lock that. Pa says, ' is to Mussulmen given. 

For the anp,el lo hold by that a lugs them to heaven!* 

Alas, there went by me full many .1 quix. 

And musuchioft in plenty, but nothing like his! 

Disappointed, I found myself sighing out a well-a-day,* 

Thought of the words of T— m M— se's Irish melody, 

Something about the a green spot of delight,** 

(Which you know. Captain Macintosh sung to us one 
day): 
Ah, Dolly! my a spot* was that Saturday night. 

And its verdure, how fleeting, had wither'd by Sunday! 

We dined at a tavern— Iji, what do I say? 

If Bob was to know!— a Restaurateur t^ dear; 

* Tba cart, on iha rvtara, ara draff ad ap Jowly by a rbaia. 

* Por lbi« trrap ofkaowlcdfa •?■> vat. I aatpact. iadabtcd laaaate 
apoa Velary't Ruint i a booli ahkb ntaaliy foraaa part of a Jarobia't 
library, and wiib which Mr Fudge nuti h^ta brca well ac^aaiaied at 
the liaic ahea he wrote bit • Uowa with Kiagt.* ett- Tba aaie ia 
Volaey it aa Toliowt ;— • It it by ihia tafi of hair (aa lb« «r*va of the 
head), wora by the aiajnriiy of Maaaulmant, that tba Aagel of the 
Toab it to uke the elert ^nd carry tbeoi to Paradiie.* 

* The yeaaf Udy, whe*c aaemory it a«t eery correct, maat atlada. 1 
tbiak, to tba roliowiaf linrt : 

Oh ! that fairy forai it ac'rr forfol. 

Which Firtt l^*e traced s 
Still it liagering baaatt (be greeacal tpat 

Ob Menorr'a wut* I 
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Where yoar properest ladies go dine every day. 

And drink Burgundy out of large tumblers, like beer. 
Fine Bob (for he 's really grown super-&nc) 

Condescended, for once, to make one of the party; 
Of course, though but three, we had dinner for nine, 

And,Jn spite of my grief, love, I own I ale hearty. 
Indeed, Doll, I know not how 't is, but in grief, 
I have always ff^nd eating a wondrous relief; 
And Bob, who 's in love, said he felt the same quite — . 

« My sighs,» said he « ceased with the first glass I 
drank you; 
The lamb made me tranquil, the puffs made me light, 

And now that 's all o'er — why, I 'm — pretty well, 
thank you!» 

To my great annoyance, we sat rather late ; 
For Bobby and Pa had a furious debate 
About singing and cookery, — Bobby, of course, 
Standing up for the latter Fine Art in full force ; 
And Pa saying, « God only knows which is worst, 

The French singers or cooks, but I wisli us well over 
it— 
What with old Lais and Very, I 'm curst 

If my head or my stomach will ever recover it!n 
T was dark when we got to the Boulevards to stroll. 

And in vain did I look 'mong th£ street Blacaronis, 
When sudden it struck me — last hope of my soul — 

That some angel might take the dear man to Tor- 
toni's! > 
We enter'd — and scarcely had Bob, with an air, 

For a grappe et la jardinihre call'd to the waiters. 
When, oh! Doll, I saw him — my hero was there 

(For I knew his white small-clothes and brown leather 
gaiters), 
A group of fair statues from Greece smiling o'er him, ' 
And lots of red currant-juice sparkling before him! 
Oh Dolly, these heroes — what creatures they are! 

In the boudoir tYxt same as in fields full of slaughter; 
As cool in the Beaujon's precipitous car 

As when safe at Tortoni's, o'er iced currant-water! 
He join'd us — imagine, dear creature myecstasy^— 
Join'd by the man 1 'd have broken ten necks to see ! 
Bob wish'd to treat him with punch a la glace^ 
But the sweet fellow swore that my heauU^ my grace ^ 
And my je-ne-sai»-quoi (then his whiskers he twirl'd) 
Were, to him^ Mon de top of all ponch in de vorid.n — 
How pretty ! — though oft (as, of course, it must be) 
Both his French and his English are Greek, Doll, to me. 
But, in short, I felt happy as ever fond heart did ; 
AntI, happier still, when 't was fix'd, ere we parted, 
That, if the next day should be pastoral wenlher. 
We all would set off in French buggies, together, 
To see Montmorency — that place which, you know, 
Is so ^mous for cherries and Jean Jacques Rousseau. 
His card then he gave us — the name^ rather creased — 
But 't was Calicot — something — a colonel, at least! 
After which — sure there never was hero so civil — he 
Saw us safe home to our door in Rue RivoU, 
Where bis last words, as, at parting, be threw 
A soft look o'er his shoulders, were — « how do you do !» ' 

But, ford, — there 's Papa for the post — I'm so vex'd — 
Montmorency must now, love, be kept for my next. 

1 A fatbioiiabl* ea/e ylacier oa ibc Italian Boalcvards. 
* ■ You Ml your ice at Tortoai'a,* aaya Mr ScMt, • aoder a Civciaa 
grnnp. • 

> Not an aaoaual mitule with fartigncn. 



That dear Sunday night ! — I was charmingly dress'd. 
And — so providential — was looking my beat ; 
Such a sweet muslin gown, with a flounce and my firiUa, 
You 've no notion how rich — (though Pa baa by Ibe 

bills)— 
And you *d smile had you seen, when we sat ralbcr near. 
Colonel Calicot eyeing the cambric, my dew. 
Then the flowers in my bonnet — but, la, it 'a in 
So, good bye, my sweet DoU-^I aball soon write 

R.F. 

Nota bene — our love to ail neighbours about — 
Your papa in particular — bow is his goutT 

P. S. — I 've just opend my letter to say. 
In your next you must tell me (now do^ Dolly, pray, 
For I hate to ask Bob, he 's so ready to qnix) 
What sort of a thing, dear, a Brandenburgh is. 



LETTER XL 

raOM PHBLIM CONROa TO — — — . 

Yks — t' was a clause, as noble and as great 
As ever hero died to vindicate— 
A nation's right to speak a nation's voice. 
And own no power but of the nation's choice! 
Such was the grand, the glorious cause that now 
Hung trembling on N'pM*'ns single brow; 
Such the sublime arbitrement, that pourd. 
In patriot eyes, a light around his sword, 
A glory then, which never* since the day 
Of his young victories, had illumed iu way ! 

Oh 't was not then the time for tame debates, 

Yc men of Gaul, when chains were at your gates; 

When he who fled before your chieftain's eye. 

As geese from eagles on Mount Taurus fly, ! * 

Denounced against tlie land that spum'd bis chain. 

Myriads of swords to bind it fost again — 

Myriads of fierce invading swords, to track 

Through your best blood his path of vengeance hack; 

When Europe's kings, that never yet combined 

But (like tliose upper stars, that, when conjoin'd. 

Shed war and pestilence) to scourge mankind, 

Gather'd around, with hosts from every shore. 

Hating N*p*l**n much, but freedom more. 

And, in that coming sti ife, appall'd to see 

The world yet left one chance for liberty !— 

No, 't was not then the time to weave a net 

Of bondage round your chief; to curb and fret 

Your veteran war-horse, pawing for the fight. 

When every hope was in his speed and might— 

To waste the hour of action in dispute, 

And coolly plan how Freedom's bouglts ahould 

When your invader's axe was at the root! 

No, sacred Liberty ! that God, who throw* 

Thy light around, Uke his own sunshine. 

How well I love thee, and how deeply hate 

All tyrants, upstart and legitimate — 

Yet in that hour, were F***cc my native land, 

I would have foUow'd, with quick heart and 



* Set MVun, lib. 5. rap. ag — who tclla at that lkea« 
c«aa«iouaDCW of iheir own loqaacily, alwayacr*** Moaal 
aloaca ia tbeir billt, in pr*«cal aay ualarliy eackle fwnm 
loibecaeica— JldtrtfTOTTAI nesTtOfmf. 
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f, Htto— ay, DO matter whom — 
I my coantry from that daraiuag ikHNR, 
Uiatt cime that oo the conqner'd vails— 
««r'« samp, Ihrooed witkia her plea! 

M vas fidse— despotic — all yoa please— 
ipled dowu mans holiest liberties — 
1 fRiius fbrm'd for nobler things 
within the grasp of vui^tnr kinp, 
d the hopes of men — as eaglets (ly 
loises al<^t into the sky — 
them down again more shatteringly! 
own— bat still* 



LETTER XII. 



tSS aiDDT VUDOK TO MISS DOBOTIT 



Dolly, — thanks to a potent emetic 
oiiT and Pa, with gilroace sympathelic, 
iHow'd this morning, to habnce the bliss 

auttehie and a InMfme decrtwifsef — 
iming at home to myself, and Mt down 
be you our heavenly trip out of town, 
g you most be for this letter, my dear! 
IS, in the notel, leas langnislied to hear 
legant cornet she met at Lord !f bvilli's 
lally dying witli love or — blue devils. 

DoLLT, love is the theme / pursue ; 
e derils, thank heaven, I 've nothing to do— 
udeed, dear Colonel Calicot spies 
B ot that colour in certain bloe eyes, 
e stares at till /, Doll, at kis do ibe same; 
simpers — I bhish — and would often eiclaim, 
f but the French for it, « Lord, Sir, for shame !>• 

the morning was lovely— ;ilie trees in full dress 
happy occasion — the sunshine exprets — 
order'd it, dear, of the best poet going, 
could be fumisli*d more golden and glowing. 
lale when we started, the sceot of the air 
i Gattib's rose-water — and, bright, here and 

rasa an odd dew-drop was glittering yet, 
aunt's diamond pin on her green ubbinet! 
birds seemed to warble as blest, on the boughs, 
rA a plumed Galicot had for her sponse, 
grapes were all blushing and ktuing in rows, 
short, need I tell you, wherever one goes 
(Creature one loves, 't is all couleur de rose; 
I shall neer, lived I ever so long, see 
ich as that at divine Montmorency! 

IS but one drawback — at first when we started, 

Miel and I were inhumanly parted ; 

el — yonng hearts of mch moments to rob ! 

in Pa's buggy, and I went viiih Bos; 

wn, I felt spitefully happy to know 

w and his comrade agreed but so-so. 

•4y (Foaicacllc. I Miffrt) hat mM. ihat if b« hMllM* ln»d 
Mb*. k« would op** K«t onr fiager ai a tiaie; aad I Sad it 
o«ac tb« uamm tart of rra«nra wiUi mpMt lo Mr Pb<lini 
try pl«i»-tpokrB l#Mar«. Tba maa iadvr of ihia Kftittla it 
iMafW ■Mii*r-ef-racl, ihot !i mrntt, for ih« pcctrsi at laaat. 
I 



For the colonel, it seems is a stickler of Borby's— 
Served with him, of course — nay, I 'm sure they were 

cronies — 
So martial hia features! dear IKkx, you can trace 
Ulm, A«sleriiii, Lodi, as plain in hts face 
As you do uo that ptUar of glory and brass * 
Which the poor Due de B"ai muse hate so to pass*! 
It appears, loo, he made — ^as most foreigners do — 
About English affairs an odd blunder or two. 
For example — misled by the names, I dare say — 

He confounded Jace Castlbs with Lord C as; 

And — such a mistake as oo mortal hit ever on — 
Fancied the present Lord C — md-~» the clever ime I 

But politics ne'er were the sweet fellow s trade ; 
T was for war and the ladies my Colonel was made. 
And, oh, had you heard, as together we walk'd 
Through that beautiful forest, how sweetly he talked ; 
And how perfectly well he appear d, Doll, tu know 
All tlie lifeandadvenluresof JbanJacqubsRoussbad! — 
«T was there,* said he— not that liis word^ I can state — 
Twas a gibberish that Cupid alone could translate; — 
But « there,* said he (pointing where, small and remou. 
The dear Hermitage rose), •< there his Juub he wrote,— 
Upon peper gilt-edged, without blot or ehmire; 
Then sanded it over with silver and asure. 
And — oh, what will genius and fancy not do ? — 
Tied the leaves np together with fiomparviUe blue!» 
What a trait of Roitsseao ! what a crowd of emotions 

From sand and blue ribbons are conjured up Itere! 
Alas, that a man of such exquisite ^ notions 

Should send his poor brau to the Fouixlling, my dear ! 

■ Twas here, too, perhaps,* Colonel Calicot said— 
As down the small garden he pensively led— • 
(Though once I could see his sublime foreheud wrinkle 
With rage not to find there the loved periwinkle)4 

« T was here he received from the fair D'Epinay, 
(Who call'd him so sveetly her Bear^ ^ every day). 
That dear tlanoel petticoat, pull'd off to form 
A waistcoat to keep tlie enthusiast warm !»< 

Such, Doll, were the sweet recollections we pouder'd. 

As, full of romance, through tliat valley we wander'd. 

The tlaunel (one's train of idcau, how odd it is!) 

Led us to talk about other commodities. 

Cambric, and silk, and I ne'er shall forget. 

For the sun was then hastening in pomp to its set, 

* TW eelaaa ta tha Pbct Vcadimc. 

■ • Baiplayaet po«r cola l« plat beoa papiar dori. aiibaal r4crii«ra 
•vac da la paadra d*aiar at d'arf cat, ct rwataai anet cahiara avac da L 
■aaapantllaktaaa.*— L«i Com/tstiom, Part a, liv. 9. 

* Tkiawet^, aaaqaiaiia,* iaatidamly a bvaarii* af Miaa l^idg«•| 
and I aaderauad aba vat aet a littla aafry vliaa bar Waikar Bab raa n 
■littad a paa oa tbc laal t«o tyllablaa of it ia ibc foUoviaf raaplati— ' 

• I'd faia praiaa yoar pocai— bat toll •«, bav it it. 
When f cry a«l • ■aqaiaita.v Bc&a iriaa a ^aia tt.'a 

« The lo«*r vbicb Reaweaa broagbt iaia tscb fatbiaa amoaf tka 
Pkriaiaat. by aaclaiaias oea day, • Ab, vaila da la parveacbc la 

• • Mom aun, «oiU votra aajla— ' — M va«a, aaa ttn m» viaadrtf 
vaat pat auttila — —etc. ate. 

• aUa jaar. qa'il falait tr^fovt, as aarraat •• pa^pwi q«*alla 
■I'mvoyait. jc Irowrai aa pota japaa da laarlla d'Aaglatavra, 4|a*alla 
Ma oMr^aatl aaair part^ at doat alia vaalait ^e« ja aM iaaa bira ua 
filet. Catala, plaa ^aaiical, aie pwr« ti taMlre. coaaaa ai 
f*t d4poaUI« paar aaa v««ir, ^a, daaa bmb damiaa.ia 
faia, aa pkaiaal, la Wllai at la japaa.* 

30 



t V 



1 54 



MOORE'S WORKS. 



And full oo tfie Colonel's dark whiftkers shone down, 
When he ask'd me, with eagerness, — who made my 

Qown? 
The question confused me — for. Do u., you must know. 
And I om^ht to have told my best friend long ago. 
That, by Pa's strict command, I no longer employ' 
That enchanting eoUturihre^ Madame lb Roi, 
Dul am forced, dear, to liave Victorink, who— deuce 

lake her! — 
It seems is, at present, the King's mantua-maker-— 
I mean of Ids party — and, though much ihc smartest, 
Le Roi is coodemn'd as a rank B*n*pa*t*st.> 

Think, Doll, how confounded \ look'd — so well knowing 
The Colonel's opinions — my cheeks were quite glowing; 
I stammer'd out something — nay, even half named 
The legitimate sempstress, when, loud, he exclaim'd, 
M Yes, yes, by the stitching 't is plain to be seen 

It was made by that B**rb*n*t* b-; h, ViCToaiNKli* 

What a word for a hero ! but heroes will err, 
And! thought, dear, I'd tell you things jmsC as they were. 
Besides, though the word on good manners intrench, 
1 assure you 't is not kalfu) shocking in French. 

But thu cloud, though embarrassing, soon pass'd away, 
And the bliss altogether, the dreams of that day. 
The thoughts that arise when such dear fellows woo us,— 
The notiiings that then, love, are every tiling to us — 
That quick correspondence of glances and sighs, 
And what Boa calls the w Twopenny-Post of the tyes» — 
Ah Doll ! though I know you 've a heart, 'tis in vain 
To a heart so unpractised these things to explain. 
They can only be fell in their fullness divine 
By her who has wauder'd, at evening's decline, 
Through a valley like that, with a Colonel like mine ! 

But here I must finish — for Bob, my dear Dollt, 
Whom physic, I find, always makes melancholy. 
Is seized with a fancy for church-yard reflexions; 
And full of all yesterday's rich recollections. 
Is just setting off for Montmartre — « for t/tere u,» 
Said he, looking solemn, « the tomb of the Verts !^ 
Long, long have I wish'd, as a votary true. 

O'er the grave of such talents to utter my moans; 
And to-day — as my stomach is not in good cue 

For \hcfiesh of the YiaTS— I 'II visit their hone$:» 
He insists upon my going with him — bow teaiing! 

This letter, however, dear Dollt, sliall lie 
Unseal'd in my drawer, that, if any thing pleasing 

Occurs while I 'm out, I may tell you — Good bye. 

B.F. 

Four o'clock. 
Oh Dollt, dear Dollt, I'm ruin'd for ever — 
I ne'er shall be happy again, Dollt, never! 
To think of the wretch — what a victim was I! 
Tis loo much to endure — 1 shall die, I shall die — 
My brain's in a fever — my pulses beat quick — 
I ^all die, or, at least, be exceedingly sick ! 

* M'lM Bi4<ly*t BotioB* of PrvBch proaoaciaiioa MMy be perceived in 
tbe liiywet wtiich the alwayt mIccU fi>r • £e Bct.* 

* L> Roi, who wat the Couhirikf of ibc EmprcM Maria Louiu. u 
at prcteal. ofcoarM, eat of faabioa, aad i« aocceaded ia ber atatioa by 
ibe ReyalitI aualaa-iaakcr, Vicroaiai. 

* li ia ibe hntker of the prncai eieelleat Rcaunralcar who lie* 
catoaibrd •« aiaguificeaily ia ibe CiaieiiWe Moataerue. Hie inacrip- 
tioa oa tbe eeiaaia at ibe be«4 af the loaib coacladea vilb lb* follow 
iag word* — • Toalc u vie fat eonaacri* am mrtt acilcs.* 



Oh what do you think? after all my romancing, 
My visions of glory, my sighing, my glancing. 
This Colonel — I scarce can commit it to paper — 
This Colonel 's no more than a vile linen-draper ! ! 
'TIS true as I live — I had coax'd brother Bob so 
(You'll hardly make out what Tm writing, I sob so) 
For some little gift on my birth-day — September 
The thirtieth, dear, I 'm eighteen, you remember — 
That Bob to a shop kindly order'd the coach 

(Ah, little I thought who the shopman would prove) 
To bespeak me a few of those mouchoirs de poche. 

Which, in happier hours, I have sigh'd for, my love — 
(The most beautiful things — two Napoleons the price — 
And one's name iu the corner cmbroider'd so nice!) 
Well, with heart full of pleasure, I enter'd the shop. 
But — ye Gods, what a phantom!— I thought I iboidd 

drop — 
Tliere he stood, my dear Dollt — no room for a doubt — 

There, behind the vile counter, these eyes saw him 
stand. 
With a piece of French cambric before him roITd out. 

And that horrid yard-measure upraUcd in his hand! 
Oh — Papa, all along, knew the secret, 'tis clear — 
'Twas a shopman he meant by a « Brandenburgh,* 

dear ! 
The man, whom I fondly had fancied a King, 

And, when that too delightful illusion was past. 
As a heroliad worshipp'd — vile treacherous thing — 

To turn out but a low linen-draper at last! 
My head swam around — the wretch smiled, I believe. 
But his smiling, alas ! could no longer deceive — 
1 fell back on Bob — my whole heart seem'd to wither— 
And, pale as a ghost, I was carried back hither ! 
I only remember that Bob, as I caught him. 

With cruel facetiousness said — m Curse tlie Kiddy ! 
A staunch Revolutionist alwap I 've thought him. 

But now I find out he 's a Counter one, BiddtI* 

Only think, my dear creature, if this should be koowa 
To tliat saucy, satirical thing. Miss Malonx ! 
What a story 't will be at Shandangan for erer ! 
What Uughs and wliat quiixing she'll liave with the 

men ! 
It will spread through tlie country — and nerer, oh never 

Can BiDDT be seen at Kilrandy -again! 
Farewell— I shall do something desperate, I fear — 
And, ah ! if my fate ever reaches your ear. 
One tear of compassion my Doll will not gmdfa 
To her poor — broken-hearted — young friend, 

BiDof FoaoB. 

Nota Bene. — I 'm sure you will hear, with ddifht. 

That we're going, all tliree, to see Bbuicxt t< 

A laugh will revive me — and kind Mr. Cox 

(Do you know him 7) has got us the Goveroor*t box! 



NOTES. 



Ob ibis leBraia(', wbat a ibiag it ia, 

SaAKaraaac. 



Page i39, line ig. 

So Feaaist** embroidera (aily. 



It would be au edifying thing to write m. iMUtjii' 
the private amusements of sovereigns. 
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(iown from the fly-«tickiag of Domitiao, the molr- 
cateluog of Artabanus, the hog-mi mickJng of Parmc- 
Didea, the hone-currying of Aretas, to the petticoat- 
embroidering of Ferdioaod, and the pstaenee-playing 
oftheP— — «R 1! 

Page 140, Itae i5. 

Toar com m mmA i«a«l. 

I« Mr Bob aware thai hi^ contempt for tea render* 
him liable to a diarge of atheism? Such, at least, i< 
the ofkinioo cited in Christian. Fal%ter. Amctnitat. Phi- 
iolog. — « Atheam ioterpretabatur homioem ab herba 
The sverMim. » He would not, I think, have been to 
irreverent to thi« bererage of Kcliolart, if he had read 
Peter Petitt Poem in praise of Tea, addrrssed to the 
learned Huet— or the Epigmph which Pechlinus wrote 
for an altar he meant to dedicate to this herb — or the 
Anacreontic* of Peter Franciut^ in which he calls Tea 

Gffltr, d'tar, •9'f«Jf«7. 

The following passage from one of these Anacreon- 
tics will, I have no doobt, be gratifying to all true 
Theists. 

Ai/oi TO 7t«T«f ' H^a. 

2t /KOI A«Jl07ei?T0 

Za&^siC tf fjtu*^^f9t9tj 

XMKAit ;(^ictr9i «eup«i. 
Which may be thus translated:— 

Tn. let HcIm, rrtr jtmmf, 

lli|b •• Imve* b«r nttar h»U, 
Aad t« JoT«'« iwMortal ikroag 

Poor lb* tiile i« c«p« •( |oM. — 
I'U aot CBvy hravrn'* prtM**, 

WbiU, viib aaowy baadt. for Bi«. 
K«TB lb« chiaa i w «ip rtnM*. 

Aad poan oal bcr beti Babaa ! 

Page 141, line 86. 

Rtra braak we otT, at ihi* aaballuw'd Mai*. 

The late I^ord C of Ireland had a curious theory 
about names; — he held that every man with titree 
names was a jacobin. His instances in Ireland were 
numerous :— vis. Archibald Hamilton Rovran, Theobakl 
Wolfe Tone, James Napper Tandy, John Philpot Cur- 
ran, etc. etc. and, in England, he produced as examples 
Charlea James Fox, Richard Briosley Sheridan, John 
Home Tooke, Francis Burtlett Jones, etc. etc. 

The Romans called a thief « homo trium literarum.* 



Tvft* irma litcrarnia hoaio 
Mavitapcraal Fur.' 

Pbata*. Anialar. 



A«t. 1. Sc«a« 4- 



Page 142, line 45. 

TIm Tmuoint, lara'd iaio aiclo-draHMa aifbtly. 

« The Old Testament, a says the theatrical Critic in 
the Caxette de France, « is a mine of gold for the ma- 
nagers of our small play-houses. A multitude crowd 
round the TheAtre de la Gaite every evening to see the 
PaMflge of the Red Sea." 

In the play-bill of one of these sacred melo-drames 
at Vienna, we find « The Voice of G—d, by Mr. 
Schwarts.a 



* lh»$mUtut aappoan tbia ward to b« a f/« 
tbiaka • Far* bat Made b>« cacapa fraa ibe BMrf ia 



ibaiia, be 



Page 143, line 11 5. 
No one can suspect Boileau of a sneer at his royal 
master, but the following lines, intended for praise, 
look very like one. Describing the celebrated passage 
of the Rhine, during which Louis remained on the safr 
side of the river, he says, 

Laait. Ira aataiaai da faa dr aaa raaraf r. 

S« plaiai de a« framdemr, if ai Vrnttmek* «■ rimM§t. 

Bpit. 4. 

Page 1 44* li<>e 43- 

Taraa froai kit ririiaat la bia fleaa. 
Aad baa ikraa koik well txtemud. 

Bow amply these two propensipes of the Noble Lord 
W0UI4 have been gratitied among that ancient people 
of Etruriu, who, as Aristotle tells us, used to whip 
their slaves once a year to the sound of flutes! 

Page 148.— line 6. 
Lampreys, indeed, seem to have been alwap a fa- 
vourite dish with Kings — whether from some conge- 
niality between them and tliat tish, I know not; but Dio 
Cassius tells us that Pollio fattened his lampreys with 
humau blood. St. Louis of Fnuce was particuUHy 
fond of them. — See the anecdote of Thomas Aquinas 
eating up his majesty's lamprey, in a note upon Mabe- 
(«M, lir. 3. chap. a. 

Page 148, line i4> 

Till five a'clach knag* oa that b«ar aa saaieataaa. 

Had Mr Bob's Dinner Epistle t>een inserted, I was 
prepared with an abundance of learned matter to iUus 
trate it, for which, as indeed, for all my « scientia 
popios,»' I am indebted to a friend in the Dublin 
L- ni versify,— who«e reading formeriy lay in tlie magic 
line ; but, in consequence of the Provost s enli(;hiened 
alarm at such studies, he has taken to the authors *Je 
re cibaria » instead ; and has left Bodiny Remiyiuty 
Agrippa, and his little dog filiolus^ for ApieinSf Ao- 
NiMs, and that most learned and savoury Jesuit, BuUm- 
yems. 

Page 1 5 1 , line 89. 

• Live kmlliom.m tay* oierc-leaa Bok, ■ wbkb I tbiah 
Woald, if toin'd wilb a iillle auat aaace, be dalir<«M« '• 

Mr. Bob need not be ashamed of his cookery jokes, 
when he is kept in countenance by such men as Cieero, 
St Augustine^ and that jovial bisliop, femantiHs for- 
tunatus. The pun of the great orator upon tlie a jns 
Verrinum,» which he calls bad hog hroth^ from a play 
upon both the words, is well known ; and the Saint's 
puns upon the conversion of Lot's wife into sail are 
equally ingenious: — « In salem converaa hominibns 
fidelibus quoddam praestitit condimentumy quo sapiant 
aliquid, node illud caveaiur exemplum.a — De CivitaL 
Dei, lib. 16. cap. 3o.— The jokes of the pious favourite 
of Qneea Radagunda, the convivial Bishop / en^MliMi, 
may be found among his poems, in some lines against 
a cook who had robbed him. The following is similar 
to Cicero's pun. 

Plmi jaarella TaW f aaat auw jara muUu 

See his poems, Corpus Patnr. Latin.Tom. i.p, I73a. 
—Of the same kind was JVonCmaMr's joke, vihen a dish 
was spilt orer him — a summum jus, summa injuria; » 
and tlie same celebrated parasite, in ordering a sole to 
be pbced before liim, said, 

KUfi cat fl.tmi, Ca miki aala plmcet 
' Seae«a. 



UOOBE'S WOaRS- 



B nadtr miy likcwiw tab uHODg 4 sood de«l of 
Utokf ■ (ra^iioa. ihe lantd Upiiio't Juki* oa cMdni 
apid^sa, ID bn tatrnvl. Strmam,^. I.ap. i. 



ukn it iDlioD ■■ DH Bf tb« Fiac Arti in Ihr Fol 
inn pmnRt sf Hr Dujaii Suwart.-— Agrablir M 
Ibli *i«« of (b* iiAJHt. luRt my be nid to b> Jb' 
IrtiufcjIlyfliWBDg.aBdMatrlcbefdaliiriTphiiint 
vhicb boih an, in maoy cua, nn»lly nannal <• 
thaw ttfcru. wbich, io Ibc art or cookery, carmpoiid 
In ihai ctmptillt ttanljr. irtiicb b Uie objecl at ibe 
pdoter and oT the poa( to aau.t^PhUB n fk k ml 



eom CCtid's Atenuvial to <I«ttgt«««. 






lai Public hBie atrtady b«n intarinFd. tbraocb Ihe 
mnliuin of ibe daily print), ihal. sinooit ih' liiiitiB- 
KBiabed liiiiaR <o the Coa^mi lilely hrld at Aia-la- 
Cbapoll*- wre Mr Dob GamuiK. Hr Cioaei T/wna. 
■nd II few ninre illu*(ricii» brMhren oF Tai Finer. It 
had bn-n rruln^a it <■ Rrond Mn-tinRof the Puriiliuic 
Fnlemilv. thai. ■< all (he mlUI*i Penra of Europe 
were about to anemMe. penonally or b* depaty, at 
Aii-la-Chiipel[e, ii wu but right thai TaiFtuCT ihonM 

Ihe uprerbM i^poken. [be reftoliirlnri' 



woHd. T here, for tome time past, been cmplored in 
TolDnlDDui and elabonte work, entitled • A Parallel 
between Ancimt <ind Modern Po^liini,- wbich ii t 
ia a ilaie of comiderable Fbrwardacnh aad wfaic 
hope to bare ready Ibr delivery to tHbacribert on the 
raorainf! of Ibe appraachhi)| fiflht between R"tt 
and Manin. Had ifae eiegant nihor of Banana 



nllenb*a 

lirh will he Fonnd in Ihe Alipendil 
Mo. 1. Mr Cita'i Memafiil. whirh now for Ihe Bra timi 

mitred livtheiie|y^tlentenloConRre<4: and 
■ml pniniblT be io belter hindt <br the i 



with It 



tlirr 



.nbjr. 



nprrvinn iipnn that iMidy. 

Tbe feioiir inte whirh lbi< branrh of flymnanlieii, 
illed Piiriliim rFmm ibe Rreek rug, aa the anlhor of 
■nil lenraedly nboerrn). haa ri<en wilh the Public 



of 1a» 



id the I 
nowpronivd by the neie HillenKirtani of the 

Pljto and Tan Can hate deuribed (ibe former 
niolto prrfiied Io Ihii work, nod tbe lutler in 
ireiiing Memorial llial folkowt]. when Ibe Mil- 
mil •neceed to the tuiitnrr lyitem, and Tai 
wiU bellie tolearhilrenof Ihe triflin|;di>p>i>e> 



a Io the < 



of Ibe i 



t. I 



in ihe one valuable npeetmen of 



lion which I bi 



Hie larielv of Mudiei necemri 
the mnlliplieily oF rrFHTDcn whi 
tn die liviniia) the dead, ran only be fnlhr appraelaMd 
by bim ^o baa bad tbe patienre lo rierfnrm it. Alve- 
nalely Mudyinn in Ibe Mntenni and the Flvei Comt— 
pauinR from ihe Academy of PInio to ihal of Hr Jaek- 
«OD— now indnl|>inrt in j4llie findtn with Artalopbanev, 
and now alDdyinn FlatS in tbe jflb'ri of Coei-CeiDf— 



Kadem> IO||Hher.— miomken (he Gnet of St-Cile*' 
lorlfaatof Athcni. and bave even fonadmtvlftnHHuf 
Bill fiibboni and hii Rntl in tbe • bixrwia tiU, pnbter 
ApoUo,9 of Tirgil. My printer, too. ban been afhvted 
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ith liBilar biUuciuUcHii. Tlw Hi'l. Cbrui. sE Plau- I riicd to ^nf ; ■ 
■ h* nsYcrttd, ikeaxikB dij, iato » Cloniiu JliU ^ uifht uulrin 10 
■Jbh* itu sua. wb<a I biTCnfcmd 10 Tarn. prim. b„( pcrfamud in 
r IbiL fMrt. be tiM BhuinUHl Ton Crib ud Toni | highly cnriou ; 1 
loIvilfauudiBf uli lliii. Ihr ^ mucli of lb 



id wbtHT. iJh. « ^A MfBnlofin 

m'» J^^Mi i<r»»ii. Tbnpii kniog 
I drfl^.i Thii rkafiLcr will be bund 
" Ikr my^lf. hy 

kle iJkiuuioaii 



mrk.wiy k faaod. I inw, loUnWy con«i ; md 


tnhmor to di««r Ih.1 «.r Engluh . Sou oF . Gw>- 


M ■■ JLalyi. of lu s»»^( Cb^iur. dut «« -ly 


™ Dglhiif aort Ibu [be n-.i Tw,r.< (Dw) "f lb. 




Cnek.. 


»} fdwn rwinrm wm. trouble, h •• h.«gi.«i« 




woDctlj » p<»ibk. 
















nploil gf ibe formrr. in nUUing bii iwia-biolbrr. m 


lycu, oF whom. PubidUi will ai, IhoR w» m Mm 


MHbv Htni. >iid m (riling bcfere bim into ibi- worid. 
u.r1.»dbrEu.uibiait>iilh<^»iibori[yDfLT<-<irbr«>. 


•n> momrni b> w» ripiriim. bad ^at taouffa 10 


— AmycB. ■ Hoyil Amiteur oF m FincT. who.^:h^^ 








im Ibil ludnl 



■Tlic Conbil brlwHii Jiim ud Polli 
nv the cItHK phnx, Mnnl him Hll u docribtd bv 
'niwcriliu.-AlnnaDiiuIlbodiiiVDdrilcrinFliccai.' 
— KeipKlire mrriii nF Ibne lhr« dncfipliom.— Tbco- ^^^ 
rrlum bf Far the bm ; and. nliocMber. prrbapt. ll". I jj,, 

iguity.— ApalUHiiat oiubl id hue doH bfllrr, *ilh I ^^^ 
■nrb ■ m«M before him : but. ttHraHy nor K)f» il« ' 
rbinf [wfaamrr Knlffn' mm uy). and hi> flnriln nil 
■lioi.'— TatnttH Fbn-n<, the fini LiHn Epir Pwl ■ff 1 
Virnll. hM dour mmj/ir jaMirp u Ihii 5rMB: ftlati, 
fteert* ind rAkn. ■)! dnrrihrd moil ^liriifdly. 



•UDre foriBi ihe Hbj«l oF oh oF ibe IKrUni of 
PbilMiniD*. /nm. 111. 1. fnflf. A— uid *bo>e lU. 
ib.t rraawHd Sod of ihc F.nry, MiJ.phmiw., the h- 



C»«F. 1, proTH ihil 
»> rombiniog boiii^ ai 
Ibrir nyniB»iin (hil n 






iTite of (he Empmr Tiloa, 
OirrMMonni bai kFi ui two abbor 
^ Jiarilifi of ibii bom- diari 

•iRndiBR wiih hh anni riMnded Fo' Im vbata da^i. 
viihom any r«i (AisTtc n,H)r> Dio, wu Jl-a ^'M* 

evAic ititm mvnr a E»iri(imt/i»«T lamf «M>(a«. 
Ornt. iS). by wbirh mniiH h( vnrr opt bin aihrrury'i 
fnltem. and ronquiml wilboDI rlihrr ftninf or talFH«. 
Thki bloodino nrHrni of rafllixa. whirh Imirrd tat 
•Irlnrr 10 paiimr* nlnne. ban aFfrrdrd 10 ibf waror. 
TlirmKiiiH, ■ happir iHiiitniliaa oF (he ptBfeftil mo- 
rn Po- 1 1""" "'■I''' •" allribuiM 10 lb* Enpant) Tiilnv* 
rilW 






, rfc. etr — Thnr K<a< oF a >hiiJ-ap 
>( OPeOZTAAHN oFUc<aD,-in^ 



. oF T 



indolhrn 

*yX*"< 10 AnKttc— 11^ 1^, rridenily ihenriginc 
nnr *ord lo fa^— ■yiv^.f'ii., 10 ancbor a FrUo* [u 
Grow'f Gmil IKrlionary. for Ihr word anthar)- 
ff^'TUt {ferl. piH. ititriitt), fnta wbicb it d< 



■ Myl. 1. 



twrmtl, 


nnri».i 


0^ modfra F.icr.— Tba^ TVom- 






«..eh. rail. An.T«" -■ !»l-«a".' 




-pflk^ow 


n ir.hr th^rlaKralphrxaeal M^l- 


«^-H„r. 


, fnr onr 


wbn. Iik> Amyraa, lakoi doIoF 


f-MAm 


albrlbre 


\,.i.u,ti^fi. 


n>( T^r A Aiic 


<A,t AAH»ArON ..^.a-aMXti. 


fnlbru 


™ir l.lyl lb 


porl dncHbei cha kebrytilB hrro 1- 




^rf.«. 


dnink wilt blow^. which i> pr*- 






-Torr^r 




a. iFdn.ak.and nxdr a b«.yy lollap- 


ipf bil,. 




-Tbe rtwnblann in iba a.-.»>.rp oF 


fiRhliDR 


.^liU moro 




find Ca< 


1 hinnn 








«. .nrrr«foH. in hi> comhaU wiib 


CrrsHm 






MOORFS ■WOBKS. 



And It will be only DDHAuy to compniv togelhr 
ulncli From Boiiani and Ihs Bard of Sjncwr. 
ha*iiiiijlv;nlhFiriT»iiini>r«lu»b«;DlhFsifII 

1 ign— X The Hun of Coloar, lo pnTim beinf; J 
Krn>p«l Ii|;lii hnlil oF CirHr'i h>nd>> — AHaunI 
~ I hiMHHD RobiawD (be Bluk iiid Curler). • 
(imiHtntinu luxait^iloc, -ibe I.il]M>liiIc.>') U uliniul 
Kord for word Willi Lhc followini; : 

Ht8i nyt iiCai Ti J.i**ioMH0[ ,«i>« t(>oi 

Chnii. (i. proiH, frain Ibcj'niviiig-milrhiinit StM" 
bwwfcn UlTffiM iBcl Ibc DfBipr in the iSib Book of 
tha OdyKH^. ih*l Ibr inrdenu rnolffilhiiundlng 
'■ A"J:t"»I, nr Uw> of Combnunlii. whiel 



I nni propqrlf nddrnund /iiJi" pifj; 
re nblignl to rrqairr mi nalh iTDtn th( 
il Ih^T will DDI ienl bim a il^ ihidcl 



»<ip. 7. dncnhn 
Grrrhi. far mere «< 



'df« of sparring, midi 



1 uppmrt p»rtiriil»fl» from a . 

Uf. lib. i. wbcrr. [pnhla|[ of tr^iHlng. he ut>. it " 

It br FrEqnnil me of ilie [■Xotn ih.->t ■ knonrleilfye al 

rtapping and fttftrTrt^ can be arqiiirFd. Th^ vliole pai- 

nDm.aipnmoRthat thrDiviDe Pinto vii nol 

r 4 nhiice in the Ftiney LiyA — Kaa »r ■»t- 

lAuvtSt. Jr« i; nAHTAI « lu di TON HAH- 
rnN FTAABETAI fiifHt.vnim lit ti And-ril i'ka- 
— Thiw Mirfll*! were nllni bj the Romain mrciili, 

» Ibe 'Pui^laincnilii 



iriumpb o 



pnnibinl. 









II io deSaa 
uthcm 



.■Dd offend 10 



rra in Ibe same tto'-l (ml. i. p. Joo), whirh pawed 
■ween Mn Elinbelh Wilkinioa dF Clerkrnwell. ind 
lu Hanoah HrGeld oF Newgalfr-H.irkn— anaiher praof 
■( the Engliih may boaii many a ■> dolce gaeiricn- u 
Bit oa Ibe Greohi. 



ofai 



.nqiiy.irao 






dl Ibe r 



■d stt 



moat Argonaolic Buttle. » detailed by Ihe ihrectnev 
menlloned in chap. 1.— Ibe Fi^il brtweea Eptiu « " 
Euryilni, in ibe 13d Book oF the Iliad, and betwe. 
Ulyu« and Inii in Ibe i8tb Bookof ibe Odywy— iV 
Comtnl oF Direa ud EnleUni in ibe iilb fjie;d— 1 ' 
Capanent and Alciditniu. almdy referred to. in Rtili>», 
and of Aebeloni and TleKnlea in The nih Bonk aF lh( 
Heumerpliiiiei; ihoniih this la«I a ralbcr a wrmlinB' 
l>ontihina»iiIl.r»emblinKlbatbclwceT " 
Anljau. in Ibe 41b Book of Luean. Tlir 



w bow I In 



lereedisl in ihi« pannf 
n. my ininalaiiaa (no 






filuliood io Lurian, who, in hi< Aoael 

prnented Solon n one of the warmm 

Pnjiliini. whMeaa wi know from Dio 

Ibat thai legiilalor look erery poBoble p 

raiie and loppreu il.— Alaander Ihe Crei 

enouBblo prohibit Ti«F.p.cT(PliilMth fa rit).- 

in nany paru oF hit worki, bnt partieularly in llie 

fforta t. atf .^W. FODdemiH Ibe prsFIire at enn- 

pemiriani.'— On Ihe alberaide. the Inlimo 

Faianr, Domeroni,'— Tlie greater nnmber « 

—and Ii»rralea. ihon|[h be rrprefenU Aleilindn a> 

:knnwledBeB il 



rr held in hl||h r> 



n Ihrouj^h Ri 



iJlnilrion' from thalrirrnmitance;! ju 
hera rendered Immonat by lb« prodnrl 
run a* Tnm Crih. Harry Tlarmer, BJR Ren. Dntrli !Ian. 

ihal relifpooa and pitifnarioo^ F- 



Kixurt, Kiryftn ui ica.ytt, fimttffiia 
Tun f nr" aipniie una t'. ErBip. 



liitft )i)fo/jiia( TBI Tiatfltni. h 
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delisted in 4he Set-tos, «pu(;Uum^ viciscim se conci- 
dcntittni perfiuorumque san^oe.*— To these are ad- 
ded ttill more flatteriog tntimoniet; locb at that of 
bidontt, who calls Pugilism « virtu^a as if par excel- 
lemtt;* and the yet more enthusiastic tribute with 
which Eustathius reproaches the Pagans of having en- 
rolled their Boxers in the number of the Gods. — In 
short, the whole chapter is full of erudition and foi/(; 
— from LjreopUroa (whose very name smacks of pugi- 
lism) down to Bosiana and the Weekly Dispatch, not 
an author on the subject is omitted. 

So much for my ■ Parallel between Ancient and Mo- 
dem Pugilism.ii And now with respect to that peculbr 
language called FUnh, or St Giles's Greek, iu which Mr 
Crib's Memorial and (he other articles in the present 
volume are written, I beg to trouble the reader with a 
few observations. As this exprcMive language was ori- 
ginally invented, ami is still used, like the cipher of the 
diplomatiftis, for purposes of secrecy, and as a means 
of eluding the vigibioce of a certain class of persons, 
called flashice. Traps, or, in common language. Bow- 
street Officers, it is subject of course to continual 
change, and is perpetually either altering the meaning 
of old words, or adding new ones, according as the 
great object, secrecy, renders it prudent to have re- 
course to such innovations. In tliis respect, also, it 
resembles the cryptography of kings and ambassadors, 
who by a continual change of cipher contrive to buftle 
the inqui&itiveoesft of the enemy. But, notwithstanding 
the Protean nature of the tVish or Cant language, the 
greater part of its vocabulary has remained unchanged 
for centuries, and many of the words used by the Caot- 
iag Be^ars in Beaumont and Fletcher,! and the Gi|>Meft 
in Ben Jonson s Masque,^ are still to be heard among 
the Gnomics of Dyot-slreet and Tolliill-fields. To prig 
is still to steal ;^ (o jEfr, to beat; lour, money; duds, 
clothes ;' prancers, horses ; bouzing-ken^ an ale-house ; 
eov€^ a fiellow; a sow's baby, a pig; etc. etc. There are 
also several instances of the same term, preserved with 
a totally different signification. Thus, to mill^ which 
was originally « to rob,* 7 is now « to beat or fight ;» 
and the word mm, which in Ben Jonson's time, and 
eren to late at Grose, meant Jine and good, is now ge- 
nerally used for the very opposite qualities ; as, « he 's 
bat a ruas oiie,» etc. Most of the Cant phratet in 

* HMvitkMaiidiaf ikal tb« bitUri^n Mpmaly Mf* • pagilaM,* 
l.!p»t«» i« M ascioai i« pr*M ihit cinnaitUBr* tBio hit Arroiist or tbc 
Ai»«i«il Cta^taian, ibat b« imm*!* »«rb ■■ efTntioa nf el»rtt r»aUI 
oaJy bar* uI«b pUcc is tbc gUdiaiorUI (oatbai. But Liptin* never 
«M al Moalaay BarM.— S«« bi* SatMraal. Scmoa. Ub. i. cap. a. 

' Orifia. lib. iviii. c. it. 

* la ibdr aaiMaiaf roMcdy of • Tbc Begpr't Both.* 

* Tb« Maa^ae of lb« Cipaic* IMrUmorpbwaaJ.— Tbe Gipty laagaage, 
ia4««^ «itb lb* Cktcption of Micb Icrma at rciau lo ibcir awn pecu- 
liar nutoflia. iitttft bai liul* fruai ib« ragnlar Flatbt aa May b« 
•e*« by coaaaltiai (be VocabaUry aabjoJaod lo tb« Litt of ■anfjida- 
IMoora Care*. 

* tea iba tbJrd cbapUr. itl book of lb« History of Joaatbaa WiM, 
for aa • Ba4eai«l>la irtiimoay of tbc groat aatiquiiy of Priffitmt^* 

* Aa amfUr tor dtuit \% iba* dcarribcd by Drklier ■ — • lie carrtr* a 
abort tlaff ia bit baad, «bicfa i» ralUd a JiUh, baviag ia tbc nmk nr 
ha«l of ii, nferm* (tbal i* to My • hole), iaio obicb, apoa aay piece 
•f aervice. wb*« be goes » JUcKing, be pvttrtb ■ beohc, of iroa, «ilb 
«bi«h boobc ba aaglaa al a window ia ib« dead of aigbt for tbiru, 
•akockaa. or any other liaen or woollen.*— Km^/uA ¥iUmmu$. 

' Can ibey emmt or mttlf are ihay matters in their an *•— Ben Joa- 
•on. To muU. bowcTer, aonieiiniet aigniliad ■ to kill.* Tbaa, to wuU 
» Mnatnuf tkttkt, i. a. to kill a ahaep. 



Head's Cnglisli Rogue, which was published, I believe, 
in 1666, would be intelligible to a Greeir of the present 
day ; though it must be confessed that the Songs which 
both he and Dekker have given would puzzle even that 
M Graic geotis dccus,* Caleb Baldwin himself. For in- 
ttance, one of the simplett begint, 

Bing oni. bien Mort*. and tonre and toort, 

Bing ont. bien Mortaand tonre; 
For all yonr dud* are biag'd awaat; 

Tb* bien Co*a batb tbo lonre. 

To the cultivation, in our timet, of the tcience of 
Pugilism, the Flaih language is indebted ror a consider* 
able addition lo its treasures. Indeed, so impossible 
is it to dt>scribe the operations of Tie Fanct vrithout 
words of proportionate energy to do justice to the sub- 
jeci, thai we find Pope and Cowper, in their translation 
of the Set-to in the Iliad, pressing words into the ser- 
>ice wbich had seldom, I think, if ever, been enlisted 
into the ranks of poetry before. Thus Pope, 

Secure tbit band tball bit whole fraoae ronfonnd, 
JfajA all bit bonct, and all bit body pcumd. 

Cowper, in the same manner, translates xc^* A 

«'flt^siof, mpash'd him on the clieek;* and, in descrih- 
ing the wrestling-match, makes use of a term, now 
more properly applied to a peculiar kind of blow,' 
of which Mendoza is supposed to have been the in- 
ventor. 

Tbeo bit wilet 
Porgal not he, but on ibe b«ni behind 
Cktpp'd biM. 

Before I conclude this Preface, which has already I 
fear extended to an unconscionable length, I cannot 
help ezjiressing my regret at the selection which Mr 
Crib has made of one of the Combatants introdue«d 
into the imaginary Set-to that follows. That penoo 
has already been exhibited, perhaps, « usque a^ n«ai- 
tenm,* before the Public ; and, without entering into 
the propriety of meddling with such a personage at til, 
it is certain that, as a mere matter of taste, he ought 
now to be lei alone. All that can be allefsd for Mr 
Crib is — what Rabelais has said in defondiog Ch* mortl 
notions of another kind of cattle — he nknowt us bit- 
ter, n But for myself, in my editorial capacity, I takt 
tliis opportunity of declaring, that, as for as / am con- 
cerned, the person in que«ition hhall henceforwrard be 
safe and inviolate; and, as the Coven^Gardcn Mana- 
gen said, wlieu they withdrew tlieir much-hissed ele- 
phant, (/lis is positively (/le last time of hit appuiring 
on the stage. 
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Most Holy, and High, and Legitimate squad. 
First Swells * of the world, since Boney 's in quod,^ 

* • A ehopptr it a blow, tinirk on the face with tbe back nf lb« band. 
Mendoia cUinia ibe honour of iit inreniion. but nnjattly; be car- 
lainly rarifed, and contiderably improrad it. It wat prattiaod long 
before our time — Broagbton orcationally nted ilt and Hack, it a ho 
appears, iiruck the choffper in giving the rclnm in BMoy of bia bnl- 
t'et.s — #oxi«n«, vol. ii. p, ao. 

■ Smelt, a gr*" "M"' 

* In prison. Tbc dmi's in f n«4? tbc rog«t is la friM*. 
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Wbo have every thing oow,as BUI Gibbons would say« 
9 Like the bull in the chiii»«hop, all your own irajn— 
Whatsoever employs your magnificent nobs,* 
Whether duUUiny your subjects, and guUing their 

fobs* 
(While you hum tlie poor spoonies^ with speeches, so 

pretty, 
'Bout Freedom, and Order, and — aU my eye, Betty) 
W^hether praying, or dressing, or'dancing the hay$. 
Or lapping your coti^o^ at Lord C-STL-a — oa's ^ 
(While his Lordship, as usual, that very greet dak^ 
At the flowers of rfaet 'ric, \»/Uuhin^ his fa^7) — 
Or holding Slate Dinners, to talk of the weather. 
And cut up your mutton and Europe together! 
Whatever your yammon, whatever your talk. 
Oh deign, ye illustrious Cocks ofAe Walk^ 
To attend for a moment, — and if the Fine Arts 
(^ fibbing * and boring* be dear to your hearts; 
If to level,* to punish* to ruffian* mankind. 
And to darken their dayUghts,9 be pleasures refined 
(As they must be) for every Legitimate mind, — 
Oh listen to one, who, both able and willing 
To spread through creation the mysteries of milling^ 
(And, as to whose politics, search the world round. 
Not a sturdier Pit-tile^** e'er lived under ground). 
Has thought of a plan, which — excuse his presump- 
tion. 
Be hereby submits to your Royal rumgumption 
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It being now settled tlmt emperors and kings. 
Like kites made of foolscap, are high-flying things, 
To whose tails a few millions of subjects, or so. 
Have been tied in a string, to be whisk'd to and fro, 
Just wherever it suits the said foolscap to go — 
This being all settled, and freedom all gammum,** 
And nought but your honours worth wasting a d— n on; 
While snug and secure you may now run your rigs^*^ 
Without fear that old Boney will boUier your gigs — 
As your Honours, too, bless you! tliough ail of a trade. 
Yet agreeing like new ones, have lately been made 
Special constables o'er us, for keeping the peace, — 
Let us hope now that wars and rum^jttonj will cease; 
That soldiers and guns, like « the Devil and his works,» 
Will henceforward be left to Jews, Negers, asid Turks; 
Till i^rown Bess '4 ghall soon, like Miss Tabitha Fusty, 
For want of a spmri to go off with, grow rusty, 

' TakiBg oat ibc conienit. Tba*. gutting ■ qatrt pot (or taking 
out tht timing of it), i. •. driBliini; it off. 

* Sinplfetoat, aliM tmnocemtt. 

* Drinkiog yoor t«a. 

* Sec tbe Appeadiz, No. 3. 

* Aa Adept. 

' Sbowiae o(T bit ulk.— Better npretaed, p«rii«p«, byaUtovit. 
who, upoa being ■•kod wbot ««• going on in tbe Room of CoauiOB*, 
•ntwered. • only Lord C. airing hit yocahmlary.u 

* All temt of tbo Fancy, ond faaiUor to tboao wbo rMd-theTna^ 
octioBS of ibe Pugiliuic Society. 

* To cloM up ibtir eye* — aliat, to tew up tbeir teti. 

** Tom rccoivcd bia firat edocalion in a coal-pit; froa wbcBcv he 
bat been bononred «itb tbe name of atbe Black Diaaiond.* 

*i Onjn^Cion, or Rmmtgumtfttian, coinprehenaion, capacity. 
** floBMBae orkambag. 

•* Play yoor trirka. 
** A tolJitr'a fir»4oik. 



And lobsters * will lie such a drug upon hand, 
That oar dth-nodung Captains must all get ja|Nuus'il !* 
My eyes, how delightful ! — the rabble well gagged. 
The Hwells ta high feather, and old Boney Imggd!^ 

But, though we must hope for such good times aa these. 
Yet aa something uuiy happen to kick up a krene — 
Some quarrel reserved for your own private pidum§ — 
Some grudge, even now in your great ginards stickiag 
(God knows about what — about money mayhap. 
Or the Papists, or Dutch, or that kid,^ Master Nap)— 
And, setting in case there should come such a rumpus. 
As some mode of settling the chat we must compass. 
With which the t^g-rag^ will have nothing to dc»— > 
What think you, great Swells, of a Rotal Sit-to 1* 
A Ring and fair jEsC-wor/lc at Aix-la-Chapelie, 
Or at old Moulsey-Uurst, if you likes it as well — 
And that all may be fair as to winJ, weighty and 

science^ 
I'll answer to train the whole Holt ALLtARCS ! 
Just think, please your Majesties, how you 'd prefer it 
To miUs such as Waterloo, where all the merit 
To vulgar red-coated rapscallions must fall, 
Who have no Right Divine to have merit at all ! 
How much more select your own quiet Set-tos I — 
And how vastly genteeler 't will sound in the news, 
{Kents Weekly Dispatch^ that beau all others boUow 
For Fanjcy transactions), in terms such as follow :<— 



ACCOUNT OF THE GRAND SET-TO BETWEEN 
LONG SANDY AND GEORGY THE PORPUS. 

Last Tuesday, at Moulsey, the Balance of Power 
Was settled by Twelve Tightiih Rounds, in an 
The Buffers^! both m Boys of the Holy Ground ;\ 
Lofvo Sandt, by name of the Bear much renowaCd, 
And Gkosot the Porpus, prime glutton reckoned— 
Old thingummee Pottso9 was Long Sanot's second. 
And Geomgt's was Pat C — stl — a — oa, — he who lives 
At the sign of the King's Arms a-kimbo, and gives 
His smaU beer about, with the air of a chap 
Who believed it himself a prodigious sfron^ imp. 



* Seldiora. from the colour of thoir docban. • To Wal •»«*« 
meona for a ebarcbaian ta tarn aoldicr; lohaler*. whi ah new at 
biniah black, being made red by boiling.*— GroM. Batlcr'n 
•iniile will occur to tbe reader i 

WbcB. like a lobatcr boii'd, lh« Mora 
From black to red began to torn. 

* Ordained— i. e. bocomc clergymen. 

* Traotported. 

* Child. ->IIence our uaefulword. kidnapper— to ■«& « kid% 
to ateal a child. Indeed, we need but recollect tbe many nBccHoBl 
neceaaary worda to which Jehaaon baa affiled ihn arignaa at • 
term,* to be aware how cowaiderably the Engliak laayimgw tma 1 
enriched by the coatrlbutiona of the Ftaab fratemti j. 

* The common people, the mobility. 

* A boiingHnaich. 

' Bosera— Iriab cant. 

* The hiuh in the metre here waa rendered nernaaary lay rim * 
tation, which ia from a cdebraied Famey Ckmmt awding, mamrt 
thus I — 

For aro arc the boya of the M^y Grattmtl 
And wa'il dance npon oatbing, and imra «• rmtad I 
It ia almoat acadlcM to add. thai the Moiy Qrmtmd, t 
well-bnown region of St Gilca'a. 

* Ton maana, 1 preanme, the celebrated diploaiMiiat, Poca* di 
go. — The Iriab uaed to claim the dancer Didelot aa th««r c««i 
inaiating that tbe O bad alipped out of iia right placa. am4 that 
real name waa Mr O'D.dJIe. On tbe aama principle they arill, 
aaacrt their right to M. Pouo. 
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This beiog the first true L«citimate Mateh 

Since Tom took to training tiicse Swells for the scratch. 

Every lover of life, that bad rhino to upare. 

From sly little Moses to B — > — c, wms there. 

Nerer tiace the reoown'ti days of BsouoBTOfi and Ficc * 

Was the Fanciful World \n such very prime twig — * 

And long before daylight, gigs, rattlers^^ and prads,^ 

Were io motion for MouUey, brimful of the Lads. 

Jack Eld — n. Old Sid., and some more, had come down 

On the evening before, and put up at The Crown, — 

Their old favourite sign, where themselves and their 

brothers 
Get grnh^ at cheap rate, though it fleeces all others; 
Nor matters it how vre plebeian* condemn, 
As The Cromn 's always sure of its license from them. 

T was diverting to see, a« one ogled around. 
How Corinthian^ and Commoners mixed on the 

groond. 
Here II — irra — si and an Israelite met face to face. 
The Dnke, a place-hunter — the Jew, from Duke's Place; 
While MicxT V— us — rr — x, not caring to roam. 
Cot among the white-bag-men J and felt quite at home. 
Here stood in a corner, well screen'd from the weather, 
Old Sid. and the great Doctor Eadt together. 
Both fismed on the walls — witli a d — n, in addition, 
Prefix'd to the name of the former Physician. 
Here C — md — n, who never till now was suspected 
Of Fancy, or aught that is therewith connected. 
Got close to a dealer in donkies, who eyed him. 
Jack Scroggins remark'd, « just as if he'd have buy'd 

him;n 
While poor Bogy B — ex — ci — m well might look pale, 
As there stood a great Rat<atcher close to bis tail ! 

'Mongst the vehicles, too, which were many and various, 
From natty barouche down (o buggy precarious, 
We tmngg'd more than one queeriih sort of turn-out ; — 
C— Nil — G came in a job, and then canter'd about 
On a showy, but hot and unsound, bit of blood 
(For a leader once meant, but cast off. as not good). 
Looking round to secure a snug place if be could : — 
While Eld — ir, long doubling between a grey nag 
And a white one to mount, took bis stand in a drag.^ 
At a quarter past ten, by Pat C — stl — a — aui tatUer^B 
CaiB came on the ground in a fonr-in-band rattler 
(For Tom, since be look to tbc«e Holy Allies, 
Is as tip-top a beau as all Uond-xtreet supplies); 
And, on seeing the CaAMPioif, loud cries of m Fight, 

fight,* 
• Ring, ring,* m Whip the Gemmen,M were heard left 

and right. 
But the kids, though impatient, were doom'd to delay. 
As the old P. C.*<* ropes (which are now mark'd If. A.* *) 
Being hack'd in the service, it !«eems had given way; 
And, as rope is an article much up in price 
Since the Bank took to banging, the lads had to splice. 

* Ttte cb*rf hmndtn of ibr moitrn ftrbool of pagiliua. 

* H'gb kpirilt or rondiiion. 

* Cowbra. * Honet. ■ VictwU. 

* Mco of raali— Tide Botiaaa, ptiitim. 
' Pi«li-pockM«. 

* A emit or waQjon. 

* A natch. 

" Tbcfopn and tuliea aacd at tb« pria^-figbit, being ibc proptrl^ 
•f tb« PveiliMic Clab. are aariiad wiib the iailUU P. C. 
«• F«r« Holy Alliance.. 



At length the two Swells having rater'd the Ring, 

To the tune the Cow died of, called a God save the 

King,M 
Each threw up bis castor* 'mid general huzzas — 
And, if dressing would do, never yet, since the days 
When HiMPHRits stood up to the Israelite's thumps^ 
In gold-spangled slocking^and foucfc-tne-nof pumps,* 
Has there any thing equall'd the faUals and tricks 
That bedizen'd old Giorgt's bang up tog and kicks.'* 
Having first shaken daddies i (to show, Jacxsor said, 
It was « pro bono i'lm/iVow^ chiefly they bled) 
Both peel'd^ — but, on laying his Dandy-belt by. 
Old GioacT went floush^ and bis backers looked shy; 
For they saw, notwithstanding Caia's honest endeavour 
To train down the crummy,! 't was monstrous as ever! 
Not so Willi Long Sa.nhy — prime meat every inch— 
Which, of course, made the Gftostict* on t* other side 

flinch ; 
And Bob W — ls — n from Soutbwark, the gawuai ehap 

there. 
Was now heard to sing omI, « Ten to one on the Bear !» 

First Round. Very cautious — the twiddles both tpmrr'd 
As if :!ty of the scratch — while the Porpns kept giurd 
O'er his beautiful imu9,9 as if fearing to hazard 
One damaging touch in so damly a maxtard. 
Which t* oibcr observing put in bis Omi-Two»» 
Between Giorgt's left ribs, wiih a knuckle so true. 
That had bis heart lain in tite right place, no doubt 
But the Bear's double-knock would have rummaged it 

out — 
As it was. Master Georgt came souse with the whack. 
And there sprawl'd, like a turtle tum'd queer on its 

back. 

SicoifD RoofVD. Rather sprightly — the Bear, in high gig^ 

Took a fancy to ^irf with the Porpos's wig ; 

And, had it been either a loose tie or bob. 

He 'd have claw'd it clean off, but 't was glaed to hit 

nob. 
So he tipp'd him a settler they call « a Spoil-Dandy » 
Full plump in the whisker. — High betting on Sandy, 

Third Round. Somewhat slack — GsoacT tried to make 

But his ovtn victualling office*^ stood much in the way; 

,* Hat. 

* • Tbe fine aualy forai of Himphrlea wat aeca to great advaauf* t 
b« bad en a pair of Hue lannd irmiMn, while ailk atocMagk, iW 
clorka of which ware •pawgUd with gold, aod pvnipa tied vtlb r ttibf .a 
— (Accoant of lb« Firat Baulc between Hunphriaa and M » « da a a.)— . 
The epiaile which Ilunplirtea wrote to a friead, cwaHaaaicatiaf the 
reaaUt of tbia figbt, ia worthy of a Lacedvmooiaa.— aStr, I hae« dmm€ 
the Jew, aod aa ia good health. Iliefa. Haaaphriea.* 

* Tog aad kickg, coat aad breacbea. — Tog it ea« of lb* cast warda 
whirh IVkker ritet, aa • reiaiaiag a ceruia aait and taatiag af aaaM 
wit and Iraraiag,* bctag dcrif cd froaa the Latta t0fm» 

* llaadt. 

■ Mr Jackaon't reaidence ia •■ Piailiro, — Thia geatiiaiea (a« he wall 
draerre* io be called, froa the rorrcciacaa of hia coadacC aad the pe- 
culiar urbaauy of hia ataanera) forma that aaefal Hall be ftea tbe 
aauiear* and tbe profeaaora of pugiliam. wbick, wbea bcakea, ilwill 
be diflicHll. if oot wholly lapoaaible i« replace. 

■ Stripped. ' Fat. * Kaoviag oae*. 

* Face. 

*■' Two blova aacceadiag each ether rapidly. Thaa (apeakiaf of 
Raadall) • hia o»t-rwo are pat io with the aharpaeao of lightaiag.e 
11 The oioMach or peaacb. 
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Wli^f Sandt's \on^ arms — lou^r enou^jh for a douse 
AU the way from Kamscliatka to Joknuy Groai's 

House — 
Kept paddling about the poor Porpuss muns/ 
Till they made him as hot and as cross as Lent buns !' 

FouKTH Round. Geokov's backers look'd blank at the 

lad. 
When they saw what a rum knack of skifUng^ he had — 
An old trick of fiis youtJi — but the Bear, up to sZujm,4 
FoUow'd close on my gentleman, kneading his crum 
As expertly as any Dead Man^ about town, 
All the way to the ropes — where, as Gjeoigt went down, 
Sandt Upp'd him a dose of that kind, that, when taken^ 
It is n't the stuff but the pattenC that's sJiaken. 

Fifth Round. Gsoigt tried for his customers head — 
(The part of Long Sandy that's softest, 'tis said ; 
And the chat is that Nap, when he had him in tow. 
Found his knowledges-box ^ always the first thing to go) — 
Neat milling this Round — what with clouts on the nob^ 
Home hits in the bread-basket,! clicks in the gob^t 
And plumps in the daylights^9 a prettier treat 
Between two Johnny Raws'" 'tis not easy to meet. 

Sixth Round. GsoaoT's Mends in high flourish and 

hopes ; 
Jack Eld — n, with others, came close to the ropes — 
And when Gkorgt, one time, got tlie head of the Bear 
Into Chancery** Eld^n sung out ** kxxp him there;" 
But the cull broke away, as he would from Lob's 

pound,' ^ 
And, after a rum sort of jmffianing Round, 
Like cronies they hugg'd^ and carae smack to the ground ; 
Poor Sandt the undermost, smoiher'd and spread 
Like a German tuck'd under his liuge feather-bed! *' 
All pitied the patient — and loud exclamations* 
" My eyes /" and " my wig!" spoke the general sen- 
sations — 
Twas thought Sandy's soul was squeezed out of his 

corpus^ 
So heavy the crush. — Two to one on the Porpus ! 

Nota bene. — T was curious to see all the pigeons 
Sent off by Jews, Flashmen, and other religions, 

* Moaih. > Hot crott bunt. 

s aSorae hare ccoaurrd •bifling a* an unmanljcuttora.*— .^oxinna. 

* Ilurabof or ^mnmon. 

* Dead Men are Bakers— ao callad rrom tba loavea falaalj charged le 
tbalr aMdcrVcattoBwr*. The following u froaa an Acionnt of the 
Battle fought by Motvortby. ibe Baker, with Martin, the Jewi 

* Pir*t round. Noawonby, on the alen, planted a tremeodoa* bit 
on Martin'a month, which not only drawcd forth a profoeion otclant, 
but he went down.— Loud abouting from-the Demd Vm.' 

* Second Round. Noeworthy began to lerre the Jew in tiylc, and hit 
hilt (old moat trcmendonaly. Martin made a good round oT it, but 
fell rather diaircaaed. The De«u( Mtn now opened their moniht vida, 
and loudly offered aix to four on the MmtUr e/th€ KoUtl* 

* The head. ' The ttomacb. 

* The month. • The eye*. 
«• Noficca. 

*• Getting «be bead under the arm, for (be purpote otfibhimg. 

*' A priaon.— See Or Grcy't eiplanation of ibic pbraae in hit netet 
npon Httdibraa. 

1* TheOrmant aleep between iwo bedt: and it it related that an 
Iriah traveller, npon tindiof; a feather bed tboi laid orer him, took it 
into hit head that (be people alept in <lrat«, one upon the other, and 
■aid to (he aUendant, • will you be good enough to uU the gentleman 
or lady that it to lie ercr mr, to make batte, at I want to go nalcef !• 



To office,' with all due dispatch, through the air. 
To the Bulls of the Alley the fate of the Bear 
(For in tliesc Fancy times, *t is your hits in the muiu, 
And your clioppers, andfoorers^ that govern the Funds) — 
And Consols, which had been all day shy enough. 
When 't was known in the Alley that Old Blue and Buff 
Uad been down on the Bear, rose at once — up to snuff!* 

Sbtknth Round. Though hot-press'd, and as flat at a 

crumpet. 
Long Sandy show'd game again, scorning to rump it; 
And, fixing his eye on the Porpus's snout,^ 
Which he knew that Adonis felt peeryi about. 
By a feint, truly elegant, tipp'd him a punch in 
The critical place, where he cupboards his luncheon, 
Which knock'd all the rich Curaeoa into cruds. 
And doubled him up, like a bag of old duds!^ 
There he lay almost /rMmma</em'</^ — everyone said 
T was all Dicky wiUi Georgy, his mug hung so dead : 
And 't was only by calling « your wife. Sir, yourwife!» 
(As a man would cry a fire ! ») they could start him to 

life. 
Up he rose in a funk,! lappd a tootltful of brandy, 
And to It again. — Any odds upon Sandy. 

Eighth Round. Sandy work'd like a first-rate demo- 
Usher: 
Bear as he is, yet his lick is no polisJier; 
And, take him at ruffaning work (though in common, 

he 
Hums about Peace and all tliat, like a Domine)^ 
Sandy 's the boy, if once to it they fall. 
That will play up old gooseberry soon with them all. 
This round was but short — after humouring awhile, 
lie proceeded to serve an ejectment, in style. 
Upon Gkoigy's front grinders,^ whicli damaged liii 

smile 
So completely, that bets ran a hundred to ten 
The Adonis would uc'crfash his ivory '° again — 
And 't was pretty to sec him rolCd round witii thediock, 
Like a cask of fresh blubber in old Greenland Dock! 

Ninth Round. One of Gborgy's bright o^Ies*^ was pot 
Oil the bankruptcy list, with its shop-windows shmi; 
While the otiier soon made quite as tn^rag a sbov. 
All rimm'd round with black, like the Courier in wee! 
Much alarm was now seen 'raong the Israelite Kids, 
And B — B — o, — the devil's own boy for the quids,** — 
Dispatch'd off a pigeon (the species, no doubt. 
That they call B — r — g's stock-doye) with word « to sell 
out.a 

From this to the finish 't was a.\\ fddle JnddU — 
Poor GfiOBGY, at last, could scarce hold up hia 



* To aignify by letter. 

* Tbit pbraae, denoting e^oafMnof vartona kindn, it oftea 
more emphatic by tuch adjonctt mi • Up to tnu/f amd 
Vff to %nujj, and a piHch uboift it,* dtc. ete. 

* Kote. * Sutpiciona. 
■ Cla(be«. • Choaked. 
' Fright. 

* A Parton.— Thnt in that truly claatiral aoog ibe 
Little Joey t 

• When Domine bad named the Kid, 
Then home again they piked it i 

Kfiatk of lightning wat prepared 
Fororery one that liked iLa 

* Teeth. 

*» Show hit teeth. ^* Eyes. la M*B«y. 
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With yrinders dislodg'd and wilh peepers both 

po4ich'd^^ 
T was not till the Tenth Bound his elaref wu broach'd : 
As the cellarage lay so deep dovn in the fiit. 

Like his old M a'ti purse, 't was cursed hard to get at. 

But a pelt in the smeUeri^ (too pretty to shun, 

If the bd even could) set it going like fun; 

And thb being the firxt Royal Claret let Hov, 

Since Tom took the Holy Alliance in tow. 

The uncording produced much sensation aboat. 

As bets had been ^ush on the first painted snoui, 

Nota bene. — A note was wing'd off to the Square, 

Jost to hint of this awful phlebotomy there ; — 

Bob GascsoN, whose wit at such things is ezceeding,^ 

Indoaing a large sprig of « Love lies a bleeding !» 

In shorty not to dwell on eacli/ncer and^U, 
Poor GiOROT was done up in no time at all. 
And his spunkiett backers were forced to sing small.^ 
In vain did they try 10^9 up the old lad, 
T was like uMUg persuader^ upon a dead pradp 
In vain Bogy* B — ex — gh — u foudly besought him, 
To show like himself, if not game, at least bottom; 
While M — BL — T, that very ^reat Count, stood deploring 
He had n't taught Gxorgt his new modes of boring: 9 
All useless — no art can trammogrify truth — 
It was plain the conceit was milid out of l\ic youth. 
In tlie Twelfth -tnd Last Round Samdy fetch'd him a 

downer. 
That left him all's one as cold meat for the Crowner ;** 
On which the whole populace fiasb'd the white grin 
Like a basket of chips, and poor Georct gave in : * ' 
While the fiddlers (old Potts having tipp'd them a 

bandy)** 
Pby'd « Green grow the rushes,n*^ in honour of Sandt ! 



Now, what say your M.ije«ties? — is n't tliis prime? 
Was there ever French Bulletin half so sublime? 
Or could old Nap himself, in his glory,'^ have wish'd 
To show up a Ht Gemman more handsomely dish'd? — 
Oh, bless your great hearts, let them say what they will, 
Nothing's half so genteel as a regular Mill; 
And, for settling of balances, all 1 know is, 
T is the way Galbb Baldwin prefers settling fcit.'^ 



* Frracfa nal; L«» }r«s po<kt$ an btwrrt wi'r. 8>t lb* Picti»m- 
mmir* Cmmu^m*. 

* n* ■••«. 

* Smb* (prcivMa* of Mr Grtfwm't lyrical ulraU ar« gfVMi i« the 
Aff«*4is. No. 4. 

* To Im bBMblod or obokbed. » Spar*. * HorM. 

* Per ib« Moooing of ibi* lerm, •«« Gaota. 

* • Tb« poa4rro«ity of Crib. wb*« in cIom quarttrt viUi bit oppo- 
ataat, evidently hmnd in opon bim,* etc. 

** Tbc CoroHcr. 

** Tbc OMCicnf Grcckt bod a pbraaa of waailar atrvctsra %^n4^/JUy 
etd: 

** Kkmmtly werippte, m Mipcacc ; • ibai piacc Itciaf raanaealy aiacb 
beat aad diiiorted.*— C*o«i. 

** Tbc wrlUhaoara complimeai pcid to tba Eaipcror of all iba JUuciaf 
by loaic Iri«b aaaMriaa*. 
** Sea App^adii, No 5. 

'* A trtSing ioManre nf vhicb it rrrordcd in Botiana :— • K ffe*% 
ocrarrcd b^ivern CalAt BmlAwxn and ibe lirepera of ibc fjaic. Tbc 
latter not iamodioirly rccognixinQ the vrUr»n of fAc ri"f . rcfatod bit 
vcbitle admiiiancv aiiboat ibe a*aal tif ; bnt Caleb, finding mrjmfy- 
1*9 fAc tofHC would not do, in»trad of paying ihm in the neiv rma- 
mye, dealt oat anotbcr tort »i currency, tnd. aiibooeb deatiiaic of tbc 
W. W. P. it bad toeh aa latuauaceai effect apoa tba J^kmmy Mmwt, 
iImi Ibe gate lew opes, aad CmlA rada tbroagb in iriaapb.* 



As for backers, you 've lots of Big-wigs about Court, 
That will back you — the rii^bciDg tired of tluit sport, — 
And if quids should be wanting to make the match 

good, 
There s B— a— ng, the Prince of Rag Rliino, who ttood 
(Tothcr day, you know) bail for the seedy* Right Liners; 
Who knows but, if coax'd, he may shall out the shititrs .*' 
The shiners ! Lord, Lord, what a bounce do 1 say ! 
As if we could hope to have rags done away. 
Or tee any thing shining, while Yam. has the sway! 

As to training, a Court 's but a rum sort of station 
To chuse for that sober and chaste operation ; ' 
For, as old Ikct Pig< said of Courts, why de heavens, 
Dcy 're all. but the Fives Court, at sixes and seveiu.w 
What with snoozing,^ high grubbing,^ and guxxling 

Uke Cloe, 
Your Majesties, pardon me, all get ao doughy, 
Tliat take the whole Ail, down from Sandy tlie Bear, 
To him who makes dud% for the Yirgin to wear, 
I 'd chuse but Jack Scrocgins, and~feel disappointed 
If Jack did n't tell out the whole Lord's Anointed ! 

But, barring these nat'ral defects (wliich, I fed. 
My remarking ou thut may be thought ungenteet). 
And allowing for delicalo/aiHf,7 which have merely 
Been handling the sceptre, and that, too, but gueerly, 
I in not without hopes, and would stand a tight bet. 
That I 'II make something 9aiite of your Majesties yet. 
So, say but the word— if you 're up to tlie freak. 
Let us have a prime match of it, Greek against Greek, 
And I 'II put you on beef -steaks and sweating next 

week — 
While, for teaching you every perfection, that throws a 
Renown upon milling — the (ACt of Mbndoza — 
The charm, by which Humpibiks* contrived to infoae 
The three Graces themselves into-all his One-Twos — 
The nobbers of Jobnsoii9— Bio BBN's^^^n^'n^^ram- 

blows — 
The weaving of S\if," that lum'd fiices to rainbows — 
Old CoRcoRANs click,*^ that laid customers flat — 
Paddt Rt4N from Dublin's** renown'd acoup dePaC/n 
And MT own improved method of tickling a rib. 
You may always command 

Your devoted 

Tdm Cbib. 



t Poor. 

> The eit fti t rigoar. 



■ ProJocc tbc gaiaeat. 

ia ibeaa retpacit. of tba aaciaal tyalcoi af 
iraiaiag, may be inferred from iLe inttoaect tacalioaed by JUiao. 
Mot only pngilidt, bat erea playort aa tbc barp, vara, dariag tba 
iinic af ibcirprobatieo, OVfCUffHtLS AfJU^ilf HeU ttWUfW, — 
Pt Jmimml. lib. 6. rap. i. 

« A Jew. to ni> k •named— oac of tbc ^if enti. Ha vat baatea by 
Crib, eo Blackbaaib. ia tbc year i8o5. 

■ Sleeping. * Paadiag. 

' Fmwu or f*tmhUi. baadt. 

• KHmphritt act called • Tba GcailcaMB Beur.a Ha vat (taya tba 
auibor of B««iaaa) remarkablT grarefal, aod bitauilvdct acre of tbc 
mo«t elrgaai and impraaaire naiarr. 

• Teat /oAoMo. »bo. till bia bgbt with Big Baa, vat bai i t* aa tba 
Cbampioo of EngUad. 

to Brm train, mltmt Big Ben. vorc (be booaort of tbe CbaaiplaBabip 
till bit daaib. 

" Dmtik Sam, t ber«. of ahom all iba lovcrt of tbc Paocy tp«ak. at 
the Swedrt do of Cbarlet the Tvclftb. viib Ictrt ia ibcir ejta. 

*' Calcbralad Iritb pagilittt. 
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APPENDIX. 
No. I. 



Account of a Grand Pugilistic Meetiitg, held at Bel- 
CEEES {CastU Tavern, Holhorn), Ton Cub in the 
Chair; to take into consideration t/ur propriety of 
sending Representatives of the Fancy to Congress- 
Extracted from a letter written on the occasion by 
Hakut Hakmsb, the Hammerer,^ to Ned PAiifTiB. 



Axx' ot/<ftic TO KAN 
To? nX^^^ «xoc/0*M TAM. * 



Last Friday night a bang-up set 
Of milling blades at Belchei's met; 
All high-bred Heroes of the Ring^ 

Whose very gammon would delight one ; 
Who nursed beneath The Fancy's wing. 

Show all her feathers — but the white one. 

Brave Tom, the Cbampion, with an air 
Almost Corinthian^^ took the Chair; 
And kept the Cov^ 4 in quiet tune, 

By showing such afst of mutton 
As, on a Point of Order, soon 

Would take the shine from Speaker Surroif. 
And all the lads look'd gay and bright, 

And gin and genius fldsh'd about, 
And whosoe'er grew unpolile, 

The well-bred Champion served him ouL 

ikS we 'd been sumroon'd thus to quaff 

Our Deady^ o'er some State Affairs, 
Of course we mix'd not with the raff 

But had the Sunday room, up stairs. 
And when we well had sluiced our gobs,^ 

Till all were in prime twig for cliatter, 
Tom rose, and to our learned nobs 

Propounded thus the important matter:— 

« Gemmenyn says he — Tom's words, you know, 
Come like his hitting, sironj but slow — 
« Seeing as how those SweHs, that made 
0)d Boney quit the liammering trade 
(All prime ones in their own conceit), 
Will shortly at tbe Congress meet — 
(Some place that s like the Finish,? lads, 
Where all your high pedestrian pads, 

* So called in hU doable capacity of torfraad Cojtpenmitk. 

* The paaMgc in Piodar, from which the folloviog iintm of • Hark, 
ibt merry Chriat Church B«1U,. arc avidcDtly borrowed i 

The deril a mao 

Will leave hi* can, 

Till be hear* the Mighty Towu 

>t. «. With tbe air, almoni, of a man of rank and faabien. ladeed, 
:-acc«Ming to Horace** noiiuna of a /Meragt, Toa'a claim* to it are ia^ 
diaputablc t 

— —— illnm (uperare pngni* 
Nobilem. 

« Fclleir*. 

* l>cady'*gin, otbcnri*eDeady** hriUiant stark naktd. 

* Bad dmnk heartily. 
> A piiblic4ioaM in CoTent-Garden, memorable m oae of the place* 



That have been up and out all night. 

Running their rigs among the rattlers, ■ 
At morning meet, and — honour bright — 

Agree to sliare the Want and tattlersl » ) — 
Seeing as how, I say, these Swells 

Are soon to meet, by special summonf. 
To chime together like ' helts bells,' 

And laugh at all mankind as rum oitet— 
I see no reason, when such things 
Are going on among these Kings, 
Why fTe, who 're of the Fancy lay,^ 
As dead liands at a mill as they, 
And quite as ready, after it,. 
To share the spoil and grab the bit,^ 
Should not be there to join the chat, 
To see, at least, what fun they 're at. 
And help their Majesties to find 
New modes of punisliing mankind. 
What say Vou, lads ? is any spark 
Among you ready for a lark^ 
To this same Congress? — Caleb, Jos, 
Bill, Bob, what say you !— yes or no ?• 
Thus spoke the Champion, Prime of men, 

And loud and long we cheer d his pratde 
With- shouts, that thunder'd through the lt<n,< 
And made Tom's Sunday Ua-things rattle! 



A pause ensued — 'till cries of « Gekosoh » 
Brought Bob, the Poet, on liis legs ftoon — 
{My eyes, how prettily Bob writes! 

Talk of your Camels, Hogs, and Crabs,! 
And twenty more such Pidcock frights — 

Bob's worth a hundred of these <£ai* : 
For a short turn up* Ata sonnet, 

A round of odes, or Pastoral bout. 
All Lombard-street to nine-pence on it,9 

BoBBT ■» the boy would clean them out ! ) 
« Gemmen,n says he— (Bob's eloquence 

Lies much in C— nn— o's line, 't is said. 
For, when Bob cant afford us sense. 

He tips us poetry, instead—) 
« Gemmen, before I touch the matter. 
On which 1 'm here had up for patter,*^ 
A few short words I first must spare^ 
To him, THE Hero, that sits there. 
Swigging Blue Ruin,^^ in that chair. 
(jy*ar— ^ar)— His fame I need not tell. 

For Aat, my friends, all England *s load 



where the Gentlemen Depredator* of the night (ibe Holy 
Road) meet, early in the momiag. forth* purpoa* of abariag 
and arranging other matter* connected with thoar mo< 
liance, 

* Robbing trareller* in ch#i*c*, etc. 
' The money and walche*. 
> Particular pnrauit or cnterprice. Tba*. > be ia tk lk* 

i. e. *tepping children with parcel* and rohbiaQ theaa — tba 
lay, bou*e>br««king. etc etc. 

* To telle the money. 

* A frolic or party of pleaaure. 

* Hou*e. 

' By tbie cnrioo* loo'ogical amemblage (•omrtbisf She 
• porci. e poeti, * piddochi*) the writer menn*, I — p f w e . 
Campbell. Crahbe, and Hogg. 

* A tum-uft i* properly a caanal and batty «et-Co. 

* Mora ■*ually ■ Lombard-ttreet to a China orange.* 
•e«eral of tbete /«i»ci/W/ formt of betting — • Cbola 
MBtry-boi,a ■ Pompey* PilLr to a ttick of aealing-wsa,* «M, 

1* xalk. " G'"- 
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But this f '11 uy, a civiler Swell 

rd never wbh to blow a cloud * with !» 

At these brave words, we, every ooe, 

SMNf out « hear — hear» — and clapp'd Ukefim. 

For, knowing how, on Moulsey's plain, 

The CWiKmrioHfihb'd the Poet's nob* 
This buttering-up} against the grain, 

We thought was cursed grntecl in Bob. 
And, here again, we may remark 

Boa's likenpss to the Lubon jobber — 4 
For, (hough all know that fla^y spark 

From C — st — a — ca received a nobber. 
That made him look like sneaking Jerry, 
And laid him up in ordinary,^ 
Tet now, such loving pals^ are they, 

That Georgy, wiser as he 's older, 
Instead of facing C — st — a — oi, 

b proud to be his bottle-holder! 

Bat to return to Boa's luirangue, 
T was deuced fine — no slum or slang — 
But such as you could smoke the bard in,— • 
Ail full oijlowers, like Common Garden, 
With lots of Jigures, neat and bright. 
Like Mother Salmon's — wax-work quite ! 

The next was Tnaifia — nobbing Nid— 
Who put his right leg forth, 7 and said, 
«ToM, I admire your notion much ; 

And please the pigs, if well and hearty, 
I somehow thinks I'll have a touch. 

Myself, at this said Congress party. 
Though no great shakes at learned chat. 

If settling Europe be the sport. 
They'll find I 'm just the boy for that. 

As tipping settlers * is my forte .'» 

Then up rose Wabd, the veteran Joi, 
And, 'twixt his wliiffi,9 suggested briefly 

That but a/eiv, at first, should go, 

And those, the light-weight Gemmen chiefly ; 

As if too many « Big ones went, 

They might alarm tfie Continent!!* 

Jox added, then, that as 't was known 
The B— >o — T, ble^s his wig ! had shown 
A taste for Art (like Joey's own '<>) 
And meant, 'mong other sporting things. 
To have the heads of all those Kings, 

* T« OBoW a pip«> Tltit phr«t« it bigbly poetical, aaJ afUtM 
rliM Bma«r Meaat by tbc rpiibet^ l%f%\WyifVnt, 

> In (b* year i8ot, «hca C*ia defeated Gauaoa. 

* Praiaiag or SaiterisK. 

* Theae paralleb between great ■acn are traly edifying. 

* Sea cant — a good deal of wbieb baa been iotrodaced into ibar^ 
{^r Flaab, by aach clmtnc horoca aa Scniggiaa, Crockey, etc 

* Frienda. 

' Med*! faToariie Pro/r^ogacaa in battle aa well aa in debau. Aa 
ibia poaiiioM U aaid to render bin • very bard to be got at,* I woald 
■•ceinnMnd poor Mr V— n«-l— t to try it at a laat ratonrce, in bia 
a«Bt $€t-to wiib MrT— m— y. 

* A kiad of blov, wboae $edati9t nature i« aaf&riently explained by 
Im name it beara. 

* Joe being partimlariy food of atbat eoaily and gentlanunlike 
■noke.* aa Dekker ealia it. The talent wbicfa Jo* peaaeaaea of atter» 
■f FtMsk wbile be tmuhts— • ei/nmo dare Ituem ■ — ia eery rei|^arkabl«. 

** Joe'a taata far pictore* baa heen thut conmeaBorated by tbe grant 
■iaiarian of Pngilinn->« If Joe Ward cannot boatt of a aplandid gal- 
lery nf pieinrea for»ed of aclcctiona from tba great farn§u aMaiart, 
kn can apart aarb a aolleeiioa of mmtimt aabjecU aa. in anay uuiaaaca, 
b« caaaidcrad nai4|n«. Portraita of aearly all Um 



And conqu rors, whom he loves so dearly. 

Taken off— oo canvas, merely ; 

God forbid the other mode! — 

Be (Joe) would from his own abode 

(Tike Dragon * — famed for Fancy works, 

Drawings of Heroes, and of — corAf) 

Furnish such Gemmen of tfte Fist, * 

As would complete the R — o — t's list. 

■ Thus, Qiampion Tom,» said he, « would look 

Right well, hung up betide the Duke — 

Tom's noddle being (if hi frame 

Had but Ae gilding) much the same— 

And, as a partner for Old Blu, 

Bill Gibbons or myself yrould do.* 

Loud cheering at this speech of Jorr's — 
Who, as the Dilettanti know, is 
(With all hii other learned parts) 
Down as a hammer^ to the Arts! 

Old Bill, the Black, 4— you know him, NiddT- 

(With mug,^ whose hue the ebon shames, 
Reflected in a pint of Deady, 

Like a large Collier in tlie Tliames) 
Though somewhat cmC, ^ just begg'd to say 
He hoped that Swell, Lord C — st— a — 6i, 
Would sliow the LilyfFhUes 7 fair play ; 
a And not — as once he did* — says Bill, 

« Among those Kings, so high and squirish. 
Leave us, poor Blacks, to fare as ill 

As if we were but pigs, or Irish !» 

Bill Gibbons, rising, wish'd to know 
Whether 'twas meant his Bull should go — 
« As, should their Majesties be dull,a 
Says Rill, « there's notliing like a Bull : ' 
« And blow me tight,* — (Bill Gibbons ne'er 
In all his days was known to swear, 
Except light oaths, to grace his speeches. 
Like « dash my wig,» or « bum my brteeht$!») 

a Blow me — a 
— Just then, the Chair. 9 already 
Grown rather lively with the Deady, 



(■aany of tbem in whole Icngtba and attitadea) arc to be feand, freai 
ibc daya of Fif/g and Mronfktom down to tbc preaent period, wtlh 
likeneaara of Baany diatinguiahcd aatalrara, aaMOg wfaoaa are Caplaia 
■arrUy, the rlaMtc Ur Johoaon, the Doke of Caabcrland, etr. Ria 
parlonr la decorated in a ainiilar naanner: and bia partiality for pie» 
Inrea baa gone ao far, that even the tap-room conuina aaany eicci- 
lent aobiecta!* — toriamm, vol. i. p. 4^i- 

* The Green Drmfom, King-atraet. near Swallov-etreet, • afaere 
(taya the aaaie author) any peratm aaay have an opportaaity of veri- 
fying what ha* been aateried. in viewing Ifan/** Cuhtnet of tkt Fumey .'• 

* Aautog tbc portraita ia one of Bill Oiaaoa*. by a papil of tbe 
great Faaeli, which gave occaiion to tbc following iaipmaipla i— 

Though yon are one of Fuaeli'a tcbolara, 

Thia qurtiion I'll dare to propoae. — 
llow the drvil ruald you nae M^afvr-coleara, 

In painting Bill Giaaoa«'a noae t 

* To be dawn fa any thing ia pretty much tbe aaaae aa being up ta it, 
and ■ donm tu • Annuaer ia.v of courae. the iRfeanVaaa of tbe pbraaa. 

* Ricnnoaa. * Face. 

* rat. tipay; another remarkable inuanee of tbe aimilarity ibal 
ctiata between the langnage of tbe Claaaica and that of St Giiea't.— 
In Martial we find •Incalnit qnotie« rnnria eeaa mere.* Eaaiat, M% 
baa • faucinvit te tot* Lib«ri;» and Jnatin, • Aealera* mera aaaeu.* 

' LHjr~tf kites (or Smow'kalU), Kegroee. 

■ Bill Cibbooa baa. I believe, been lately rivalled in thia pecaliar 
Walk of the Fanc7. by theanperior mcrita of Tom Olivei^a Came Mmli. 

* From the raapect which I bear to a// «nrt« of dignUariea. and nay 
aawiUiagaaat la meddlt aitb tba • impatcd weakaeaaaa of tbn ftaat,* 
I haea bcaa iadocad la aapfrnaa tbe laaMiadar of thia deuil. 



'F 
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No. II. 



YiKGiL. yEneid. Lib, ▼. 426. 



CoNSTiTiT ia digitos eztemplo arrectiia nterque, 
Brachiaque ad superas interritus extulll auras. 
Abduxere retro longe capita ardua ab ictu: 
Immiscentque manus maDibtu, pognamque lacesumt. 
Ille, pedum melior motu, fretusque juventa: 
HiCf membris ct mole valens; 

sed tarda trementi 
Genua labant, vastos quatit aeger anhelitus artus. 

Multa viri nequicquam inter se vuloera jactant, 
Multa cavo lateri ingeminant, et pectore vastos 
Dant sonitus ; erralque aures et tempora circum 
Crebra manus: duro crepitant sub vulnere male. 



Stat graYis Entellus, nisuque immotus eodem, 
Corpore tela modo atqoe oculis vigilantibus exit. 

nie, relut celsam oppugnat qui molibds urbem, 
Aut montana &edet circum castcUa sub armts; 
Nunc bos, nunc illos aditus, omnemque pererrat 
Arte locum, et variis assultibus irritus urget. 



Ostendit dextram io&urgeus Entellus, et alte 
Extulit : ille ictum Tenientem a vertice velox 
Pnevidit, celerique elapsus corpore cessit. 
Entellus vires in ventum effudii, et ultro 
Ipse gravis graviterque ad terram pondere vasto 
Concidit : ut quondam cava concidit, aut Erymantbo, 
Aut Ida in magna, radicibus eruta pinus. 



No. 11. 



Jccount of the Milling-match between Entellus and 
Dares, translated from the Fifth Book of the JEneid, 

BT ONE or THE FANCY. 

With daddies ' bigb upraised, and nob held back. 
In awful prescience of the impending thwack. 
Roth Kiddies* stood— and with prelusive spar. 
And light manoeuvring, kindled up the war ! 
The One, in bloom of youth — a light-weight blade — 
The Other, vast, gigantic, as if made, 
Express, by Nature for the hammering trade ; 
But aged, ^ slow, with stiff limbs, tottering much. 
And lungs, that lack'd the bellows-menders touch. 

Yet, sprightly to the Scratch both Buffers came, 
While ribbers rung from each resounding frame. 
And divers digs, and many a ponderous peU, 
Were on their broad bread-baskets heard and felt. 
With roving aim, but aim that rarely miss'd. 
Round lugs and ogles 4 ffew the frequent fist ; 
While showers of facers told so deadly well. 
That the crush'd jaw-bones crackled as they fell! 
But firmly stood Entellus — and still bright. 
Though bent by age, with all The Fancy's light, 
Stopp'd vrith a skill, and rallied with a fire 
The Immortal Fancy could alone inspire! 
While Dabes, sliifting round, with looks of thought. 
An opening to the Cove's huge carcase sought 
(Like General Preston, in that awful hour. 
When on one leg he hopp'd to — take the Tower !), 
And here, and there, explored with active^* * 
And skilful /emt^ some guardless pass to win. 
And prove a boring guest when once let in. 

And now Entellus, with an eye that plann'd 
Punishing deeds, high raised his heavy hand; 
But, ere the sledge came down, young Dabes spied 
Its shadow o'er his brow, and slipp'd aside — 
So nimbly slipp'd, that the vain nobber pass'd 
Through empty air; and He, so high, so vast. 
Who dealt the stroke, came thundering to the ground! — 
Not B — CK — GH — M himself, with bulkier sound, ^ 
Uprooted from the field of Whiggish glories. 
Fell souse, of late, among the astonish'd Tories! 7 

* Fellows, utoaUy/Oiia^ frllow*. 

> Mscrobint. in bi* explanation of the varieaa proprrtiea of ikc 
■amber Seven, Mjt, that the fifth Hebdonat of man't life (the age af 
35) it the completion of hit airength ; that therefore pn^titta, if noi 
tucce««fal, utually give orer their profeaaion at that time. — • Inter 
pugile* denique bcc con«uetado contervainr, ut quo* jam coronavere 
rictoria, nihil de to ampliua in incremeati* virinm tpcreni : q«i vera 
espertaa hujut gloria naque illo mantcront, a profeMioBC diaccdant.. 
In Somn. Scip..Lib. i. 

* Eara and Eye*. 
( Arm. 

* A* the uprooted trunk in the original it aaid to be . cava,, the 
epithet here ought, pcrhapa. to be ■ koUowar tound.. 

' I tract my converaion of the Erymanthian pine into hia 1, — da— p 
will be I bought happy and ingenious. It waa anggratcd. indeed, by 
the recollection that Erymantbut waa alao faimoua for another aert »f 
natural production, Tery common in aoeieiy at all pcrioda, and which 
no one but Hcrrulea ever teema to bare known bow to manage. 
Though even ke it detcribed by Valerioa Flarcat a«— a ErjMaailHri 
iH/danttm ptndtrt aMoatri.. 
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^t studiit Teucri et Trioacrui pubes : 
>r ccfIo ; primusque accurrit Acestet 
lunque ab huino mUerans attollit amicam. 



Cardatus casu. neque territas heroa 
id puguam redit, ac Tim su»citat ira: 
idor toceadit vires^ et conscU virtiu; 
temqae Daren ardens a|pt xquore (oio« 
sztra iascminaos ictus, nooc ille unistra. 



ra, nee requies: quam multa graodjoe nimbi 
ibiu crepitaot, tic densis tctibtu heros 
ulraque maou pulsat versatque Dareta. 

ter iEoeat prcx^edere longius iras, 
« animit Eotellum liaud pauut acerbis; 
tm imposuit pugose, fewumque Dareta 
mulcens diclis, ac talia fatur: 

que tanta aoiroum dementia cepit? 
es alias, conversaque numina scntis 7 

!0. 



Dixitque, et prslia voce di remit. 
n fidi Kquales, genua xgn trahentem, 
smque uiroque caput, cnusumque cruorem 
ctantem, mixtosque in sanguine denies, 
ad naves. 



Instant the Ring was broke, and shouts and yelk 

From Trojan Flashmen and Sicilian Swells 

Fill'd the wide heaven — while, touch'd with grief to see 

Hi* pal, ' well-known tlirough many a lark and spree, * 

Thus rumly fioord, the kind Ackstbs ran. 

And pitying raised from earth the game old man. 

Uncow'd, undamaged to the sport he came, 

His limbs all muscle, and his soul all flame. 

The memory of his milling glories past. 

The shame that aught but death should see him grass'd. 

All fired the veteran's f^Zudk— with fury llush'd, 

Full on his tight-limb'd customer he rush'd, — 

And hammering right and left, with ponderous swing, ' 

Ruffian d the reeling youngster round tlie Ring — 

Nor rest, nor pause, nor breathing-time was given. 

But, rapid as the rattling hail from heaven 

Beats on the house-top, showers of Randall's shot 4 

Around the Trojan's lugs flew peppering hot! 

Till now iENKAS, fill'd with anxious dread, 

Rush'd in between them, and, with « ords well-bred, 

Preserved alike the peace and Dabis' head, 

Both which the veteran much inclined to break — 

Then kindly thus the punish'd youth bespake: 

« Poor J(^nny Raw! what madness could impel 

So rum a flat to face so prime a Swell? 

See'st thou not, boy, tii Fanct, heavenly Haid, 

Herself descends to tliis great Hammerers aid, 

And, singling him from all \\er fiasii adorers, 

Shines in his hits, and thunders in hisjYoonrrs f 

Then, yield thee, youth, — nor such a spooney be. 

To think mere man can mill a Deity!* 

Thus spoke the Chief — and now, the scrimag^ o'er. 

His faitliful pals the done-up Da ass bore 

Back to his home, with tottering gams, sunk heart. 

And muns and noddle pink'd in every part. * 

While from his gob the guggling claret gush'd. 

And lots of grinders, from their sockets crush'd. 

Forth with the crimson tide in rattling fragments roih'd ! 

* Prirad. * Party of ple««arv and fnilt. 

' * Ttiit phrvM U bat too ■ppllcable to ihr round kittimg of tbo •■- 
cirnu, who. it appcari by tb« cn^arinfi in Marrarialia lio An. 
Gynioaai. knew •• littla of our itrmight forward mode a* lb« anini- 
tiated Iriab of ibc prc««ot day. I bave, by tbc by. diacorercd •«■« 
error* in Mcrrurialift, aa writ aa in two olber modern anihor* upon 
Pagilitm (rii. Pctraa Faber, in hit A|onia(icon, and thai indefatiga- 
bl* rlaaaic antiqnary. M. Burelic. in hit • M^moire poar atfrvir k 
rUittoiro da Pa|iLit dea Anneaa*). which I ahall have tb« pl«Mar« af 
poiaiiag oat in my fortbcomiof • Parallel.* 

* A faToariie blow of tbb No«r*asiL'(. ao railed. 

* Tbcrc are two or three Epigr«m« in the Grreh Antbolofy, ridi- 
raliaf the aute of mutilation and ditfi|nrmaeat to ahidi iba pBfi- 
Itatt were reduced by their rombata. The following four lino* are 
from an Epigram by Lucilliua, lib. ]. 

Kontif Of a at^xii roc/, AiroXXo^otyK, yv^iwrms, 
'HT»y oiKroaoTTtf? ^vCxapttn Tot ««t«. 

OvT9»c fjLUifMKmi rfVTrn/JiafrA xo^« luu e^6«, 
Tfm./d./jiafrA <r»f KVf%Kt$i KuiiA ksu ^fvyiet. 

Liiofally. aa follow* ; — • Thy bead, O ApoUopbaaet, ia prrfamled like 
a aieea, or like ibe le*v«« of aa old worm-«aien book ; and the aamr. 
reaa arara, bath atraighi aad rroaa-wayt, wbirh have beoa lef^ apon 
thy pate by ibe CMtaa, very marh rearmbU the acore of a Lydiaa or 
Phrygian pieco of maaie.> Prriphraaticaily, ihuai 

Yoar aoddlo, daar Jack, fall of bole* like a ai«*a, 
la to figarad, aad dotted, aad tcnitcb'd, 1 dedarc, 

B; yoar €utt»wurt' fiat*, aa* would aUno*! bolioT* 

They bad jtmmtk'd a whole v*r*e of • Tba Woodpocktr* th«r«l 

It aagbt lo bo aMBtiaaed, ibat ibt vmd upumeking • i* ut«d both 
la baiiag and mMl»€agra*iag. 





No. III. 



At illattntirr of lb* NoU* Lord's vitit to Con|fr««t. I ulit the liberty 
of gtf iag the two followlog pierct of poetry, which appeared aome 
time aince is the Mominf ChroBiele. aod vhich are from the pea, 
1 tiuprrt, of that facetioM HittoriaD of tb« FodgM, Mr ThooMa 
BrowB, the TouB|cr. 

LINES 

ON TH« DBPAKTURB OW LORDS C — ST — 1— GK AND 
ST— W — »T FOR THK COWTIKKirr. 

Jt Paris * et Fratret, et qui rapuere tub illi* 
Vix lenuere raanut (acia hoc, Menclac) nefaodat. 

Otis. Metmm. lib. i3. v. aoa. 

Go, Brothers in "wisdom — go, bri|^ht pair of Peers, 
And may Cupid and Fame fian you both with their 
pinions ! 
The One, tlie best lover we have — of his years. 

And the other Prime Statesman of Britains domi- 
nions. 

Go, Hero of Chancery^ blest with the smile 

Of the Hisses that love and the monarchs tliat prize 
thee; 

Forget Mrs Ana — lo T— tl — r awhile. 

And all tailors but him who so well dandifies thee. 

Never mind how thy juniors in gallantry scoff, 

Never heed how perverse affidavits may thwart thee. 

But show the young Hisses thou *rt scholar enough 
To translate « Amor Forlis,** a love about forty ! 

And sure 'tis no wonder, when, fresh as young Mars, 
From the battle you came, with the Orders you'd 
eam'd in't. 
That sweet Lady Fanmt should cry out « my stars /» 
And forget that the Moon, too, was some way con- 
cern'd in't. 

For not the great R — g — t himself has endured 

(Though I ve seen him with badges and orders all 
shine. 

Till he look'd like a house that was over insured) 
A much heavier burthen of glories than thine. 

And 't is plain, when a wealthy young lady so mad is, 

Or any young ladies can so go astray. 
As to marry old Dandies that might be their daddies. 

The stars* are in fault, my Lord St — w — rt, not they ! 

Thou, too, t'other brother, thou Tully of Tories, 

Thou Malaprop Cicero, over whose lips 
Such a smooth rigmarole about « monarchs,» and 

« glories.M 
And a nu£itJ^e,»3 and « features,!* like syllabub slips. 

• 

Go, haste, at the Congress pursue thy vocation 

Of adding fresh sums to this National Debt of ours, 

^ 0«id it miftUkea in aaying that itwat . At Paris* tbcac rapacioaa 
traoMCtiont locli place— wr abnald read .At Vtcnna.. 
* • when weak women go a»iray, 

The ttar« are more in fault than tbey.« 
* It i« tb«« the Noble Lord pronounce* the word . knowledge. — 
deriftng it, a« far at bit own tbare it eooeerood, from the Latin 
. noltue.. 



Leaguing with Kings, who, for mere recreation. 
Break promises, fast as your Lordship breaks 
taphors. 

Fare ye well, fare ye well, bright Pair of Peers, 

And may Cupid and Fame fan you both with their 
pinions ! 
The One, the best lover we have— o/fcw years. 

And the Other, Prime Statesman of Britains do- 
minions. 



TO THE SHIP IN WHICH LORD C— ST— R— GH 
SAILED FOR THE CONTINENT. 

Imitated from Horace, lAh. i. Ode 3. 

So may my Lady's prayers prevail,* 

And C — NN — o's, too, and liuid Br— gcb's. 
And Eld— N beg a favouring gale 

From Eolus, that older Bags,' 
To speed thee on thy destined way, 
Oh ship, that bear'st our C— rr— a— gh,* 
Our gracious R — g— x* s belter half,* 

And, therefore, quarter of a King — 
(As Van. or any other calf. 

May find without much figuring). 
"Waft him, oh ye kindly breezes, 

Waft this Lord of place and pelf, 
Any where his Lordship pleases. 

Though 't were to the D — I himself! 

Oh, what a fsce of brass was his,^ 
Who first at Congress show'd his phyi — 
To sign away the Rights of Man 

To Russian threats and Austrian juggle ; 
And leave the sinking African^ 

To fall wiiliout one saving stru^Ie — 
'Mong ministers from North and South, 

To show his lack of shame and sense, 
And hoist the sign of « Bull and Mouths 

For blunders and for eloquence 1 

In vain we wish our Sees, at home? 

To mind their papers, desks, and shelves. 
If silly Sees, abroad will roam 

And make such noodles of themselv«5. 

But such hath always been the case — 
For matchless impudence of face. 
There's nothing like your Tory race '.« 

* Sic ir diva potent Cypri, 

Sic fratret Helen*, lacida aidcn, 
Vrniorumiiue rrgat paler. 
> Sec a deacription of the 019X0*, or Mmft of Eolaa. ia the Odyt- 

tey, lib. lo. 

* Navit, qua tibi rrcdiiam 

Debrt Virgilinra. 
4 — ^Animv dimidinm mcom. 
t lilt robur et »t triplex 
Circa perm erat, qui, etc. 

• prvcipitem Afncvot 

Decrrtantem Aquilooibut. 
' Nequirquam Dent abtcidit 
Prudent oceano ditaooabtlt 
Terrat, li tamen impi« 

Non ungenda Mates trantiliunt vmIo. 
Thit latt line, we may tuppote, alludet lo tome diatiagniaheJ JUib lft«t 
aiunded ibe voyager. 

* Audax omnia perpeti 
Gent rait per reiiiua BtfM. 



« 
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First, Pitt/ the choien of Eoglaod, tm(;ht ber 

A taftte for finnioo, tire, and steogbter. 

Tlien came the Uocior,' for our ease, 

With E— D— us, Cm— ra— MS, U — we—hi — s, 

And other deadly maladies. 

When each, m tarn, had rum their rigs. 

Necessity brought in the Whigs :' 

And oh, 1 blnsh, 1 blush to say, 

When these, in turn, -were put lo llifbtf too, 
Illustrious T — mr — 1 flew away 

With loUofp€n$ he had no ri^tol^ 

In abort, what will not mortal man do ?* 
And now, that — strife and bloodshed past — 

We've done on tArth what harm we can do, 
We gravely take to Heaven at last ;^ 

And think it4 favouring smile to purchase 

(Oh Lord, good Lord !) by— building churches: 

No. IV. 



BOB GREGSON, 

voir LAUftKATE OW TIE rARCT. 

« Foa hittiny and geUin^ away (says the elegant Au- 
thor of Baximna) Kicvhorb is distinguished; and the 
brave Moumux keeps a strong hold in the cfa«le of 
boxers, as a pugilist of the iirsc chus ; while the Cbah- 
non or Crmano stands unrivalled for his punukment, 
game, and mUUing on the retrewC / — but, notwithstMuft- 
ing the above variety of qualilicatioas, it has been r»> 
served for Bos Gasosoiv, alone, from his unto* of wv- 
ciusM and rorrar, to recount the deeds of his irethrcn 
of the Fist in heroic verse, like the bards of old, sound- 
ing the praises of their warlike champions.* The same 
anthor also adds, that « although not possessing the 
terseness and origSnality of Drydeo, or the musical cn- 
dence and correctness of Pope, yet still Boa has entered 
into bis peculiar subject with a characteristic energy 
and apposite spirit.* Vol. i. p. 357. 

This high praise of Mr Gaxosoa's talents is fully 
borne out by the specimen which bis eulogist hasgiven, 
page 3SS — a very spirited Chaunt, or Neroean ode, en- 
titled • Brilish Uds and Black MiUers.* 

The eomexion between poetical and pugnacious pro- 
pensities seems to have been ingeniously adumbrated 
by the aneieoia, in the bow with which they arm^ 
ApoUo: 

^»i/6^ yetf ueu TOSON swir^MrtTau luu AOIAH. 
Cattiauich. Hymn, in ApeUin. v. 44* 

The same mythological bard informs ns that, when 
Minerva bestowed the gift of inspiration upon Tiresiaa, 
she also made him a present of a large cudgel : 
£kmirm mm MfTA BAKTPON : 



* hwiu% l»f*ti g««M 

lfa«ai tnn4t mmU (•■tiba* iatalit. 

——— aMrt**, .t aova febrivni 
Tarrw iBr«b«*t cvbon. 
' — — — — tarda nrccMilaa 
Lcthi eornpvtt yradaai. 

* KipMt** tracMMM Ov^ala* aih-a 
Pgnnit ii«» k4wu»i dmiit, 

Tlu* allatica to ilia i Mai. worth of alatioaary, trWdi Mt LarMip 
aria r ad. wWa oa rba poiat of vmeati-f bit placv, it paftioiUrly 
happy. -B». 

* Nil isanalibat ar4ann eat. 

* O^aia iparnn pactaaaa tiiihitia. 



another evident intimation of the congeniality supposed 
to exist between the exercises of the Imagination aud 
those of Tax Farct. To no one at the present day is 
the domhie wreath more justly due than lo Mr Boa Gaxe- 
soR. In addition to his numerous ordinal productions, 
he has condescended to give imitations of some of our 
living poeu— particularly of Lord Byron and Mr. Moore; 
and the amatory style of the latter gentleman has been 
caught, with peculiar felicity, in the foUowing Iium, 
which were addressed, some years ago, to Miss Gxack 
Maddox, a young Lady of pugilistic cetebriiy, of whom 
I have akeady made honourable mention in thePre&ce. 



LINES 

TO MISS GRACE MADDOX, TUB FAIR PUGIUST. 

Writttn in imitation of the gtyie of Moore. 

■T bom GBE6SOR, P. P. 

SwxxT^Maid of the Fancy! — whose o^fei,' adorning 
That beautiful cheek, ever budding hke bowers, 

Are bright as the gems that the first Jew* of morning 
Hawks round Covent-Garden, 'mid cartloads of 
flowers! 

Oh Grace of the Graces ! whose kiss le ray lip 

Is as sweet as the brandy and tea, rather thinnish, 

That Knights of the Rwmpad^ so rurally sip, 

At the first blush of dawn, in the Tap of the Finish !4 

Ah, never be fslse to me, fair as thou art. 

Nor belie all the many kind things thou hast said ; 

The falsehood of Q0ier nymphs touches the Bear% 
But tit fibbing, Iny dear, pUys the devi with the 
Bead ! 

Yet, who would not prise, beyond honours md pelf, 
A maid to whom Beauty such treasures has granted. 

That, ah ! she not only has black eyes herself. 

But can furnish a friend with a pair, too, if wanted ! 

Lord St — w — st 's a hero (as many suppose). 
And the Lady he woos u a rich and a rare one ; 

His heart is in Chancery^ every one knows. 

And so would his head be, if thou wert his fair one. 

Sweet Maid of the Fancy ! when love first came o'er me, 

I U\i rather gueerish, I freely confess; 
But now I 've thy beauties each moment before me. 

The pleasure grows more, and the queerishness less. 

Thus a new set of darbies,^ when first they are worn. 
Makes the Jailrlnrd^ uneasy, though splendid their 
ray; 

But the links will lie lighter the longer they're borne. 
And the comfort increase, as the skine lades away! 

« Bya*. 

■ By Uie trifliag aUaraiioa of .dew* iato •Jaw.. Mr GrtftMi hat 
cantnvcd to callaal tka Uvaa ducf iaf rcdicata of Moerc't paairy, vit. 
diava, fcau. aad flowara. iaio iba abort coaipaaa of ibaaa iva Haaa. 

* BighwayBKea. 

* Sa« iVarr. p.ge •6i.. BraaJy %md taa ia iba tmtwnvtm bavangHat 
tba Fiaiab. 

* Fattara. 

* Priaoaaa — Tbta baiag ibc ealy bird ta tba vbala raaga a/ Orakbo. 
Ufy vbkb iba aatbor of l.alla Bookb bat aai praaaad iatia bia aarviad 
Mr OrafMB wtmj aaaaidar hliirffrwy larky la baiaf abla la lay bad- 
of it. 

aa 
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MOOR£'S WORKS. 



I had hoped that it would have been in my power to 
gratify the rrader with several of Mr Gkegson's lyrical 
productions, but I have only been able to procure co- 
pies of Two Songs, or Chaunts, which were written by 
him for a Masquerade, or Fancy Ball, given lately at 
one of the most Fashionable Gock-and-Heii dubs in St. 
Giles's. Though most of the company were without 
characters, there were a few very lively and interesting 
maskers ; among whom, we particularly noticed Bill 
Richmond, as the Emperor of Hayti^^ attended by Sut- 
ton, as a sort of black Mr V — n — s — t — ^t ; and Ixet 
Pig made an excellent L — 9 D — xh — ^t. The beautiful 
Mrs CsocKST,' who keeps the Great Rag Shop in Ber- 
mondsey, went as the Old Lady of ThreadneedU Street 
She was observed to flirt a good deal with tlie black Mr 
V — NS — T — T, but, to do her justice, she guarded her 
« Hesperidum mala» with ail the vigilance of a dra- 
goness. Jack IIolmks,^ the pugilistic Cotuhman, per- 
sonated Lord C — ST — R — OH, and sang in admirable 
style 

Ta-liip, Biy RMriiea! here am I 
Tbat drive the CoutitnlioB Fly. 

This Song (which was written for him by Mr GaicsoN, 
and in which the language and sentiments of Coachee 
are transferred so ingeniously to the Noble person re- 
presented) is as follows : — 

YA-filP, MY HEARTIES ! 

Snaf bf Jack RoLMn, tbt Coacbvun, at a lalr Maaqocrad* ia Si. 
GtlM*a. is tb* Charactar of Lord C — (t — a — «■. 

I riaST was hired to peg a Hack^ 
They call «The Erin,i» sometime back. 
Where soon I leam'd to patter flash^^ 
To curb the titi^ and tip the lash — 
Which pleased the Master o/thi Ciown 
So much, he had me up to town, 
And gave me lots of quid^ a year, 
To tool^ «The Constitution » here. 

So, ya-hip, Hearties ! here am I 

That drive the Constitution Fly. 

Some wonder how the Fly holds out, 

So rotten 't is, within, without ; 

So loaded too, through thick and thin. 

And with such heavy crelurs In. 

But, Lord, 't will last our time — or if 

The wheels should, now and then, get stiff, 



* HU Majcaiy (in a Songirbich 1 regret I caopot five) profet«ed hi a 
lataoiioBa 

To lake to strong nuasurtt like aoaae of liU kia — 
To lura away Count Lihoiiabb. and briag is 
A more spirited ainiktry under Duk* Gia ! 

* A rclativt of poor Crockey, wbo waa tagftd aomc tine liaec. 

* The aame. 1 tappoae. that served out Btake (alias Tom Tough) 
•oaae yeara ago, at Wikdes Green. The Fancy Gatclie, on that oc« 
eaaioB, remarked, that poor Holmea's face «a« • rendered ftrfec^y 
mnimttlligibU.' 

* To drive a hackney coach. Back, however, M«mt ia thia place to 
mean on old broken down aiagOi<oacb. 

* To ulk slang, parliamentary or oiherwiae. 

* Ilorvce. ' Money. 

* A proreM carried on aaeceMfully under the Ron>an Fmpcrort, at 
appears from what T«ciias says of the • Instrumentm Rrgni.* — To tool 
is a lechoical phrase among ih« Knights of the Whip; ihns, that ilios- 
triAM« member of the Society. Rirfaard Cypher, Eaq. aays i • I 'vt daah'd 
at every thing— ^^^V at • jeroy—tooCd • mnil<oadi.s 



Oil of Palm 's > the thing that, flowing. 
Sets the naves wad felloes* going! 

So, ya4iip, Hearties ! etc. 

Some wonder, too, the tits that pull 
This rum concern along, so full. 
Should never back or bolt, or kick 
The load and driver to Old Nick. 
But, never fear — the breed, though British, 
Is now no longer game or skittish ; 
Except sometimes about their com^ 
Tamer Houyhnhnms^ ne'er were bom. 
So, ya-hip, Hearties! etc. 

And then so sociably we ride ! — 
While some have places, snug, inside. 
Some hoping to be there anon. 
Through many a dirty road hang on. 
And when we reach a fililiy spot 
(Plenty of which there are, God wot). 
You'd laugii to sec, with what an air 
We take the spatter — each his share ! 
So, ya-hip, Hearties ! etc. 






The other song of Mr Gr«gson, which I have been 
lucky enough to lay hold of, was sung by Old Frosy^ the 
Jew, who went in the character of Major C — htw — cht, 
and who having been, at one time of his life, apprentice 
to a mountebank doctor, was able to enumerate, with 
much volubility, the virtues of a certain infallible nos- 
trum, which he called his Annual Pill. The pronun- 
ciation of the Jew added considerably to the effect 

THE ANNUAL PILL. 

Song by Ol» Paosv. the lew, in the Character of Major C — arw ->ur- 

Till nobodies try my nice Annual Pill, 

Dat 's to purify every ting naslity avay ? 
Pless ma heart, pless ma heart, let ma say vat I vill, 

Not a Chrishtian or SUentleman minds vait I say! 
T is so pretty a bolus !— just down let it go. 

And at vonce, such a radical shange you vill see, 
Dat I'd not be surprish'd, like de horse in de show. 

If our beads all vere found, vere our tailsh ought to be ! 
Vill nobodies try my nice Annual PM, etc. 

'T will cure all Electors, and purge avay clear 
Dat mighty bad itching dey 've got in deir 

T will cure, too, all Statesmen, of dullneaa, ma 

Though the case vas as desperate as poor MisCer Yam's. 

Dere is noting at all vat dis Pill vill not reach- 
Give de Sinecure Slientleman von little grain, 

Pless ma heart, it vill act like de salt on de leech. 
And he '11 throw de pounds, shillings, and pence, up 
again! 

Vill nobodies try my nice Jlnnmal PiU, etc. 

* Money. 

* In Mr Gregson's MS. thcee words are apellW a kumvag nad /k^ 
lows,* but 1 have printed them according to tlm proper 
orthography. 

* The estent of Mr. Gregson's learning will, ao d—bc, 
reader; and it appears by the following lines, trwm a Poan g yvi a 
opon bim, by One of the Fancy, that be is also • 
the Latin tangnaga : 

• As to science* — Boa knows a little of all. 

And, in Laiin, to show that he's no igat 
He wrote once an Ode on his friend, Mmjor Pmml, 

And the motto waa Faulo asa/om caaamiu .'• 
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T tvoald be tedioiv, ma tear, all iti peauties to paint — 

Bat, amon^ oder tia\gi fundmmentaUy wrong. 
It tUI core de Proad Pottom ' — a common complaint 

Amftwg H, Ft. and wearers — from undn^ too long.* 
Sboold ijmptooM of speeching preak out on a dunce, 

(Tat is often de case) it vill stop de disease. 
And pring avay all de long speeches at vonce, 

Dat else voold, like tape-vorms, come by degrees! 
Till nobodies try my nice jtnnual PiU^ 

Dat 's 10 purify erery ting nashty aray t 
Pless ma heart, pless ma heart, let ma say rat I vill, 

Not a Ghrishtian or Sbentleman minds vat I say ! 



No. V. 



TW f«lt««ta§ p <i» i« aU» thnm ib« Moraiaf CbroBicIc, saJ ba* arvry 
•ppMnac« af Wag by ibc aam* pra a« tb* two otb«r« I hav« faotfJ. 
Tbc lauBiocr. io4««d. in ntrweum§ it from tbr Cbroaidc, My*, 
m *• ihtak «• earn f«Ma vb«M Msy amd tparUUi ba»i it it.* 

TO SIR HUDSON LOWE. 



Wttar* cavMM BOOiiaMt 
Utfvai ■« aoTM bM lai 
N«a«B dl«4«r«, am oommb boc 
S««iU Moraai rffmb. 

A*wsi«t. 



Sia Hudson Lowe, Sir Hudson Lorn 
(By name, and ah ! by nature so). 



As thou art fond of persecutions. 
Perhaps thou 'st read, or heard repeated. 
Bow Captain Gulliver was treated, 

When thrown among the Lillipatians. 

They tied him down — these little men did— 
And having valiantly ascended 

Upon the Mighty Man's protuberance. 
They did so strut! — upon my soul. 
It roust have been extremely droll 

To see their pigmy pride's exuberance! 

And how the doughty mannikins 
Amused themselves with sticking pins 

And needles in the great man's breeches; 
And how some pery little things. 
That pass'd for Lords, on scaffoldings 

Got up and worried him with speeches. 

Alas, alas! that it should happen 

To mighty men to be caught napping! — 

Though diffiereni, loo, these perseeutioos ; 
For Gulliver, l^re, took the nap, 
While, here, the Nap^ oh sad mishap, 

Is taken by the Lilliputians ! 



Ufij^tM^ on tbt Uoattf 



EXTRACTED FROM THE JOLUNAL 



or A 



TRAVELUNG MEMBER OF THE POCOCURANTE SOaETY, 1819. 



The Gentleman, from whose Journal the following 
extracts are taken, was obliged to leave England some 
years ago (in consequence of an unfortunate attach- 
ment, vduch might have ended in bringing him into 
Doctors' GomroodI), and has but very recently been 
able to return to England. The greater part of these 
poems were, as he himself mentions in his Introduc- 
tion, written or composed in an old cal^clie, for the 
purpose of beguiling the ennui of soliury travelling; 
and as verses made by a gentleman in his sleep have 
lately been called « a psychological curiosity,* it is to 
be hoped that verses made by a gentleman to keep him- 
self awake may be honoured vrith some appellation 
equally Greek. 

* llMakif . I prrflttBM, ComUHam AimiaUbrwHiama. 

* Wbctb«r MicaUrt babiu bavc Bay ibiof M dio wiib tbi« pMaUar 
•h«p«. I «••••! drteimin*. but ibat mbm bava aappoaad a aart vf eoa- 
Basio* batwars tbcai. appaan from iba feUoviaf raaMrb, qa*lcJ !• 
Kanummmm't curiam bach, Jt firyrailafij/iirr— alUli* p at^«a« 1^ 
pMa aac apaJ Xirrb««r. in Lafata, am aatar* SUat parua, ^aa a4 aa^ 
U9mtm adBi daatiaaue, latiarta is fcaiab facarit «|«aai ia vbrW iaaaaaa 

debar*. ■ Cap. 4** 



INTRODUCTORY RHYMES. 



Different MUtudes in which Juthors eempou.-^Bayes, 
Henry Stephens, HerodotuM, etc, — Meriting in Bed — 
in the Fieldt.-^PUto and Sir Richard Blachmore.^ 
Fiddling with Gloves and Twigs.—Madame de 
StaeL—Ehyming on the Road, in an old Caliche. 

What various attitudes, and ways. 

And tricks, we authors have in writing ! 
While some write sitting, some, like Bates, 

Usually stand while they 're inditing. 
PoeU there are, who wear the floor out. 

Measuring a line at every stride; 
While some, like HxaaT Stem bus, pour out 

Rhymes by the dosen, while they ride.* 

Hbiodotcs wrote most in bed ; 
And RicaBXAND, a French physician, 

1 Plan(|aa aaa canaiaa f^aliaaa caapaaail.— Faf«a«oa. fcafalar. 
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Declare the riork^woHc of th« hmd 
Hoct best in thm reclined position. 

If you consult Motttaioni » und Vuwr on 

The tnbjecf, 't w their joint opinion 

That Thought its richest harre-'t yields 

Abroad, among the woods and fields ; 

That bards, who deal in small retail. 
At home may, at th^ir counters, stop; 

But that the grove, the hill, the vale. 
Are Poesy's true whoiesale shop. 

And truly T suspect they 're riRht— 

For, many a lime, on summer eves. 
Just at that closing hour of light. 

When, like an eastern Prince, who leaves 
For distant war his Haram bowers. 
The Sun bids farewell to the flowers. 
Whose heads arc sunk, whose tears arc flowing 
'Mid an the glory of hU going — 
Even i have fell beneath tho«e beams. 

When wand 'ring through the fields alone. 
Thoughts, fisncies, intellectual gleams, 

That, far too bright to be mv own, 
Seem'd lent me by the Sunny Power, 
That was abroad at that still hour. 

If thus F 've felt, how must they feel. 

The few, whom genuine Genius warms. 
And stamps upon their soul his seal. 

Graven with Beauty's countless forms; — 
The few upon this earth who seem 
Bom to give truth to Plato's dream. 
Since in their souls, a* in a glass. 

Shadows of thini^ divine appear — 
Beflections of brifjht forms that pass 

Through fairer worlds beyond onr sphere ! 

But this reminds me T digress ; — 

For Plato, too, produced, 't is said 
(As one indeed might almost p.uess). 

His glorious visions all in bed.' 
T was in his carriage the snMime 
Sir BicHABD Blackmobr used to rhyme: 

And (if tlie wite don't do him wrong), 
Twixt death and epics pass'd his lime. 

Scribbling and killing all day long — 
like Phoebus in his car, at ease. 

Now warUing forth a loftv Rong, 
Now murdering the young Niobes. 

There was a hero 'mong the Danes, 

Who wrote, we 're told, 'mid all the pains 

And horrors of exenteration. 
Nine charming odes, which, if you look. 

You 11 find preserved, with a translation. 
By Baitholinus in his book.' 

' Mn p«atiM dormcat. li je !«• *«••.— Mohtaissb. 
Animna eonim, qni in aperio aer« •nbaUat, atlollitar.— Pu»t. 

" The only anilMMrirr I know for inpntinf thia practic* to Plato anH 
Rmdotaa. ta a Laiin poena by M. ^ VaMa on hia Bo4, !■ vbicfa ba 
aayas 

Lacifcr Rrrodolum vidil vrapcrque rubsatrn: 
Deaedit totoa hie Plato aspe diea. 

» Eadrai cora ore aaiBorva inter craciatua animam inrelicam agenti 
fail Aabiorao Pruda! Danico hrroi. cam Bruao ipaum. inteatina e«- 
irabna, innaaniier torqueret. tunc onim notaa canniaa Mrinit, •u. 
^Baaraouv. d» eautu ctntempt. m«rt> 



In ^ort, 't were eodlets to recite 

The various modes in which men write. 

Some wits are onhr in the mind 

When beaux and*belles are ronnd them prmting ; 
Some, when they dress for dinner, find 

Their muse and valet both In waitiog. 
And manage, at the srif-sane cine, 
To adjust a neckdoth and a rhyme. 

Some bards there arc who cannot scrifaMc 
Without a glove, to tear or nibble. 
Or a small twig to whisk abont — 

As if the hidden founts of Fancy, 
Like those of water, were found out 

By mystic tricks of rhabdomancy. 
Such was the little feathery wand » 
That, held for ever in the hand 
Of her who won and wore the crown 

Of female genius in this ai;e, 
Seem'd the conductor, that drew dovm 

Those words of lightning <m her page. 

As for myself — to come at last. 

To the odd way In vrhich / write — 
Having employed these Tew months past 

Chiefly in travelling, day and night, 
I 've got into the easy mode. 
You see, of rhyming on the road — 
Making a way-bill of my pages. 
Counting my stanzas by my stages — 
Twixt lays and re-lays no time lost — 
Tn short, in two words, writing post. 
My verses, I saspect, not ill 
Resembling the erased vehicle 
(An old caliche, for which a rillain 
Charged me some twenty Naps at Milan) 
Tn which T wrote them — patch'd-up things. 
On weak, but rather easy, springs. 
Jingling along, vrith little in 'cm. 

And (where the road is not so rough, 
Or deep, or lofty, as to spin 'em, 

Down precipices) safr> enough. — 
Too ready to take fire, I own. 
And l/ken, too, nearest a break-down ; 
But, for my comfort, hung so low, 
I have n't. in falling, fdr to go. — 
With all this, light, and swift, and airy. 

And carrying (which it best of all) 
But little for the Doganieri* 

Of the Reviews to overhaul. 



RHYMES ON THE ROAD. 



EXTRACT I. 



Con wa . 



Fiew ofAe Lake of Geneva from the Jura.* — Anxims 
to reach it before the Sun went down, — (Miyei !» 
proceed on Foot—Mps.—Mont Blanc. — Effttt of 
(he Scene. 

T WAS late — the sun had almost shone 
His last and best, when I ran on, 

* Ma4« of paper, tvUted ap Ulc a fan or ISratbor. 

* CoatoBi-hoaac officera. 

* BotwecB Vatuy and Gei. 



RHYMES ON THE ROAD. 



173 



Anxioiu Co retch that tpWiiidid new 
Before ike day-beaou qoiie withdrew; 
And feeKng ■■ all htl, on fint 

ippcwiehidf scenes where, they are told, 
Sncii glorict on their eyes shall honC 

As yomhful bards in dreans behold. 
T was dvitant yet, and. an I ran. 

Fan often was my wifttfiil fpue 
Tnm'd to the sun, who now began 
To call in all his ottt>po«t rays. 
And form a denser march of light. 
Such as beseems a hero's Hight. 
Oh, how f wi*h'd for Joshua's power, 
To May the brightness of that hour! 
But no^the sun still less became, 

Diminifth'd to a speck, as splendid 
And small a« were thoiie tongues of flume, 

lluit on th' Apostles' heads descended ! 

T was at this instant— while there glow d 

This last, inten«e«t gleam of light — 
Suddenly, through the opening road. 

The valley burtt upon my sight ! 
That glorious ▼a11#'y, with its hke. 

And Alps on Alps in clusters swelling. 
Mi^ty, and pure, nod fit to make 

The rampartt of a Godhead's dwelling ! 

T stood entranced and mute — at they 

Of IssAiL think th* assembled worid 
Will stand upon that awful day. 

When the Ark's Light, aloft unfiiri'd. 
Among the opening clouds shall shine, 
IHrinity't own radiant sign ! 
Bfiffhty MoWT Blanc! tfiou wprt to me. 

That minute, with thy brow in Heaven, 
As rare a sign of IVity 

As e'er to mortal f^te wa< given. 
5or ever, were I destined yet 

To live my life twice o>r afrain. 
Can I the deep-fi^lt awe forget — 

The ecstasy that thriird me then ! 

T was all that conscion^nejt^ of power. 

And life, beyond this mortal hour, — 

Those mountinfTs of the sool witliin 

At thoughts of Heavrn — as birds begin 

By instinct in the cnge to rise. 

When near their lime for change of skies — 

That proud bmii ranee of our claim 

To rank among the Sons of Light, 
Mingled with shame — oh. hitter shame! — 

At having risk'd that splendid right. 
For anght that earth, through all its range 
Of glories, ofFm in exchange! 
Twas all thix, at the instant brought. 
Like breaking unmhine, o'er my thought — 
T was aB (his, kindled to a glow 

Of sacred s^l, which, could it shine 
Thns purely ever— man might grow. 

Even upon earth, a thing divine. 
And be once more Ihc creature made 

To walk unstain'd the Elysian shade ! 

No — never siinil I lose the trace 

Of what I ve felt in (his bright place. 



And should my spirit's hope grow weak ; 

Should I, oh God ! e'er doubt thy power. 
This mighty scene again 1 11 seek, 

At the same calm and glowing hoar, 
And here, at the snblimest shrine 

That Nature ever rear d to Thee, 
Rekindle all that hope divine, 

And feel my immortality ! 



EXTRACT 11. 



T*«i»*. 



The Fall o/Tenice noi to he lamenftd.-^BmmT Glory. 
—Expedition afoitist Comtnntinople.-'Giititinin- 
nit.—Rejtmhlic.—Cfutr«cUfrittiet of the old Gowem- 
ment^GoldeH. BooA.— Bruzeit Motidu.^Spiet.— 
Dunyeom. — Pretent Dea^ation. 

MoDiN not for Vtaici — let her rest 
In ruin, 'mong those Stales unbless'd. 
Beneath whose guilded hoofit of pride, 
Wliere'er they trampled, Freeilom died. 
No— let us keep onr tears for them. 

Where'er ther pine, whose fsll hath been 
Not from a blood-stain'd diadem. 

Like that which dcck'd this ocean-qncen. 
Rut from high daring in the cause 

Of human Itinhls— the only good 
And blessed strife, in which man draws 

His powerful sword on land or flood. 

Monm not for Vcivicc — though her fsU 

Be awful, as if Ocean's wave 
Swept o'er her — she deserves it all. 

And Justice triumphs o'er her grave. 
Thus perish every King and State 

That run the guilty race she ran. 
Strong but in frar, and onlv great 

By outrage against Cod and man ! 

True, her high spirit is at rest. 

And all those days of glory gone. 
When the world's waters, east and west. 

Beneath her white-winp'd rommerce shrne: 
When, with her countless harks «he went 

To meet the Orient Empire's might,' 
And the Giitstinunis sent 

Their hnndred heroes to that fight.* 

Vanish'd are all her pomps, 't is tnie. 
But mourn them not — for. vanish'd. too. 

(Thanks to that Power, who. soon or late. 

Hurls to the dust the guilty Great), 

Are all the outrage, falsehood, fraud. 
The chains, the rapine, and the blood. 

That fill'd each spot, at home, abroad. 
Where the Bepublic's standard stood ! 

Desolate Vcitici ! when T track 

Tliy haughty course through centuries hack,— 

< Uadvr lb* lUfr Sficlueli. i* 1171. 

* ■ t.a faoiilU esti^rc ir» JNtiinuni, Fan* ir* pint ilhiMm 4« 
▼•■{m>, VMilat B«rdi«r l«>«t« cMii^rr dana rHlc r«p«^iti«ia . Mt fcur- 
■it MBt CMabatiaat 1 c'^ak mimi*»lrr I'dMnpIr 4*uiir illmir* faaMU* 
d« Ron* I !• nitair Malbcar lea aUaiidail.*— JViffM re W« Ttiiia*. par 
D«a«. 
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Thy ruthless power, obey'd but cursed, — 

The stem machinery of thy State, 
Which hatred would, like steam, have burst, 

Had stronger fear not chill'd even hate ; 
Thy perfidy, still worse than aught 
Thy own unblushing Saipi ' taught, — 
Thy friendship, which, o'er all beneath 
Its shadow, rain'd down dews of deatli,-— » 
Thy Oligarchy's Book of Gold, 

Shut against bumble Virtue's name,^ 
But open'd wide for slaves who sold 

Their native land to ih«c and shame, — i 
Thy all-penrading host of spies. 

Watching o'er every glance and breathy 
Till men look'd in each other s eyes. 

To read their chance of life or death, — 
Thy laws, that made a mart of blood. 

And legalized the assassin's knife, — * 
Thy sunless cells beneath the flood. 

And racks, and leads ^ that bum out lifie;— 
When I review all this, and see 

What thou art sunk and crush'd to now; 
Each harpy maxim, hatch'd by thee, 

Retum'd to roost on thy own brow, — 
Thy Nobles towering once aloft, 

Now sunk in chains — in chains, that have 
Not even that borrow'd grace, which oft 

The master's fame sheds o'er the slave, 
But are as mean as e'er were given 
To stiff-neck'd Pride by angry Heaven— 
I feel the moral vengeance sweet. 
And, smiling o'er the wreck, repeat — 
« Thus perish every King and state. 

That tread the steps which Vknick trod. 
Strong but in fear, and only great 

By out^age against man and God ! » 



L d B- 



EXTRACT m. 

Vfntrc. 

-'« Memoirs, wriUen by himself. — RefieC' 
tions, when dbout to read Hiem. 

LsT me, a moment — ere with («ar and hope 
Of gloomy, glorious things, these leaves I ope — 

* Tb« relebrated Fn Paolo. Th« collection of ■•»■• whtth tbU 
bold monk drew ap at the requf»t of tbe Veootian GoTerniavBt, for the 
Onidaare of tbe Secret loqoUition of Sutr, are to atrodoua aa to »eea 
rather an overcharged aatire npon dctpotim, than a ayatem of po- 
licy aerionely incniceied. end hot too readily and connontly panned. 

* Conduct of Venice toward* ber alliea and depcndenciee, partico- 
larly to nnfortanate Padna. — Pate of Francetco Camre, for which ace 
Dakv. vol. ii. p. i4i. 

* ■ A rexccptien de« trrnle citadint admb an Rrand ronaeil pendant 
la ipierre de Cbioni, il n'eat pa* arrir^ nne teole foia q«e lea talent 
OB let aervirea airnt paru k cette nobleeae orgaeilleneo dee titrea anf- 
fiaaaa ponr a'aaacoir avec elle.s—DAac. 

* Among thoae admitted le the honenr of being laacribed In tbe 
Lihro £Oro were aome familiee of Breacia, Treriao, and other placet, 
whoBC only claim to that diatinrtion waa the seal with which tbey 
preairaied themaelvca and their ronnlry at the feel of the repuUlc. 

' By the infamoni etalatea of the Suta Innaitition. not only waa 
attaaainatioa recognised aa a regular mode of puniahment, hut tbia 
aecret power over life wat delegated to their miniona at a diatance, 
with nearly aa mnch facility aa a licence it given nnder the game 
lawa of England. The only rentririion tecmt to have been the nocet- 
tity of applying for a new certificate, after every iadirUual cscrciae 
•f the power. 

* ■ Let priaoni dea pinmba ; e'ett-4-dire cea faaraaiaea ardanlea 
qn'on avi!t d'atribaiea en patitca eellnlea aona let terratMt qni con- 
vrent le palaia.* 



As one, in fairy tale, to whom the key 

Of some enchanter's secret halls is given. 
Doubts, while he enters, slowly, tremblingly. 

If he shall meet with shapes from 'hell or heavcB — 
Let me, a moment, think what thousands live 
O'er the wide earth this instant, who would give. 
Gladly, whole sleepless nighu to bend the brow 
Over these precious leaves, as I do now. 
How all who know — and where is he unknown T 
To what hx region have his songs not flown. 
Like PsAPBoic's birds, » speaking their master's name. 
In every language syllabled by Fame ? — 
How all, who 've felt the various spells combined 
Within the circle of that splendid mind. 
Like powers, derived from many a star, and met 
Together in some wonderous amulet. 
Would burn to know when first the light awoke 
In his young soul, — and if tlie gleams that broke 
From that Aurora of his genius, raised 
More bliss or pain in those on whom they blazed— 
Would love to trace the unfolding of that power. 
Which hath grown ampler, grander, every hour ; 
And feel, in watching o'er its first advance. 

As did the Egyptian traveller,' when he stood 
By the young Nile, and fathom'd with his lance 

The first small fountains of that mighty flood. 



They, too, who 'mid the scornful thoughts that dwell 

In his rich fancy, tinging all its streams. 
As if the Star of Bitterness which fell 

On earth of old, and touch'd them with its beans, 
Can track a spirit, which, though driven to hate. 
From Nature's hands came kind, affectionate ; 
And which, even now, struck as it is with blight, 
Gomes out, at times, in love's own native light- 
How gladly all, who *ve watch'd these stniggUog rsjt 
Of a bright, ruin'd spirit througli his lays. 
Would here inquire, as from his own firank lips. 

What desolating grief, what wrongs bad driven 
That noble nature into cold ecUpse — 

Like some fair orb that, once a sun in Heaven, 
And born, not only to surprise, but cheer 
With vrarmth and lustre all .within its sphere. 
Is now so quench'd. that, of its grandeur, lasts 
Nought but the wide cold shadow which it casts! 

Eventful volume! whatsoe'er the chanpe 
Of scene and clime — the adventures, bold and 
The griefs — the frailties, but too frankly told— 
The loves the feuds thy pages may unfold ; 
If truth with half so prompt a hand unlocks 

His virtues as his failings — we shall find 
The record there of friendshi))s, held like rocka. 

And enmities, like sun-touch'd snow, resign'd-' 
Of fealty, cherish'd without change or chill. 
In those who served him young, and serve hka sA" 
Of generous aid, given with that noiseless art 
Which wakes not pride, to many a wounded 
Of acts — but, no^-not from himself most ani^ 
Of the bright features of his life be sought. 



< Ptaphon, in order to attract the attention c»f tko wnrfd,! 
mnliitndea of birdt to apeak b<a name, and then let the« If i^' 
variona directiont : whence tbe proverb, • Ptapkonis 

* Bruce. 
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o court the world, like Milton's doad,' 

leir ulver liotogw oa Uie crowd. 

Of wrmpt himself in night, 

f all that softens, and adorns, 

mal nature, hid from sight, 

s darkness on a vorld he tcoms. 



EXTRACT IV. 



▼CBMt. 

» ht mut wtdk every where. — Alps and 
fe-strret— The Simplon and the Stocks. 
travtlUng. — Blue Stockings among Ae 
'Pttrasob and Fjrramids, — Urs, Eop- 
Wall of China. 

re ihcn no earthly place 
are can rest, in dream Elysian, 
ome cursed, round English fsce, 
( up near, to break the mion ? 

lem lakes, 'mid southern vines, 
cits we're doom'd to meet ,* 
St Alps nor Apennines 
red from Tbreadneedle-street ! 

Simplon's path we wind, 

we leave this world behind, 

•ant sounds salute one's ear 

Idish news fram 'Cl\ange, my dear— 

■ds — (phew, curse this ugly bill !) 
ing £ut — (what! higher still?)— 
oks, we're mouniiog up to Heaven !) — 
be down to sixty-seven.* 

we may — rest where we will, 
Bodon haunts us still. 
of Almack's or Fleet-Ditch— 
« a pin's head difference which — 
>ugh even to Greece we run, 
7 rill from Helicon ! 
lis rage for travelling lasts, 
!ys, of all sects and cuKtes, 
ras, aldermen, and squires, 
e their puddings and coal fires, 
tt things in foreign lands 
moog them understands — 
esert their coteries, 
off 'mong (he Wahahees — 
' sei nor age coutrok, 
ir of Mamelukes forbids 
dies, with pink parasols, 
e among the Pyramids—* 
n, farewell all hope to find 
it 's free from London-kind ! 
ws. if (o the West we roam, 
ay find some Blue « at home» 
^ the Blacks of Carolina — 
to the Eastward, see 
I. Hopxijis, taking tea 
ast upon the Wall of China! 

' ' — • Dii a Mbl« riond 

I forth bar tiUer liaing wa Um Bt^bt.* 

Comui. 
iptmrtrf, I b«li«vr. Uial lb* inaglBattOB of ib« 



EXTRACT V. 

Florcare. 

No— 't is not the region where love's to be found— 
They have bosoms that sigh, they have glances that 
rove, 
They have language a Sappho's own lip might resound, 
When she warbled her best— but they 've nothing like 
Love. 

Nor is it that sentiment only they want. 

Which Heaven for the pure and the tranquil hatli 
made — 
Calm, wedded affection, that home-rooted plant, 

Which sweetens seclusion, and smiles in the shade; 

That feeling, which, after long years are gone by. 
Remains like a portrait we've sal for in youth, 

Where, even though the flush of the colours may 0y, 
The features still live in their first smiling truth ; 

That union, where all that in Woman is kind. 
With all that in Man most ennoblingly tovrers. 

Grow wreathed into one — like thecolumn, combined 
Of the strengA of the shaft and the capital's Jfowers. 

Of this — bear ye witness, ye wives, every where. 
By the Aiao, the Po, by all Italy's streams — 

Of this heart-wedded love, so delicious to share. 

Not a husband hath even one glimpse in his dreams. 

But it is not this, only — bom, fiill of (be light 
Of ^ sun, from whose fount the luxuriant fiestoons 

Of these beautiful valleys drink lustre so bright, 
That, beside him, our suiu of the north are but moons ! 

We might fimcy, at least, like tbeir climate they burn'd. 
And that Love, though unused, in this region of spring. 

To be thus to a tame Household Deity turn'd. 
Would yet be all soul, when abroad on the wing. 

And there may be, there are those explosions of heart. 
Which burst, when the senses have first caught (he 
flame; 

Such fits of the blood as those clinuites impart, ■ 
Where Love is a sunstroke that maddens the frame. 

But that Passion, which springs in (he depth of the soul. 
Whose beginnings are virginly pure as (he source 

Of some mountainous rivulet, destined to roll 
As a torrent, ere long, losing peace in its course-' 

A course, to which Modesty's struggle but lends 

A more head-long deacen(, without chance of recal; 

But which Modesty, even to the last edge attends, 
And, at length, throws a halo of tears round iu fall ! 

This exquiute Passion — ay, exquisite, even 
In the ruin its madness too often hath made. 

As it keeps, even then, a bright trace of the heaven. 
The heaven of Virtue, from which it has stray'd — 

This eotireness of love, which can only be found 
Where Woman, like something that 's holy, watch'd 
over. 

And fenced, from her ehildhood, with purity round, 
Comes, body and soul, fresh as Spring, to a lover! 
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Where not an eye answers, where not a hand presses, 
Till spirit with spirit in sympathy move ; 

And the Senses, asleep in their sacred recesses, 
Can only be reach'd through the Temple of Love! 

This perfection of Passion — how can it be foond, 
Where the mysteries Nature bath bang round the tie 

By which souls are together attracted and bound. 
Are laid open, for ever, to heart, ear, and eye — 

Where nought of those innocent doubts can exist. 
That ignorance, even than knowledge more bright. 

Which circles the young, like the morn's sunny mist. 
And curtains them round iu their own native light — 

Where Experience leaves nothing for Love to reveal, 
Or for Fancy, in visions, to gleam o'er the thought, 

But the truths which, alone, we would die to conceal 
From the maiiden's young heart, are the only ones 
taught — 

Oh no— 'tis not here, howsoever we >e given, 
Whether purely to Hymen's one planet we pray. 

Or adore, like Sabieans, each light of Love's heaven. 
Here is not the region to fix or to stray ; 

For, faithless in wedlock, in gallantry gross, 
Without honour to guard, or reserve to restrain, 

fFhat have they a husband can mourn as a loss I — 
fFhat have they a lover can prise as a gain? 



EXTRACT VI. 

Boa*. 
Reflexions on reading De Cerceaus Account of the 
Conspiracy of Riemi, in li/^y. — The Meeting of 
ffce Contpirators on the night of the lythofMay. — 
T^etr Procession in the Morning to the Capitol. — 
Rienus Speech, 

T WAS a proud moment — even to hear the words 

Of Truth and Freedom 'mid these temples breathed, 
And see, once more, the Forum shine with swords. 

In the Republic's sacred name unsheathefl— 
That glimpse, that vision of a brighter day 

For his dear Romx, must to a Roman be — 
Short as it was — worth ages past away 

In the dull lapse of hopeless slavery. 

T was on a night of May — beneatli that moon 
Which had through many an age seen Time untune 
The strings of this Great Empire, till it fell 
From his rude hands, a broken, silent shell — 
The sound of the church clock,* near Adbian's Tomb, 
Summon'd the warriors, who had risen for Romi, 
To meet unarm'd, with naught to watch them there 
But God's own Eye, and pass the night in prayer. 
Holy beginning of a holy cause, 
When heroes, girt for Freedom's combat, panse 
Before high Heaven, and, humble in their might, 
Call down its blessing on that awful fight. 

( It it bot eaty to ^itcorcr whatchurth it neant by Du Cerreau 
h«rr:— • 11 fit crirr dan* let ruet de Romr, k ton dc trompc, qaa 
rbarua tikt a t« trouter, aaai armet, la nuit du leademaia, dii- 
neuviVne. dant rtglite da cliAicaa dc Saiat-Aag* an aoa Je l« cloche, 
atin da pourroir au Boa Etat.* 



At dawn, in arms, went forth the patriot band. 
And, as the breeze, fresh from the Tiaxa, faiui'd 
Their gilded gonCalons, all eyes cooki tee 

The palm-tree tliere, the sword, thekeyvof Hia 
Types of the justice, peace, and liberty. 

That were to bless them when theirchaiiu were liven. 
On to the Capitol the pageant moved. 

While many a Shade of other times, that stiU 
Around that grave of grandeur sighing roved. 

Hung o'er their footsteps up the Sacred Hill, 
And heard its mournful echoes, as the last 
High-minded heirs of the Republic pass'd. 
'Twas then that thou, their Tribune (name which broogbt 
Dreams of lost glory to each patriot's thought), 
Didst, from a spirit Rome in vain shall seek 
To call up in her sons again, thus speak : — 

« Romans ! look roimd you — on this sacred plaee 
There once stood shrines, and gods, aud godlike 



men — 
What see you now? what solitary trace 

Is left of all that made Rome's glory thea 7 
The slirioes are sunk, the Sacred Mouni bereft 

Even of its name — and nothing now reaudas 
But the deep memory of that glory, left 

To whet our pangs and aggravate our chains ! 
But shall this be? — our sun and sky the same, 

Treading the very soil-onr fithers trode. 
What withering curse hath fallen on soot and fraae, 

What visitation hath there come from God, 
To blast our strength and rot us into slaves, 
HerCy on our great forefathers* glorious graves! 
It cannot be — rise op, ye Mighty Dead, 

If we, the living, are too weak to crush 
These tyrant priests, that o'er your empire tread. 

Till all but Romans at Roms's tameness blash! 

« Happy Palmyra ! in thy desert domes, 

Where only date-trees sigh and serpents hiss; 
And thou, whose pillars are but silent homes 

For the stork's brood, superb Pkesepous! 
Thrice happy both that your extinguished rtoe 
Have left no embers — no half-living trace — 
No slaves, to crawl around the once-pround spot, 
Till past renown in present shame's forgot; 
While Rome, the (Jueen of all, whoae very wTCck% 

If lone and lifeless through a desart hurl'd. 
Would wear more true magnificence than de^ 

The assembled thrones of all the existing 
Rome, Rome alone, is haunted, stain 'd, and i 

Through every spot her princely Traia laves, 
By living human things — the deadliest. 

This earth engenders — tyrants and their 
And we * —oh shame ! — we, who have pender'd o'er 

The patriot's lesson and the poet's lay; 
Have mounted up the streams of ancient lore. 

Tracking our country's glories all the 
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< For a detcripiioa of tbcM baann*. ac* llataa. 

* Tbc fioe Caatona of Petrarcb, bag iaaiiif • SpirM 
poacd, by Vollairc and othen. to bare ba«tt mii n m tA la 
ibcra it marb mot* CTidcncc of itt bariag bcra writtc*, 
feMertt, to (be yoanf; Stepbaa Coloaaa, oa bia bciag 
of Rome. That Petrarch, however, wat filled with irifl 
bope« by the firtt mraturet of tbit cstraordiBaf7 aaaa, 
one of hit Icitert, qaotcd by Da Cerceaa, wbera b* aajt; 
dire, ea an mot, j'aiiriie, non romme lortaar. aaaW a«< 
oroiairr, qa'il nout h rameni la joaticr. U ^ix, la 
t^curiti, ct tootrt let autrat veaiiQct da Ikfc d*«r.* 
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ely, faaiely kias'd tlie grouiid 
il Power, that GluMt of Her, 
rUl MbtreM — Mttiof, crown'd 
her mouldering sepakhre! ' 
oo long have k>rdly priests 
ds led us, with all our pride 
••—like deroted beasts, 
hrine, with bded garlands tied. 
m of our deliveraoce breaks! 
of centuries awakes 
Old Republic, free 
in chainless majesty, 
« through ages yet to come, 
, RoMB, Rome, Eternal Roiu!» 

IXTRACT VII. 



— Fer Story. — Numurous Pietmrts of 
t. — Guido.'— Raphael, etc. — Canova's 
tallies. — The Somtariva Ma^daUn, — 
iraHon of Cmnovo't Works. 

Iait, that thy story 
I hearts — for there we tee 
rruption and its glory, 
ad life, combined in thee. 
t moment, when we find 
haunted by a swarm 
es, which had inkhrined 
I, like demons, in thy form, 

touch of Heaven set free, 
It, with those bright locks of gold 
uteof BiTiAirY), 
ing in their precious fold 

feet, didst shed such t^n 

drop, the sins of years ! — 
tfough all thy coune of love 
y Heavenly Master, — Him 
death-cup from above, 
s sweetening round the brim, 
I faith and love stood fiut 
»y him to the last ! 
■eward for truth like thine ! — 

of all, the chosen one, 

eyes that Face Divine, 

I from the dead, first shone, 

ghtst see how, like a cloud, 

ray its mortal jihroud. 

It bright revealroent known 

trusting than thy own — 
g, cheering, grand j 
•t record ever given, 
od's own kindly hand, 
pentance wins from Heaven ! 

Iaet, that thy face, 

nching light of tears, 

ns in each holy place, 

I before his God appears, 

ire he not taught to see 

im who pardon'd thee! 

lat the painter's skill 

have trinmph'd in the power 

tee most lovely still 

t thy sorrow's bitterest hour — 



That soft Coiaiooio should diffuse 

His melting shadows round thy form ; 
flial GoiDo's pale unearthly hues 

Should, in pourtraying thee, grow warm ; 
That all — from the ideal, grand, 
Immitabla Roouin hand, 
Down to the small, enamelling touch 

Of smooth CAauRo— should delight 
In picturing her who « loved so much,* 

And was, in spite of sin, to bright! 



But, Mabt, 'mong the best eisays 
Of Genius and of Art to raise 
A semblance of those weeping 

A vision, worthy of the sphere 
Thy faith has given thee in the skies. 

And in the hearts of all men here— 
Not one hath equall'd, hath come nigh 

Carota's fancy ; oh, not one 
Hath made thee fed, and live, and die 

In tears away, as he hath done, 
In those bright images, more bright 
With true expressions breathing light 
Than ever yet beneath the stroke 
Of chisel into life awoke ! 
The one, ' pourtraying what thou wert 

In thy first grief, while yet the flower 
Of those young beauties was unhurt 

By sorrow s slow consuming power, 
And mingling earth's luxurious grace 

With Heaven's subliming thoughu so well. 
We gaie, and know not in which place 

Such beauty most was form'd to dwell !^ 
The other, as thou look'dst when years 
Of fasting, penitence, and tears 
Had worn thee down — and ne'er did Art 

With half such mental power express 
The ruin which a breaking heart 

Spreads, by degrees, o'er loveliness! 
Those wasted arms, that keep the trace. 
Even now, of all their youth hil grace — 
Those tresses, of thy charms the last 
Whose pride forsook thee, wildly cast — 
Those fditures, even in fading worth 

Tlie freshest smiles to others given, 
And those sunk eyes, that see not earth. 

But whose last looks are full of Heaven! 

Wonderful artist! praise like mine- 
Though springing from a soul that feels 
Deep worship of thoae works divine. 

Where Genius all his Ught reveals — 
Is little to the words that came 
From him, thy peer in art and fame. 
Whom I have known, by day, by night. 
Hang o'er thy marble with delight. 
And, while his lingering hand would steal 

O'er every grace the Uper's rays, > 
Give thee, with all the generous seal •. 

Such master-spirits only feel. 
That beat of fame--« rival 's praise ! 

« l^ia staUM U •■• of tli« Um vmIi* aT Caa«v«. kbJ «m Ml yM is 
■arUc vbca I |«A Rmm. Hm oiWr, wkitk mcim M frov*. \m c«b. 
iraJictiM !• very Ufli MtlMrity, ikrt ii p i M i a a, of th* i*l*M*«l 
hia4. M fnUy vitbia th« %^km* af araipMr*. wi* «Mc«te4 May 
yean tf •. and U ia ckt fiiiiiiiia af ib« Coaai SMMriva. at Pam. 

* Caaava alwaya ihavi hw Im Mats*, ika Tmot* ViacitriM, by 
Um liflH af a aawU «aa<l*. 
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EXTRACT VIII. 

Lm Charai*ttM. 

A Visit to Ae House where Rousseau lived until Madame 
de fFarens, — Their Manage. — its Crossness. — 
Claude Anet.-^Reverence with which the Spot is now 
visited.-^Ahsurdity of this blind Devotion to Fame. — 
Feelings excited fy the Beauty and Seclusion of Hie 
Scene. — Disturbed by its Associations witii Rnuseau's 
History. — Impostures of Men of Genius. -^ Their 
Power of mimicking all the best Feelings, Love, in- 
dependence, etc. 

Stbangb power of Genius, that can throw 
O'er all that's vicious, weak, and low. 
Such magic lights, such rainbow dyes, 
As daczle even the steadiest eyes! 

About a century since, or near, 
A middle-aged Madame lived here, 
With character, even worse than most 
Such middle-aged Madames can boast. 
Her footman was — to gloss it over 
With the most gentle term — her lover; 
Nor yet so jealous of the truth 

And charms of this impartial fiur. 
As to deny a pauper youth, 

Who join'd their snug menage, his share. 
And there they lived, this precious three, 

With just as little sense or notion 
Of what the world calls decency, 

As hath the sea-calf in the ocean. 
And, doubtless, 'mong the grave, and good. 
And gentle of their neighbourhood, 
If known at all, they were but known 

As strange, low people, low and bad — 
Madame, herself, to footmen prone. 

And her young pauper, all but mad. 
Who could have thought this very spot 

Would, one day, be a sort of shrine, 
Where — all its grosser taints foiigot. 

Or gilt by Fancy till they shine — 
Pilgrims would meet, from many a shore, 
To trace each mouldering chamber o er ; 
Young bards to dream of virtuous fame. 
Young maids to lisp Di Wa&irs name. 
And mellower spinsters— of an age 
Licensed to read Jban Jacqubs's page — 
To picture all those blissful hours 
He pass'd in these sequester d bowers. 
With his dear Maman and his flowers! 
Spinsters, who — if, from glowing heart 

Or erring head, some living maid 
Had wander'd even the thousandth part 

Of what this worthy Maman stray'd— 
Would bridle up their virtuous chins 
In horror at her sin of sins. 
And — could their chaste eyes kill with flashes — 
At>wn the fair culprit into ashes ! 

T is too absiird— 'tis weakneu, shame, 
This low prostration before Fame — 
This casting down, beneath the car 
Of Idols, whatsoe'er they are, , 
Life's purest, holiest decencies. 
To be career'd o'er, as they please. 



No-»let triumphant Genius have 
All that his loftiest wish can crave. 
If he be worshtpp'd, let it be 

For attributes, his noblest, first— 
Not with that base idolatry, 

Which sanctifies his last and wont. 

I may be cold— may want that glow 

Of high romance, which bards shook! know; 

That holy homage, which is felt 

In treading where the great have dwelt—- 

This reverence, whatsoe'er it be, 

I fear, I feel, I have it not. 
For here, at this still hour, to me 

The charms of this delightful spot — 
Its cakn seclusion from the throng. 

From all the heart would fain forget— 
Tliis narrow valley, and the song 

Of its small murmuring rivulet — 
The flitting to and firo of birds. 

Tranquil and tame as they were once 
In Eden, ere the startling words 

Of man dbturb'd their orisons ! — 
Those little, shadowy paths, that wind 
Up the hill side, with fruit-trees Uned, 
And lighted only by the breaks 
The gay wind in the foliage nukes. 
Or vistas here and there, that ope 

Through weeping willows, like the snateh— 
Of far-oflF scenes of light, which Hope, 

Even through the shade of sadness, caldws!- 
All this, which — could I once but lose 

The memory of those vulgar ties. 
Whose grossness all the heavenliest hnes 

Of Genius can no more disijuise, 
Than the sun's beams can do away 
The filth of fens o'er which they play-^ 
This scene, which would have fill'd my brarC 

With thoughts of all that happiest ia^ 
Of Love, where self hath only part. 

As echoing back another's bliss — 
Of solitude, secure and sweet. 
Beneath whose shade the Virtnes meet; 
Which, while it shelters, never chills 

Our sympathies with human woe, 
But keeps them, like sequester'd riik. 

Purer and fresher in their flow— 
Of happy days, that share their benmt 

Twixt quiet mirth and wise employ^- 
Of tranquil nights, that give in dreams 

The moonlight of the monaing't joy!— 
All this my heart could dwell on heow. 
But for those hateful memories near. 
Those sordid truths, that crosa the track 
Of each sweet thought, and drive them 
Full into all the mire, and strife, 
And vanities of that man's life. 
Who, more than all that e'er have g^ow^d 

With Fancy's flame (and it was kis^ 
If ever given to mortal show'd 

What an impostor Genius is — 
How with that strong, mimetic art. 

Which is its life and soul, it taket 
All sliapes of thought, all hues of heart. 

Nor feels, itself, one 'throb it wahca 
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How like a gem its UgbC may unile 

O'er the dark path, by roortJils trod, 
Ttadf as mean a worm, the while. 

At crawk along the Jtullyiog sod — 
What semibility may f«ll 

From iu hine lip. what plans to bleia. 
While home, friend**, kiodrnl, coaotry, all, 

Lie waste beneath it* selfishneas — 
How. with the pencil hnrdly dry 

From colouring up such scenea of love 
And beauty, as make young heartii sigh. 

And dream, and think through HeaveB ibey rove. 
They, who can thus describe and move, 

The very workers of these charma, 
Nor seek, nor ask a Heaven, above 

Some Maman's or Theresa's arms ! 

How all, in short, that makes the boast 
Of their false tongues, they want the most; 
And while, with Freedom on their lipa, 

Soandiag her timbrels, to set free 
This bright world, labonrtog in iheeelipaa 

Of priestcraft and of slarery. 
They may, themselves be slavea aa low 

As erer lord or patron made. 
To blosaom in his smile, or grow. 

Like stunted bmshwood, in his shade ! 

Out on the craft— T 'd rather be 

One of those hinds that round me tread, 
With just enough of sense to see 

The noonday sun that 's o'er my head. 
Than thus, with hi|;h-built gcniiM cursed. 

That hath no heart for its fmind^itinn. 
Be all. at oore, that's brightest— worst — 

Sttblimest — meanest in creation ! 



NOTES. 



Page 174. 'in* *• 

Tliy pcH(4y. PT*« wnrtr tban •■kIiI. 
y^j Mm ■nblv«hia|; 9«iri laafht. 

Tbk spirit in which these maxims of Father Piinl nre 
written, may be sufficiently jndged from the instnic- 
tinns which he gives for the management of the Vene- 
tian colonic* and provinces. Of the former he says : — 
« Tl fiint les trailer comme des nntmaux f^roces, Ics 
rofrncr le« dents, et lesgriffwu lea humilier sonvent.sur- 
f out Imr Ater le* occanons de s'agncrrir. Du pain et 
l«> biton, voila ce qnll leur faut; pardons I'humanit^ 
ponr unc mcillenre occasion.* 

For the treatment of the provinces he advises thns : 
m Tcndre k d^ouillcr Ics villes de leurs privileges, fiire 
ffvic Im habitans s'appauvrts«ent, et <|ue leurs bicns 
•oient achet^ par les V^itiena. Gens mii, dbns les 
ron«Hls mnnictTmnr, se montreront on plus andacieux 
nil pin« d^voiiA anx int^ta de la population, il fant 
le« ncrdre on les gamier k quelque prii qoa ce soit : 
^nfn, til fc (mn»e diina le$ prwinees ftielfiies chefi 
de pfirti, H fant fet exterM^ner »fm$ in fnr^itxU ^Me(- 
ron/ftie, mats en eiHttint Je reci*tfrir h bi justice ordi- 
naire. Que le poiaon fatM t office du hourr§mm, ceU 
e$t mains odieux et keemeomp fMau pr^tmhle.* 



Page 174, line S9, note. 

Mj ih« iafMBOflM MatatM of tW tf%a ImqmUUtom, vte. 

M. Daru has given an abstract of theae Statntet, from 
a BMnuscript in the Biblioth^ue dn Roi, and it is 
hardly credible that such a system of treachery and 
cruelty should ever have been esublished by aay go- 
vernment, or submitted to, for an instant, by any peo- 
ple. Among various precautions against the intrigues 
of their own nobles, we find the following: — « Pour 
persuader aux Strangers quil Mm'h difficile et dange- 
reux d'entretenirqiielque intrigue secrete avec les nobles 
VMtiena, on imagina de faire averttr mvsti^rieusemcnt 
le Nonce du Pape (afin que les autres ministres en fus- 
sent inform(^) que llnquisition avait autoris^ les pa- 
tnciens k poignarder quiconque essaierait de tenter leur 
fidfUit^. Mais rraignant que les ambasa.'ideurs ne pr^ 
tasaent foi diffieilement a une deliberation, qui en effet 
n existait pas, llnquisition voulait prmiver qu'elle en 
ctait capable. Elle ordoona drs recherrhes pour d^- 
convrir s*il n'y avait pas dam Venise quelque et\U an- 
dessus du commun, qui eAt roropu son ban : ensuile 
un des patriciens qui /taient aux gages du tribunal, 
reqit la mission d'awassiner ce malheurenx, et I'ordre 
de s'en vanicr. en disant qu'il s'ciaif port^ a cet acte, 
parce que ce banni ^lait I'agent d'un ministre Stranger, 
et avait cherrhe k le corrompre.»» — • Remarquon*,» 
adds M. Daru. « que ceci n'est pas nne simple anecdote; 
c'est une miMlon projet/e, deiiben*e, ^crfle d*avanrc: 
one r^le de conduite trac^e par des hommes graves. 
k leurs succcj^senrt. et consifsn^e dans des stafnt!« » 

The caxes in which aMasftlnation is ordered by these 
statutes are as follow : — 

« To ouvrier de Tarsenal. un chef de ce qn*on appelle 
parmi Ie<i marins le menstrance. passait-il an service 
d'une puissance ^trang^re, il fallait le ftiire assaasiner. 
surtout si c'^tait nn homme repute brave et habile dans 
sa profession. — (Jrt ^,deiStatuti.) 

M Avait'il commis nuclque action qn'on ne jngeait 
pas k propos de punir juridiqncment, on devait le fsire 
empoisonner.» — (Jrt j^.) 

M Un arti«sn pa»<ait-il ii r/tranger en V exportant 
quelque proc^d^ de Tindiistrie nationale: cVtait encore 
un crime capital, que laloi inconnueordonnait de punir 
par un assn^«inar.» — (j4rt. 96.) 

The fscilitv vrilh which they got rid of their Duke of 
Pedfords, Lord Fitxwilliams, etc. was admirable; it was 
thus : — 

m Le patricien qui se permettait le moindre propos 
contre le gouvemement, ^tait admon/te deux fois, et 
il la troitt^me noye comme incorrigible. — {Art. Zg.) 

Page 176, line aS. 

The m Confuration de Nicolas Cabrini. dit deRiemi.» 
by the Jesuit de Cercean, is chiefly taken from the 
much more authentic work of Fortifioeca on the same 
subject Rienzi was the son of a laundress. 

Page 1 76, line 60. 

Tlieir |iUc«l gosfaloa*. 

M Les geniil&hommes conjures portaient davant lui 
trots etendarts. Nicohui Guallato. snmomine le bon 
diteur^ portait le premier, qui ^tait de conleor rouge, 
el plus grand que les autres. On y voyiit dea ctract^res 
d*or avec une femme asstie tiir deax Kont, tenant d'tane 
main le globe du monde, et de Fantre «r« P«iM« pour 
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representer la ville de Rome. Cit»it le Gonfalon de 
la Liberie. Le Second, k fendt blanc, avec un St. Paul 
tenant de la drohe Mite Epit nue eC de la gauche la 
couronne de Justice^ itnt port^ par Etienne Magna- 
cnccia, notaire apostoliqne. Dans le troUi^me, Sc. 
Pierre avait en main Us cUJt de la Goneorde et de la 
Paix. Tout cela insinuait le detsein de Riaud, qui ^tait 
de r^tablir la liberty, la justice, eC la paix.*— Dd Cki- 
ciAU, liv. a. 



Page 1 77, line a. 

That GbMi of Bar. 
Tb* «orM*a Imperial Miatrtta. 

This image is borrowed from Hobbes, whot* 
are, as near as I can recollect : — « For what is 
pacy, but the Ghost of the old Roman Empire, 
croimed on the grate thereof?* 
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tu Rcfibaa alaa 

▼iMiL. 0€crf. lib. 4* 

' dip tb« winga 



Of lh«M hi|b.dyiag, arkiirary Kia|a. 

DmT»Ba'« Traaalalion. 



FABLE I. 

TBI DISSOLUTIOII OF THS HOLT ALLUMCC. 

jt M/reoMt 

I *vs had a dream that bodes no good 
Unto the Holy Brotherhood. 
I may be wrong, but I confess — 
As Cur as it is right or lawful 
For one, no conjuror, to guess- 
It seems to me extremely awftal. 

Methought, upon the Neva's flood 

A beautifid Ice Palace stood; 

A dome of frost-work, on the plan 

Of that once built by Empress Anne/ 

Which shone by moonlight— as the tale is— 

Like an aurora borealis. 

In this said palace— fui^ish'd all 

And lighted as the best on land are<— 
I dream'd there was a splendid ball, 

Giren by the Emperor Alexander, 
To entertain, with all due zeal. 

Those holy gentlemen who Ve shown a 
Regard so kind for Europe's weal. 

At Troppau, Laybach, and Verona. 

The thought was happy, and design*d 
To hint how thus the human mind 
May — like the stream imprison'd there- 
Be check'd and chill'd till it can bear 
The heaviest Kings, that ode or sonnet 
E'er yet be;praised, to dance upon it. 

And all were pleased, and cold, and stately, 

Shivering in grand illumination-^ 
Admired the superstmciure greatly. 

Nor gave one thought to the foundation. 
Much too the Czar himself exulted, 

To all plebeian fears a stranger. 
As Madame Krudener, when consulted. 

Had pledged her word there was no danger. 

* II i« wall kaovm ibal ib« Empreaa Abbc built a palace of iec, on 
kb« Nora. In i^i; wbirb waa 6fly-lwo foot is leaglh, a»i whoa ilia- 
vlMiod h«4 • aorpriaiag •ffcct.a— Pnruaroii. 



So, on he eaper'd, feariess quite, 
Thinking himself extremely clever. 

And walti'd away with all his might. 
As if the frost would last forever. 

Just fancy how a bard like me, 

Who reverence monarchs, must hate trc 
To see that goodly company 

At such a ticklish sport assembled. 

Nor were the fears, that thus astounded 

My loyal soul, at all unfounded ; 
For, lo! ere long, those walls so massy 

Were seized with ao ill-omen'd dripping, 
And o'er the floors, now growing glassy. 

Their HolinesKes took to slipping. 
The Car, half through a Polonaise, 

Could scarce get on for downright stnmbi 
And PruMia, though lo slippery ways 

So used, was cursedly near tumbling. 

Yet still 't was who could stamp the floor m 
Russia and Au.<itria 'mong the foremost. 

And now, to an Itali.in air. 

This precious brace would hand in hand | 

Now— while old •••••• from his chair, 

Intreated them his toes to spare — 

Caird loudly out for a fondango. 

And a fandango, 'faith, they had. 
At which they all set to like mad — 

Never were Kings (though small the expcflu 
Of wit among their Excellencies) 

So out of all their princely senses. 

But, ah ! that dance— that Spanish dance- 
Scarce was the luckless strain began. 

When, glaring red — as 't were a glance 
Shot from an angry southern sun— > 

A light through all the chambers flamed, 
Astonishing old Father Frost, 

Who, bursting into tears, exclaim'd, 

« A thaw, by Jove ! — we're lost, we're k* 

Run, F ! a second Waterloo 

Is come to drown you — sauvt qtu peut!* 



FABLES, ETC. 



l8l 



Why, why will mooarcht caper to 

la palaces without foandalionsT 
Imtaotly all was id a flow : 

Crowns, fiddles, sceptres, decoratkms ; 
Those royal arms, that look'd so nice. 

Cat oat in the resplendent ice; 
Those eagles, handsomely nrovided 

With doable heads for dooble dealings- 
How fast the globes and sceptres glided 

Oat of their claws on all the ceilings! 
Prood Prussia's doable bird of prey. 

Tame as a spatch-cock, slank away ; 
Whiles just like France herself, when she 

ProcUims how great her nsval skill is^ 
Poor drowning jTeMr»-<le4)rs 

Imagined themselves uMtCer-lilaes. 
And not alone rooms, ceilings, shelves. 

Bat— still more fatal execntioa— 
The Great Legitimates themselves 

Seem'd in a stale of dissolntioa. 
The indignant Csar— when just about 

To issue a sublime Ukase — 
« Whereas, all lip.ht must be kept oat»— 

Dissolved to nothing in iu blase. 
Next Prnssis took his turn to melt. 

And. while hU lips illustrious felt 
The influence of thn southern air. 

Some word like « Constitution,* long 
GongeaTd in frosty silence there. 

Game slowly thawing from his tongoe. 
While ••••••, hipiing by degrees. 

And sighing out a faint adieu 
To truffles, salmis, toasted cheese. 

And smoking fbndms^ quickly grew 
Himself into m/ondu too ; — 

Or, like that goodly King they make 
Of sugar, for a twelfth-night cake. 

When in some urchin's mouth, alas. 
It melts into a shapeless mass ! 

In short, I scarce could count a minute 
Ere the the bright doone, and all within it- 
Kings, Fiddlen, Emperors — all were gone! 

And nothing now was seen or heard 
But the bright river, rushing on, 

Happy as an enfranchised bird. 
And prouder of that natural ray. 

Shining along Its chainless way^ 
More proudly happy thus to glide 

In ample grandeur to the sea. 
Than when in sparkling fetters tied. 
And deck'd with all that kingly pride 

Conld bring to light iu slavery ! 

Such b my dream — and, I conCess, 
I tremble at its awfulness. 
That Spanish dance— that soathem beam- 
But I say nothing— there *s my dream— 
And Madame Knidener, the she-prophet. 
May make just what she pleases of it. 



FABLE II. 

TIK LOOKIHO-OLASSIS. 

ProttKt 
Whbib Kings have been by mob-elections 

Raised to the throne, 't is strange to see 
What different and what odd perfections 

Men have required in royalty. 
Some, liking mtmarchs large and plumpy, 

Have chosen their Sovereigns by the weight ; 
Some wish'd them tall; some thought your dumpy, 

Dutch-built the true Legitimate. * 
The Easterns, in a Prince, *t is said. 
Prefer what 's calFd a jolter-head ; ' 
The Egyptians were n't at all partic'lar. 

So that their Kings had not red hair— 
Thit feult not even the greatest stickler 

For the blood-royal well could bear. 
A thouiband more such illustrations 
Might be adduced from various nations ; 
But, *mong the many tales they tell us. 

Touching the acquired or natural right 
Which some men haVe to rule their fellows. 

There 's one which I shall here recite : — 

FahU. 

Tatai was a land — to fumte the place 
Is mnther now my wish nor duty— 

Where reign'd a certain royal race, 
By right of their superior beauty. 

What was the cat legitimate 

Of these great persons* chins and noses, 
.By right of which they ruled the slate, 
No history I have seen dis d oaes. 



But so it was — a settled 

Some act of PariiamenL paas'd tangly, 
Had voted them a beauteous race. 

And all their feithful subjecU ugly. 

As rank, indeed, stood high or low. 
Some change it made in visual organs; 

Your Peers were decent — Knighu, so so— 
But all your common people gorgons! 

Of course, if any knave bat hinted 
Tliat the King's nose was tnm'd awry. 

Or that the Qtteeif(Obd save us!) squinted— 
The judges doom'd that knave to die. 

But rarely things like this occnrr'd : 
The people to their King were duteous. 

And took it, on his royal word, 
That they were frightt and he was beaateous. 

Tlie cause whereof, among all classes, 
Was simply this : — these island elves 

Had never yet seen looking-glasses. 
And, therefore, did not know Cfceaueivas. 

Sometimes, indeed, their neighbours' fiMca 
Night strike them as more full of reason, 

More fresh than those in certain places — 
But, Lord ! the very thought was treason ! 

• Tk« CoUm had a U« la «liaM alvaya a f/kort tbkk Man fvr 
ilifir ki*f.— Maatraa, Coimtsf- Uh. Hi. p. 164. 

* • In a Priaca, a jaUar-bMil •• iavaliubla.*— OriaHlai HtU 
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Besides, howe'er we love our neighbour, 
And uke his bee's part, 'tis known 

We never h«If so earnest labour. 
As vben the Cice attack'd *s our own. 

So, on they went—the crowd believing 
(As crowds well govem'd always do) ; 

Their rulers, too, themselves deceiving — 
So old the joke they thought it true. 

But jokes, we know, if they too hr go. 
Must have an end ; and so, one day, 

Upon that coast there was a cargo 
Of looking-glasses cast away. 

T was said, some Radicals, somewhere, 
Had laid their wicked beads together. 

And forced that ship to founder there- 
While some beUeve it was the weather. 

However this might be, the freight 
Was landed widiont fees or duties ; 

And, from that hour, historians date 
The downfial of the race of beautica. 

The looking-glasses got about. 

And grew so common through the land. 
That scarce a tinker could walk out 

Without a mirror in his hand. 

Comparing fsres, morning, noon. 

And niffht, their constant occnpaiioa— 

By dint of looking-glasses soon 
They grew a most reflecUng nation. 

In vain the Court, aware of errors 
In all the old, established mazards. 

Prohibited the use of mirrors, 
And tried to break them at all hazards : 

In vain — their laws might just as well 
Have been waste paper on the shelves; 

That fatal freight had broke the spell; 
People had look'd — and knew tbemadres. 

If chance a Dukt, of birth sublime. 

Presumed upon his ancient face 
(Some calf-head, ugly from all time). 

They popp'd a mirror to hla Grace — 

Just hinting, by that gentle sign, 

How little Nature holds it tnie. 
That what is call'd an ancient line 

Must be the line of Beauty too. 

From I>ukes* they pass'd to regal phines. 
Compared them proudly with their own. 

And cried, « How could such monstrous quizzes 
In Beauty's name usurp the throne ?i» 

They then wrote essayn, pamphlets, books. 

Upon cosmetical economy. 
Which made the King try various looks, 

But none improved hia physiognomy. 

And satires at the Court they levell'd. 
And small lampoons, so full of slynesses, 

Tliat soon, in short, they quite be-devil'd 
Their Majesties and Royal Highnesses. 



At length — but here I drop the veil. 
To spare some loyal folks' sensations : 

Besides, what follows iii the tale 
Of all such late-enlighten'd nations ; 

Of all to whom old Time discloses 
A truth they should have sooner known — 

That Kings have neither rights nor a< 
A whit diviner than their own. 



FABLE ni. 

TBB FLT AND Tit BULLOCK. 

Proem. 

Of all that, to the sage's snrvey. 
This world presents of topsy^tnrrey, 
Thtfre 's nought so much distoriM hia 
As little minds in lofty stations. 
T is like that sort of painful wonder 
Wliich slight and pigmy columns nukr 

Enormous arches give beholden; 
Or those poor Caryatides, 
Coodemu'd to smile and stand at aase. 

With a whole hooae upon thair al i oa Jda r s. 



If, as in some few royal 

Small minds ore iom into such 

If they are there, by Right Divine, 

Or any such sufficient reason, 
Why — Heaven forbid wt should repinal— 

To wish it otherwise wer» treason ; 
Nay, even to see it in a vision. 
Would be what lawyers call mUfriaiom. 

Sir Roaaar FiLvia says — and ho. 

Of course, knew all about the matter*- 
« Both men and beasts love monarchy: » 

Which proves how rational^the latter 
SiDif BT, indeed, we know, had quite 
A different notion from the knight; 
Nay, hints a King may loae his head 

By slipping awkwardly his bridle : 
But this is Jacobin, ill-bred. 
And (now-a-days, when Kings are led 

In patent mafOes) downri|^t idle. 

No, no— it u n't foolish Rings 
(Those fix'd, inevitable things^ 
Bores paramount, by right of birth) 

That move my wrath, but your 
Your mushroom rulers, sons of eartk« 

Who, not like t* others, eramnCd effcndm 
(Regular gratia Dei blockheads. 
Bom with three kingdoms in tbtir potkel^ 
Nor leaving, on the scale of mind. 
These royal Zeros fsr behind. 
Yet, with a brass that nolhinv slops, 

Push up into the loftiest stationa, 
And, though too dull to managa alMipa, 

Presume, the dolu, to manage natioas! 

This class it is that moves ray gall. 
And stirs up spleen, and bile, and att. 
While other senseless things appear 
To know the limits of their 



•r» 



FABLES, ETC 



1 83 



While not a cow on earth romancet 
So moeh as to conceit she dbnces — - 
While the roost jumping Frog we know of, 
Would scarce at Asdey's hope to show otf^ 
Tow ••••s and ••"s dare, 

Pigmy as are their minds, to set them 
To itny business, mny where. 

At mny time that fools will let them. 
But leave we here these upstart things — 
My business is, just now, with Kings; 
To whom, and to their right-line glory, 
I dedicate the following story : 

FahU. 

Ths wise men of Egypt were secret as dummies; 

And, even when they mmt condescended to teach, 
rhey pack'd up their meaning, as they did their mum- 
mies. 

In so many wrappers, *t was out of one's reach. 

rhey were also, good people, much giren to Kings-* 
Fond of monarchs and crocodiles, monkeys and mys- 
tery, 

lata, hieraphants, blue-bottle 0ies, and inch tUngs-^ 
As will partly appear in this very short history. 

k Scythian philosopher (nephew, they say. 
To that other great traveller, young Anacharsis) 

itepp'd into a temple at Memphis one day. 
To have a short peep at their mystical forces. 

9e saw a brisk blue-bottle Fly on an altar,* 
Made much of, and worshipp'd as something divine ; 

While a large handsome Bullock, led there in a baiter, 
Before it lay stabb'd at the foot of the shrine. 

Surprised at such doings, he whisper d his teacher—- 
« If 't is n't impertinent, may I ask why 

Should a Bullock, that useful and powerful creature, 
Be thus offered up to a blue-bottle FlyTn 

' No wonder,* said t' other, « you stare at the sight. 
But we as a symbol of monarchy view it: 

'Hat Fly on the shrine b Legitimate Right, 
•And that Bullock the people that's sacrificed to it.» 



FABLE IV. 

cauaca and stati. 

It aay rrligiea b*ronm B«iieB«l. or MtoblwlMd, iu p»- 
**ily ma*! rcrtaialy he loM. bccauM it k tli«m iap««ibk to kc*p it 
^ac»aaMt*d wiik »ca'« iatcrMit i aai, if caaaaria^, it bsm «vi* 
^«a«ly b« parrcrtcJ by (hcai..— Se*aa 3»miM». 

Tacs did Soamb Jiirriis — though a Tory, 
A Lord of Trade and the Plantation*— 

Feel how Religion's simple glory 
Is stained by State associations. 

When CATiKiiifx, after murdering Poles, 

Appeal'd to the benign Divinity, 
Then cut them up in protocols. 
Made fractions of their very souls — ' 

All in the name of the bless'd Trinity; 

s ArcorJiag t« JUiaa, it «m ia the itUa4 sf L*«ca^ lh«y pnr- 
*wd tbit rrreaMay-3-|/|IV ygoCOT T«U{ fiVttUf. — »• dmlmml. 
^ ii. cap. S. 



Or when her grandson, ALaxAHDaa, 
That mighty northern salamander, 
Whose icy touch, felt all about. 
Puts every fire of Freedom out — 
When he, too, winds up his Ukaaet 
With God and the Plinagia's praitei 
When he, of royal sainu the type, 

In holy water dips the spunge. 
With which, at one imperial wipe. 

He would all human rights expunge! 
When ****** (whom, as King and eater. 
Some name ***-****^ and some •••^•••••••j 

Calls down « Saint Louis' God» to witness 
The right, humanity, and fitness 
Of sending eighty thousand Solons — 

Sages with muskeu and laced coats— 
To cram instruction, nolens voietu, 

Down the poor stru|^ling Spaniards' throats— 
I can't help thinking (though to Kings 

I must, of course, like otlier men, bow) 
That when a Christian monarch brings 
Religion's name to gloss these things — 

Such blasphemy out-Benbows Benbow ! 

Or— >not to for for focts to roam, 
Having a few much nearer home— 
W'hen we see churchmen, who, if ask'd, 
« Must Ireland's slaves be tithed and Usk'd, 
And driven, like negroes or Croats, 

That jrou may roll iA wealth and bliss?* 
Look from beneath their shovel hats 

With all due pomp, and answer « Tesln 
But then, if question'd, « Shall the brand 
Intolerance flings throughout that land, 
Betwixt her palaces and hoveb. 

Suffering nor peace nor love to grow. 
Be ever quench'd?w — from the same shoveb 
Look grandly forth, and answer «i No!* — 
Alas, alas I have 0tes€ a claim 
To merciful Religion's name f 

If more you want, go, see a bevy 
Of bowing parsons at a levee 
(Chusing your time, when straw 's before 
Some apoplectic bishop's door) : 
There, if thou canst with life escape 
That sweep of lawn, that press of crape. 
Just watch their rev'rences and graces, 

Should'ring their way on, at all risks, 
And say, if those round ample focea 

To heaven or earth moat turn their disks? 

• 

This, this it is — Religion, made, 

Twixt Church and Sute, a truck, a trade— 

This most iU-match'd, unholy Co, 

From whence the ills we witness flow— 

The war of many creeds with one. 

The extremes of too much foith, and. none— 

The qualms, the fumes of sect and sceptic, 

And ail that Reason, grown dyspeptic 

By swallowing forced or noxious creeds, 

From downright indigestion breeds; 

Till, 'twixt old bigotry and new, 

Twixt Blasphemy and Cant— the two 

Rank ills with which this age is cursed^ 

We can no more tell ruhich is worst, 
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Than erst could Egypt, when so rich 
In various plagues, determioe vhieh 
She thought most pestilent and tUe — 
Her frogs, like Benbow and GarlUa, 
Croaking their native mudHSOtet loud, 
Or her fill locusts, like a doud 
Of pluralisu, obesely lowering. 
At once benighting and devouring! 

Thu— thb it is — ^and here I pnj 

Those sapient wits of the Reviewi, 
Who make us poor, dull authors say, 

Not what we mean, bnt what they chnse ; 
Who to our most abundant shares 
Of nonsense add still more of theirs, 
And are to poets just such evils 

As caterpillars find those flies * 
That, not content to sting like devils, 

Lay eggs upon their backs likewise—- 
To guard against such foul deposits. 

Of others' meanings in my rhymes 
(A thing more needful here because it 's 

A subject ticklish in th^se times), 
I here to all such wits make known. 

Monthly and weekly. Whig and Tory, 
T is Chts Religion — this alone — 

I aim at in the following story : 

FabU, 

Whui Royalty was young and bold. 
Ere, touch'd by Time, he had become — 

If 't is not civil to say old — 
At least, a ci-devant jeune homime. 

One evening, on some wild pursuit, 

Driving along, he chanced to see 
Religion, passing by on foot. 

And took him in his vts-o-vu. 

This said Religion was a friar, 
Tlie humblest and the best of men. 

Who ne'er had notion or desire 
Of riding in a coach till then. 

« I say • — quoth Royalty, who rather 

Enjoy'd a masquerading joke — 
« I say, suppose, my good old fsther. 

Ton lend me, for a while, your cloak.» 

The friar consented — little knew 

What tricks the youth had in his head; 

Besides, was rather tempted, too. 
By a laced coat he got iii stead. 

Away ran Royalty, slap-dash, 

Scampering like mad about the town ; 

Broke windows — shiver'd lamps to smash. 
And knock'd whole scores of watchmen down. 

While nought could they whose heads were broke, 
Learn of the « why » or the «< wherefore,* 

Except that 'twas Religion's cloak 
The gentleman, who crack'd them, wore. 

* • Tbr grtitnt auBbcr of the icbneamon tribe «rv mcb tculiag 
apoB th« back of the caterpillar, ■•'i dtrtiog et different iaurvalt 
their (tiac* iato il« body— el every dert they dcpoee aa efg.«— Gol*. 
•■ira. 



Meanwhile, the friar, whose head was tui 
By the laced coat, grew frisky too— 

Look'd big — his former habits spum'd— 
And storm'd about as great men do — 

Dealt much in pompons oaths and cutmi 
Said « Damn you,» often, or as bad — 

Laid claim to other people's purser— 
In short, grew either knave or mad. 

As work like this was unbefitting, 
And flesh and blood no longer bore It, 

Tlie Court of Common Sens* then dtting 
Summon'd the culprits both before it. 

Where, after hours in wrangling spent 
(As courts must wrangle to decide well] 

Religion to Saint Luke's was sent. 
And Royalty pack'd off to Bridewell : 

With this proviso — Should they be 

Restored in due time to their 
They both must give security 

In future, against such o^nici 



Religion ne'er to lend his cloak. 
Seeing what dreadful work it leads to; 

And Royalty to crack his joke — 
But not to crack poor people's heads, to 



FABLE V. 

TBI LrrTLI GEAHD LAMA. 

Proem* 

No VILLA, a young Bolognese, 

The daughter of a leam'd law doctor,' 
Who had with all the subtleties 

Of old and modern jurists stock'd her. 
Was so exceeding fair, 'tis said, 

And over hearts held such dominion. 
That when her father, sick in bed, 
Or busy, sent her, in his stead, 

To lecture on the Code Justinian, 
She had a curtain drawn before her. 

Lest, if her charms were seen, the stndf 
Should let their young eyes wander o'er h 

And quite forget their jurisprudence.* 
Just so it is with Truth — when seen. 

Too Mr and bright — 'tis from behind 
A light, thin allegoric screen. 

She thus can safest teach mankind. 

Fable. 

la Thibet once there reign'd, we're told, 

A little Lama, one year old — 

Raised to the throne, that realm to bless, 

Just when his little Holiness 

Had cut — as near as can be reckon'd— 

Some say his^rse tooth, some his seccmd. 

Chronologcrs and verses vary, 

Which proves historians should be wary. 

* Andreai. 

* Quaod il ^loii oornp^ d'aocane cuoinc. il eavoyait 1 
fiUc, en Mn liea lire aui etcbolea ea charge, et, •&■ m 
d'ellc n'emplchil U pcnaee dee oyaats. ellc avott aae poll 
devaat elle. — Caaitr. de Pite, Ci'le Jts Damtet, p. ii. «lMp 
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We only koow the important trutk— 
Hm Hijetty kmd cut a tooth.* 

And much bis sabjecti were enchanted. 

As well all Lamas' sobjecu may be, 
And would have given their heads, if wanted. 

To make tee-lotnms for the baby. 
As he was there by Eight Divine 

(What lawyers call Jurt DiWno. 
Meaning a right to yonrs, and mine. 

And every body's goods and rhino)— 
Of course his foichful snbjecU' pursrs 

Were ready with their aids and succonr^^ 
Nothing was seen but pension'd nurses, 

And the land groan'd with bibs and tuckers. 

Oh! had there been a Hume or Bennet 
Then sitting in the Thibet Saute, 
Te Gods, what room for long debates 
Upon the Nursery Estimates ! 
What cutting down of swaddling-clothes 

And pin-a-fores, in nightly battles! 
What calls for papers to eipose 

The waste of sugar-plums and rattles ! 
But no— if Thibet had M. Ps., 
They were fiir better bred than these ; 
Nor gave the slightest opposition. 
During the Monarch's whole dentition. 

But short this calm ; for, just when he 
Had reKh'd the alarmiog age of three, 
When royal natures — and, no doubt 
Those of all noble beasts — break out. 
The Uma, who till then was quiet, 
Show'd symptoms of a taste for riot; 
And, ripe for mischief, early, late, 
Without regard for Church or Suie, 
Made free with whosoe'er came nigh — 

Tweak'd the Lord Chancellor by the nose, 
Tum'd all the Judges' wigs awry. 

And trod on tlie old Generals' toes- 
Pelted the Bifthops wiili hot buns, 

Eode cock-horse on the City maces. 
And shot, from little devilish guns. 

Hard peas into his subjects' faces. 
In short, such wicked prankt he play'd. 

And grew so mischievous (God bless him !) 
That his chief Nurse — though with the aid 
Of an Archbishop— was afraid. 

When in these moods, to comb or dress him ; 
And even the persons most inclined 

For Kings, through thick and thin, to stickle, 
Thought him (if they 'd but speak their mind, 

Which they did not) an odious pickle. 

At length, some patriot lords — a breed 

Of animals they have in Thibet, 
Extremely rare, and fit, indeed, 

For folks like Pidcock to exhibit— 
Some patriot lords, seeing the length 
To which tilings went, combined their strength, 



T«am*t EalMMy t« Hiihct for •« acroiiBl of hit iatcrritv 
Loau. •Tnkoo L«a« (be Mf>) «■« at this liac ciiihtroa 
oM. Tbevfh ho wa« •nablc to apoak a wor4, bo muit ibo 
ivo wigmt, tad tm^mtui himttitwitb a»loai«lii»| difmitjr 



And penu'd a manly, plain and free 

Eemonatrance to the Nursery; 

In which, protesting that they yielded 

To none, that ever went before 'em. 
In loyally to him who wielded 

The hereditary pap-«poon o'er 'em— 
That, as for treason, 't was a thing 

That made them almost sick to think of — 
That they and theirs stood by the King, 

Throughout his measles and his diin-congh, 
When others, thinkiug him consumptive, 
Had ratted to the Ucir Presumptive!— 
But, still — though much admiring Kinyi 
(And chieriy those in leading-strings)— 
They saw, with shame and grief of soul. 

There was no longer now the wiaa 
And constitutional control 

Of birch before their ruler's eyes; 
But that, of late, such pranks, and tricks. 

And freaks occurr'd the wliole day loof , 
As all, but men witji bishoprifks, 

AJlow'd, in even a King, were wrong — 
Wherefore it was ihey humbly pray d 

That Honourable Nursery, 
That such reforms be henceforth made. 

As all good men desired to see i — 
In other words y^lest they might seem 
Too tedious), as the gentlest scheme 
For putting all such pranks to rest. 

And in its bud the mischief nipping — 
They ventured humbly to suggest 

His Majesty should have a whipping ! 

When this was read — no Congreve rocket, 

Discharged into the Gallic trenches, 
E'er equall'd the tremendous shock it 

Produced upon the Nursery Benches. 
The Bishops, who of course had votes. 
By right of age and petiicoau. 
Were first and foremost in the fuss— 

m What, whip a Lama! — Suffer birch 
To touch his sacred ^— infamous! 
Deistical! — assaiUng thus 

The fundamentals of the Church ! 
No — no — such patriot plans as these 
(So help tliem Heaveu — and their sees!) 
They held to be rank blasphemies.* 

The alarm thus given, by these and other 

Grave bdies of the Nursery side. 
Spread through the laud, till, such a pother, 

Soch party squabbles, far and wide. 
Never in history's page liad been 
Recorded, as were tlien between 
The Whippers and Non-whippers seen. 
Till, things arriving at a state 

Which gave some fears of revohition. 
The patriot lords' advice, though late, 

Was put at Ust in execution. 
The Pariiament of Thibet met— 

The little Lama, call'd before it« 
Did, then and there, his whipping get. 
And (as the Nursery Gaxette 

Assures us) like a hero bore it. 

And though 'mong Thibet Tories, some 
Lament that Royal MarcyrA>in 

>4 
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(Please to observe, the letter D 

In this last word s pronounced like D), 

Yet to the example of that Prince 

So much is Thibet's land a debtor, 
T is said, her little Limas since 

Have aH behaved themselves muck better. 



FABLE VI. 

TBI BXTINGUISHIIS. 

Froem. 

Tbouoh soldiers are the true supports, 
The natural allies of Courts, 
Woe to the Monarch who depends 
Too miicli on his red-coated friends ; 
For even soldiersjsometimes think — 

Nay Colonels have been known to reason^- 
And reasooers, whether clad in pink, 
Or red, or blue, are on the brink 

(Nine cases out of ten) of treason. 

Not many soldiers, I believe, are 

As fond of liberty as Hina ; 
Else — woe to Kings, when Freedom's fever 

Once turns into a Scarletina! 
For then — but hold — 't is best to veil 
My meaning in the following tale: — 

FahU. 

A LoiD of Persia, rich and great. 

Just come into a large estate. 

Was shock'd to find he had, for neighbours. 

Close to his gate, some rascal Ghebers, 

Whose fires, beneath his very nose 

In heretic combustion rbse. 

But lords of Persia can, no doubt. 

Do what they will — so, one fine morning, 
He turn'd the niscal Ghebers out. 

First giving a few kicks for warning. 
Then, thankiu(; Heaven most piously. 

He knock'd their temple to the ground. 
Blessing himself for joy to see 

Such Pagan ruins strew'd around. 
But much it vex'd my lord to find. 

That, while all else obey'd his will, 
The fire these Ghebers left behind— 

Do what he would — kept burning stiU. 
Fiercely he storm'd, as if hjs frown 
Could scare the bright insurgent down ; 
But, no — such fires are headstrong things. 
And care not much for lords or kings. 
Scarce could his lordship well contrive 
The flashes in one place to smother. 
Before — hey, presto— all alive. 

They sprung up freshly in another. 

At length when, spite of prayers and damns, 
T was found the sturdy flame defied him. 

His stewards came, with low salams^ ' 
Offering, by contract, to provide him 

Some large extinguishers (a plan 

Much used, they said, at Ispalian, 

Vienna, Petersburgh — in short. 

Wherever light *s forbid at court) — 



Machines no lord should be without. 
Which would, at once, put promptly out 
Fires of all kiudx — from staring siark 
Yolcanos to the tiniest spark — 
Till all things slept as dull and dark 
As, in a great lord's neighbourhood, 
T was right and fitting all things should. 

Accordingly, some large supplies 
Of these Extinguishers were furnish'd 

(All of tlie true, imperial size). 
And there, in rows, stood black and bumish'd. 

Ready, where'er a gleam but shone 

Of light or fire, to be clapp'd on. 

But, ah ! how lordly wisdom errs. 
In trusting to extinguishers ! 
One day, when he had left all sure 
(At least believed so), dark, secure — 
The flame, at all its exits, entries. 

Obstructed to his heart's content. 
And black extinguishers, like sentries. 
Placed upon every dangerous vent — 
Te Gods ! imagine his amaze. 

His wrath, his rage, when, on returning. 
He found not only the old blaze, 

Brisk as before, crackling and burning— 
Not only new, young conflagrations. 
Popping up round iu various stations — 
But, still more awful, strange, and dire. 
The Extinguishers themselves on fire ! !* 
They, they — those trusty, blind machinea 
Uis lordship had so long been praising, 
As, under Providence, the means 

Of keeping down all lawless blazing. 
Were now themselves — alas, too true 
The shameful fact— turn d blazers too, 
And, by a change as odd as cruel. 
Instead of dampers, served for fuel ! 

Thus, of his only hope bereft, 

M WTiat,»» said the great man, « must be doneTi* 
All that, in scrapes like this, is left 

To great men is — to cut and run. 
So run he did ; while to their grounds 

The banish'd Ghebers bless'd return'd ; 
And, though their fire had broke its bounds. 

And all abroad now wildly buro'd. 
Yet well could they, who loved the flame. 
Its wandering, its excess reclaim; 
And soon another, fairer dome 
Arose to be its s;icred home. 
Where, cherish'd, guarded, not confin'd. 
The living glory dwell inshrined. 
And, shedding lustre, strong but even, 
Though bom of earth, grew worthy Heaven. 

Moral. 
The moral hence my Muse infers 

Is— that such lords are simple elves, 
In trusting to extinguishers 

That are combustible themselves. 

' The idta of tbif Cable vat caught from one of thotc bHUiMt 
mot$ wbirh aboaad in ike coDvertntioii of ny frieDd, tbc nufcaraf 
lh« LetUn to JtUim—m prodariion wbirh contaiaa ■oma of the Hf- 
pimt ^cciaeot of playful poetry tbat bar* appeared is tkia ar ■•* 
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ArrucuzTM A eevTi toi/t*? , i^* »v atroXttXi [mi 
vifooMxtv » 'Exxac. rAtn<tr §0 ti j Jiixoc, u <rif 
•ixij^i Ti- >ix»c Av e/utX(^n' PvyyiufAu r^tt iXiy- 

TTATTA, AOtt M TCI/ J^^O^XIIT Jt^T»T«l. 

I>timonE. PhUipp. 111. 

Boast on, my fnend->ihotigh, stript of all bMide, 
Thy struKgliDK nation tlill retaint her pride:* 
That pride which once in genuine glory woke. 
When Bfarlborouffh fought, and brilliant St John spoke ; 
Thnt pride which Mill, by time and shame nnstung, 

OniUTeseenWh'lel'cke'sswordandH'wksbrystongue! 

Boast on, my friend, while in this humbled isle,* 

Where honour mourns and freedom feam to smile. 

Where the brif^it light of England's fame is known 

But by the baleful shadow she lia^i thrown 

^ all our feteS— where, doom'd to wrongs and slighto. 

We hear you talk of Britain's glorious riphti. 

As weepmg slaves, that under hatches lie, 

Hfnr those on deck extol the sun and skv! 

Boast on while wandering through my native haunts 

I coldly b^ten to thy patriot vaunts. 

And frel, though close our wedded countries twine, 

More sorrow for my own than pride from tli 



Tet pause a moment — and if truths sever* 
Can fin<! an iulet to that courtly car 
Which Uves no politics in rhyaie but P — e*s, 
And hears no news but W— rd's gazetted lies; 
If aught can please thee but the good old sawi 
Of « Church and State,* and « William's matrhlm 

laws,* 
And M Acts and Rights of glorious Eighty-eight,*^ 
Things, wliich though now a century out of date, 
Still serve to ballast, with convenient words, 
A few crank arguments for speeching Lords — *■ 
Turn, while I tell how England's freedom fbund, 
Wliere most she looked for life, her deadliest wound ; 
How brave she struggled, while her foe was seen. 
How faint since fuUuence lent that foe a screen ; 
How strong o'er James and Popery she prevail'd. 
How weakly fell, when Whigs and gold assail'd.* 



i 



' 



ime. 



Anull taot .e .m oamU impaii.< nlnntar: rcier.. naiionr. d*. 
•p»ttoih.|»eBt._B4«ci*T(«qaoir*!n one of I)ryd«*. pr*f,c«). 

RBgUfld b«,;.B „ry early t« t^l ihe tfTern of rraeltr «ow*«l» 
iwr 4.p.iid«iei«. .The ..rerity of her C*ren.mr« (mj, M.cpher^ 
••■) roBinboied .or. ,o d.pri„ her of the e«Diioe»ul dooMnto., of 
Uie r...|y of PUDt.,.Det lb*. th« .mu of Pr.nc«..-ae* hit HJ.- 
t«ry, vol. I. paK« , , ,. 

» - By il,« loi.l reaariJo. of the trinpdou of Ireland. I. .691 f„y, 
B-rt.). ifc. ra;» of the n.H^e Iri.b. .od in . gre.t me..ar. too of the 
firw ».«. of ,be EngLVh. w.. co«ple»-ly .rro»pl!.hed. The new 
E-glwb ,oiere.t w., .etiUd wS.h .. .olid . .r.hilJ.T .. .ny ihinff in 
•.UH..„.fr.,„„, ,^ f„ ^„ ,^^ ^^^, ^^^ ^^^^^ .op.r.IWed 
rode of nppr«,io.. which wr. m.de .f.or the I..1 ,,,„,. »„, „„5. 
re.tlyth.eirmtof n.tioo.I h,rred .od .een. low.H. . m.qaer»d 
^uV'.7 *' ^'^'^ a«I!pl.t«I fo »r.mpl. upon. .«d wrr. no«.t 

U .1. ^ i'" "*'" "• ''»' • '•'-'-W- W*-««B... etc. A-d tU. I 

XI! r* T . ""*• <''"'-"••"• •• h««r.« th« Doko of R-«l«,-nd 
IBInk U pol.tie to r«w«e««r.ie. to ibo eye. of mj io.ol.ed rMUry. 
■en. by .. ,bbo.| proee^ioB round tb« tMtm* of Kio^ WilH*! 

fc.f h~r7'^'"^ '"'* "^ *^ p***^ •^ ^" «"•■'» ••^••^ »»^-«i 

ir^»u ,..o j««„ „d Ubfli.,. .W ,U .kr. wliW. J.e h« ule. 

STrer^o^'l^ ''^ P'?-^^ "- •Ppre.A^. 0-r «•.. f^-ri.. 

Goremor. h.Te .«ord..ffly been our rfwrte.* eJ«»ors .»d tb. 6e.( 

«,?,?« 7 *ir P«P»'-"'T «»•" ••» ir-B'fl Kwn th« l..t of thoir 
aI p'Tu • *' ^'^'^'T Belllncb... .f.er the de.ih of He«ry 

»• KiBh'l'. wt rc«IUd •fornoi.«ffi.4e«tIyton«ill|„,,beEMll.h 

•f jnld ind.. Tb. M«. bind of delj.qoe.cy led .. .he rec.1 of «r 
Job. Perrot. i. ri.,.beib-. Hie. ..d lo ib.t of ibe E.H of lUdnor 



V"- ■- "'"mo,,n . iiDie. and to Uuit of tbe R.ri of IUdr 
i. lb* re.fn of ChaHe. (he Second, of who« ford Orford My.. . 
bT*."VreL. 'T f '-'•'^•""^ "•• *-«•• -P-.tJon.. prob.bly .0. 

"lU^nrf. w.. d,.I,led. If i, i. »„. ,h.» be w.. . boo4 



W. 

■ot 



(J001 |;o*ernor, the 



pr«uB.piJo. will be ,h.. bJ. role ,.. not di.l.ked b, tbo,. to whom 
hutjr^m whom be w.. «;o,.— Kayo/ anrf Xoi/e ^wA.r.. ' 

vilhont in.unie. of the .dnie illib«ijil policy in o«r 



W« .r. nut 
o«a tioiet. 



*It never .cen. to occur to tboM orator, end «4<lr«M«f« wbo mad 
o(T ao nuny Moteocc. and paragrapha with the Bill nf Ai^bu* tbe Act 
of Settlement, etc., tliatall tbe proTiuoa. whkb tboM Alt winin.d 
for tbe prvMrraiioa of parliaoitiUary iudflpendeuce bat* bc«a lon| 
laid a.ide a. romantic and troablcaomc. The llcvolati*a. e« it. 
greatct admirer, acknowledge, wa. little more ibaa « r«cnfnitt«a of 
ancient pririlege., ■ rctoration of that old Cotbic Mractaew obM-b wae 
brought from tbe wood, of Germany Into Eag lead. Edanrd tbe Fitw 
bad long before made a .imilar recvgnition, aad had etrca mar. «• 
prctly rercncd to the iiru principle, of tbe coaatitatiaa. by dachfi^g 
tbat • ibe people .bonld bare their law., liberilc., aad flrsa CHMan, 
a. largdy aad wholly a. tbey have uMd to have ibc eaoM al aaf Ibm 
they had them.* But, luckily for tbe Crawa aad ic« latanMto* ibe 
roncewion. both of Edward and of William baee baaa 
aad rerbal, cqaally tbeoretiral and inuacere. Tbe fa nda l 
continaed, aotwithuaading tbe former, aad Lard M — n * a 
1. upon bi. dMaldcr., la .piu of tbe latter. So (bat 1 coafcm I 
meet with a politlciaa who Mrioady qaote. tba Dcdaratiaa of Bigh^ 
etc. to prove tbe actnal eiiM.ncc of Eagliah liberty, tbal I 4a aal 
think of tbe Marqoia, whom Montca^uien mention., (a) who act aboat 
looking for mine, la ibe Pyrcoer., upon the .trcngib af eatbe r i t ie i 
which he bad lead in aome ancient author.. Tbe poar Marifaw teilcd 
aad .earcbed ia vain. He quoted bi. antbaritic. to Ibe lau, basba 
found no mine, alter all. • 

* Tbe chief; perbap. tbe onlj. advantage which ha. malted fiam 
tbe .j.lcm of laflueaie, i. tbe tranquil. uninterrwplcJ Sow which it 
ha. giren 10 tbe administraiion of Coverament. if Kiag. mail he 
paramount in the State (and their Minister, al leaet eccm to thiak mi), 
tbe country i. indebted to tbe Hevolution for enabling them la ba> 
coma M quietly, and for removing m diilfuUy tbe danger af 
Uiock. and colliuon. wbivb tbe alarming efleru of premgaiivc 
failed to produce. 

It i. tbeaatnreof a people in general to attend but ta iba 
of Government. Having neither leiMirc nor ability to diecnaa iu mm^ 
mm, tbey look no deeper tbaa tbe Mrfaca foe their atilky, aad •• 
farther tbaa tbe prcMot for their eonvequeace.. Mr. Manaaley las 
uid of a eeruin period. • The people at thi. time were, ae the p ae f la 
of Great Britaia alway. are, balf-.tupid, balr-drunb. aad halAadecp;* 
aad bowaver we may dixent from ibi. petulant eifMion of a Sea«ch- 
vamaa. it maat be owned tb«t tbe reaM>niag power, of Joba Uall ate 
aal vary aadly called into aciioa, and tbat evca where ha doe. caada 
aread to avert them, it it like Dt.gberry'a di.play of bi. rcadiag aad 
writiag. . wbare there i. ao need of Mi«h eaaity ;• a. apoa ikat deef 
qaeMioa abo«t iba danger, of the chaicb, which we. aBbaittad fee 
hie dlMwriaa by Mr P^-v-lat tbe lata dcctioaa. It foUawa. haw- 
ever, fram thi. apathy af tbe people, that a. loaf a. aa f iariag auf^ 
tioa of power, no opaa violatioa of form. i. obtruded apaa thma. Il 
ia of very little coaMqaeace bow maiier. are maaage^ hahui4 iha catt 
laia; aad a few quiet men. getting clow to tbe ear of tha Ihnac, 
BMy whiapcr away the ulraiion of tUe country ea iaaadiUy. thai twia 
will be diveMad af half it. alarming prep«r)tii«ae. If. ta aidiiiaa la 
thi. .lumber of tbe people, a great ai^arity af theaa wkaa. ihay ham 
deputed to watch for them, can be iadacad. by aay irrcaimihlc mga- 
ment. to prefer tbe ufeiy of tbe goveramaat ta lha laiegrity cf tbe 
eoaMiiutioB, and to tbiak a connivance at tbe eacroaclMMat. •/ 
power lem tronbleu>me than tbe difbiultic. which wo«M fuUaw le f arm . { 
I cannot imagiuc a more tranquil fttate of affair, than maat Became- I 
rily re«ult frvm »nch general and weU«rfuUted ac«|ttieMea(c. laamad « 
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ifpi were poor, and'all those schemes uoknown 

lin the Peopb^ but eorich the Throne ; 

yielding Commons had supplied 

ins of gold by which themielves are tied ; 

ul PrerogaliTe, untaught to creep 

ery's silent foot on Freedom's sleep,* 

fow'd his bold enslaving plan, 

I'd ■ right from God to trample man ! 

r's light had too much warm'd mankind 

Mieo's truths to linger long behind ; 

when king-like Popes had fallen to low, 

le-like Kings' escape the levellipg blow. 

lerous sceptre (in whose place we bow 

hi talisman of influence now), 

, too visible to work the spell 

xiem Power performs, in fragments fell : 

nu lay, till, patch'd and painted o'er 

rs-de^ys, it shone and scourged once more ! 

», my friend, thy kneeling nation quaffd 

g Mid deep, the churchman's opikte draught 

ibedieoce — till her sense of right 

I of glory seem'd extinguish'd quite, 

OS slept so sluggish in their chain, 

Boiog Freedom rall'd almost in vain ! 

td ! England ! what a cliance was thine, 

llMt tyrant of that ill-«tarr'd line 

I baa sullied crown, and left thee free 

diy own eternal liberty! 



[ cflartt M cMaUiib ikal tpMuUtiv* baUac* of ibe 
, miit\ p«riMp« kat mtwar nlu«A bat In ih« fQ— •( 
r(«) »mi 4* L«la«. • frtponiwmutt wnyU ht ailaatly 
M of ib« (hr«« MtatM. mhiih woaUi cairy iba oiber i«a •!- 
iMy, b«l anWtaally. along wiib !i ; aad ct** ibeogh tba 
Imi avastaally 10 drairartioB. yai iu aftacioMa mmi fiUed 
■■■IJ ab»aal alOB* for tba daagar— lika MUtoa'a bridg a 
kvraUUai 

a|B«oib,'«aty, iaofTaaaiTa, dova to ****. 

dia Klaga of Eaflaad vara moat aaroyallf haraaaad aad 
Jl tbair fmnmku by panaoiary difficuhia-, brfora tba pro- 
■MMa of Wiliiaai'a raif* l^ad opened to iha Crewo ila pr«- 
•f vcalib, ya( we tmntt at adribaia to ib« Ravolniioaary 
radb altafatbar of iaTaatiaf tbSt art* of gottraaaat. Ila 
had laaf baaa aadaratood by naiaiuara aad faaoaritaa, 
teiu of iba royal ravaena prarroiad thcoa froni otaniMOg 
U In iba rvtgn of Mary, inda^d, tba gold nf Spain, hai«|; 
I aaaal raaaarraa of tba Tbroac. produced aacb a apirit of 
hsr PaHboiaala, that iha prica for whirb eorb naaabor bad 
f «a* pnbllcly aarartalacd : aad if Cbarica ibe Firat rould 
m4mi a aJMilar aapply, it la not too math to aappoao tbat 
■■aalth navar woaid bata asiaird. Bat li waa dariag tba 

• aaraad ChaHaa tbat tba aaarrat approarbaa vara OMda to 
try ayaira vbicb oar drbl, oar fu ad«, aad our tataa, bavr 
kt !• ■■Hi pavfaftioB ; aad ClirTord aad Daaby woald not 
!■ Iba praaant tiaM* of political Tcoality. Still, bowavar, 
taaC araa baM palHnI aad inparfert, (h) and attaadcd aiib 
Mkar advaauga than tbat of auggaaiing tba uart to wbkb 
Tlha paraa baa baan aincn ronvarted. juat aa tba fnlaiaot- 
dba cbaaaiala nay bara prapared tba way for tba invanUon 

ivolUag carrcapondraca baiwrrn Janaa I. and bia • dag 
ka Daba of Barkingbam). wbicb wa find antong tba Hatd- 
«, aafBrianily abowa, if wa wanted aucb illaaiiatSan, inta 

• idiatk bralaa tba plan of arbitrary power nay ratar. 



W|«la«aaaaa not a MuU aattafiad with hit own ingraniiyin 
b*cfcaractar of iba Knglikb from iha oaiura f( tbair pali- 
MHM( bnt St apprara to na Minirwbat like that caty aafa- 
ck Lavalrr baa diacatarad ibc ganioa of SbakapanMin bia 

<«faaa la a collartian af Drhatpa. air. in i&it and i6q5, for 
ftba fKiblir ubla»%aplal Wcaiminatpr, io'Cbarlaa tba Sa- 
a to Sn>4 iba l ^l^ ii 1 of tbair <wainry.» Tba pajaMol 
I ««rb WM laA ■ M ar ihair rcapaclia a piatra. 



Row bright, how glorious in that sim-«hine hour, 

Might patriot hands have raised the triple tower' 

Of British fireedom on a rock divine. 

Which neither* force could storm nor treachery mine ! 

But no — the luminous, the lofty plan, 

Like mighty Babel, seem'd too bold for man ; 

The curse of jarring ^tongues again was given 

To thwart a work which raised men near to Heaven! 

WhRe Tories nuurr'd what Whigs had learce begun,* 

While Whigs undid what Whigs themselves had done,' 

* Tacitaa baa a mpr aaaad bia aptniaa. in a paaaaga vary fraqnanily 
i|notad. tbat aacb a diatribotion of powar aa tba tbaory •( tba Briliab 
eoiMtitniioa aibibiia U nMraly a aabjart of brigbl apacalailon, • a 
■yatani Bora aaaily praiaad tbaa practiacd. aad wbicbi aaan co«U tl 
bappan to niat. woald rortainly net prova pamMnant (■ aad, in tratb. 
if we raiert oa tba Engliab bUtory. va aball faal aery aiacb indinad 
ta afraa witb Tacttaa. Wa aball fiad tbat at no pariad wbataver baa 
tbta balance of tbc ibreo ealatea esiated ; tbat tba aoblaa pradoaiiaatcd 
till ibe policy of Haary Til. and bi« aacraaaor rrdacod tbeir weiglrt 
by breaking ap tba feadal<ay«teai af property t tbat ibe power of tba 
Crawn bacaaw tbaa aapreaae and abaolaMv till tba bold eacroacbaieau 
of tba CoaaaMna aabrarted ibe fabric altogatber 1 tbat tbe allaraata 
aaraadaary •( praragative aad privilege diatracted tbe pariad wbicb 
follavad tba Raatoralioa: aad tbat. laatly. tba Acta of i6SI. by layiag 
tba faaadaiiaa of aa aabeaadrd mart iniaaaca. bare aacared a pta- 
poaderaaca to tbc Tbroae wbicb erery aacceadlag year incrcaaca. 
Sa tbat tba Britiab coaatitntioa baa acrrr perbapa eiiatcdbatin tbeory. 
■ • Tboaa two tbierra '(aaya^ Ralpb) between wboaa tbe aatioa waa 
crmaB94.m—Uit mmdJhutt of PmrlimmuuU, page 164* 

I Tba aaoawrba of Great Britain ran nrrer be anfKriendy graiefal 
for tbat geaeroiM apirit wbieb led tbe Reaalationary Wbigi to gira 
away tbe Graara. wiiboat impoaiag any of ihoac rrairainu or aiipala- 
tioaa wbicb otber laea migbt bare ukea adranUge of aocb a moaaant 
to anfarrr, and in fraaaing of wbicb tbey bad ao good a mt*M to fol- 
low aa tba liniiaiiooa propoaed by tba Lorda Raaa* aad Halifai. in tbe 
debate npon tbe Karlnaion Bill. Tbf7 not only rondc««-eadrd, boar, 
erer, to accept of plarea. bnt tbey took rare tbat tbear digniiira 
aboald be no impedimant to tbeir • roiee potential • in afTaira of la- 
gialation ; and ibonffb an Act waa after maay yeara aafferwi to paaa, 
wbicb by oao of iia artirlea dia<|aalified placraian frona aerriag aa 
aMrabera of tbe Hoaae of CeanmAaa. yet it wat aot allowed to interfere 
witb tbe inlaeace of tbe rrifmini* aenarrh. nar iadeed witb tbat ef 
biaaactaaaor Anna, aa tbe parifring rlauae waa aot to tahe efTeet till 
aAer tba deeaaaa of tbe latt«T aorrreign, and aba rery eoaaiderately re- 
pealed it altogatber. So tbat. aa repreaanUiion baa rontinned erar 
ainca, if ^a King were aimple aneogb 10 aend to foreign coarU ob- 
h a aa ad eri wbo ware aictat of theni la tbe pay of tboea conrta, be woald 
be jaat aa faitbfally repreaeated at hi* people. It wonld be endleaa lo 
enomerale all tbe faroora whirb were coaf^rrad upoa William by tboaa 
■ apoaUte WbSga.* Tb«>T cnmpliai'-ntrd him with the firal anapeaaioa 
of tba Rabeaa Corpaa Act which bad been batardrd aiare ibe cAafirma* 
tion of tbat pririlege 1 and thia riample af oar Oelirerar'a reign baa 
aot beaa loat apon any of hia aarrcMora. Tbey promoted the eaU- 
bliabmeat of a atanding army, and Hrralaird in ita defence ihe cele- 
brated * Balancing i^ter.* in which it ia iaainuatrd that Rnglaad, 
eren tbaa. ia her hoaated boor of regrneraiioa. waa arrired at aocb a 
pilcb af faclioB and rormption. that nothing roald keep ner In order 
botaWbif miaiMry aad a atanding army. Tbet refoaed, aa long aa 
they aaald. to aberten the duration of Parliamenia : aad. though tbe 
declafatUa of rigbu ackaowledged tba neceaaiiT af auch a reform, 
tbey ware able, by art* not unknown to modern miniatera. to brand 
tboaa aa traitara aad repuhlicana wbo urged it. (a) But ibe grand aad 
diatingaiabiag trait ef tbeir meaauraa waa tbe power wbitb fbev gara 
to the Crown of aaaShilatiag the freedom of efectiona. of muddying 
for erer tbat atream of reprraentalion. wbicb had. eren in tbe moat 
agitatnd rimra. releeted aeme foainrea of the people, bnt wbicb then, 
for tbe firat time, became the Pactolaa of tba Court, and grew aa dark- 
ened aritb aanda of cold, tbat It aerred for the paople'a mirror no 
longer. We need bat cenaalt the wriliaga af (hit time. 10 undrrataad 
tba aataniabmeni then eaciieJ bt meaanrra. which iha practice of a 
reniary baa rendered not only familiar but ncceaaary. See a pam- 
pblal railed ■ Tbe DanQer of mercenary Parliamenta.* tfipS: State 
Tracta. Will. III. rol. ii. p. 63S ; anJ aea alao • Some Para-loira prc- 
MMed aa a Xew Tear'aCift ■ (StmU Poaau. vol. iii. p. 3i7). 

(a) Saa a Pamphlet, iiabliahed la |6()3. npon ihr Ring'arernaiag to 
atgn tbe 'Triennial Bill, called ■ A Diacourao briwe<-n a Yfonun ef 
Kant aod a Knight of a 5bire •--• Barrnpoi fuya ih<- Yromaa) the 
paatleman grew angry, aad a.tid ibat I ulkrd like a Laaj cwauaairt- 
vcaltb ama.a 
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The lime ni loil, ud Williun, iriUi ■ imlle, 
Sav Freetfora wecf^n^ o'er (he imfinub'd pile! 
HeDceKil Ilieilli yoa >uFkr„ henre remiia 
Such gillioB fragmcatt oF thic feudal chaio,' 

Thnugb lonied and hroke h ofleQ, tliU hare clung 
Hence (IjPreroBaa'c, like Jgreof oW, 
hunder into tbowen of gold. 




While Parliamento, na mon ihcae Hcred ihingi 
Which make and role the dntinr ef Kiup, 
ijkc loaded dice by mlniilen are tbrovn. 
And each niw Kt ofiharpencoB their own! 



:ether 



It froi 



And dHpi o'er all the Coniiilurian'e wbedt, 
Giiing the old machine >uch pliant ptay,' 
Thai Coun >nd Cnnnnoni jo|; one jolllem way, 
WhUe Wiulom iremhlei for Ihe rniy ear, 
So (pll, HI rotten, carrying fooli 10 hr! 
And the duped people, houiif doom'd 10 pay 
The iunu that bribe their libcriia away,' 



CORRUPTION. 



'9' 



Like a young ngle, who has lent bis plume 
To fledge Che shaft by which he meeu bis doom, 
See their own feathers pluck'd, lo wing the dart 
Which rank corruption destines for their heart ! 
But soft ! my friend — I hear thee proudly say, 
« What * shall I listen to the impious lay. 
That dares, with Tory license, to profuie 
The bright bequests of William's glorious reign ? 
Shall the great wisdom of our patriot sires, 
Whom H — wk — sb— y quotes and savoury B-nrch ad- 
mires, 
Be sbmder'd thus ? shall honest St — le agree 
With virtuous R — se to call us pure and free. 
Yet fail to prove it? Shall our patent pair 
Of wise Slate-Poets waste their words in air, 
And P— e unheeded breathe his prosperous strain. 
And G — nn — ng take Uu people $ tense in vain?*' 

Tlie people I— ah ! that Freedom's form should stay 
Wbere Freedom's Spirit long hat^ pass'd away ! 
That a fiUae smile should play around the dead, 
And flush the fieatures where the soul has fled !* 
When Rome had lost her virtue with her riglits, 
When her foul tyrant sat on Capreae's heights' 

wlaMJAwfl, w«r« Uisi eaoafli t« pUa th« ruin •# ihit beat b«U 
wark af ilwlr p«««r, tmA c«Ba«ctai their dni(Bs apoa lb« CbBirb m 
iiU«al| with llMtr auacka apoa tlia Caaadiaiiea, that iliay UaatifieJ 
in tkc mimi* of tba pcopU the iataraM* of ibdr rdifioa aad thair lU 
bertMo. Dariaf ib«M tiatct, tharvfora, ■ Na Pepny • was iba walrb- 
wor4 af frac4oai. aaJ Mrved la lc«p tba pablic apirii awaka afaiaM 
lb« Isvaaioaa af bigotry aaJ prarogalive. Tba RevolaiioB, bavar^, 
by rwariag tbt) ebjact af jcaloyty. his pro^acarf a raliaara aa iba 
iribailriT it tba Tbraaat' of which tha Tltraaa hat aoi failaJ lo uha 
rvery paaatbla adTaatafa, aaJ tha cry af • No Popery • baviag. by this 
Maaai. loot iupowar ofalarBtogtb* poopla agaiaai iba csrroacbaaau 
•f iba C«o«a, baa acrtad avar »lara tha «rry •lifTercat pitrpoaa af 
Mrai^ibaaiBg iha Crovm agaiau (ha daiint aad sinigglaa of the pao- 
pla. Tba iangar of tba Church rmm Papiat* and Prriaadara ««• tba 
chief pratait tor tb« rapaal of tha Triaaaial Bill, for tba adoption af a 
■laadiag aniy. for tha ■■nrrooa ftuapaauoat af tba Habcat Carpet 
Art, aad, ia abort, far all iboM tpiritad infr«ciioat af iba roaatitatiaa 
by vbicb tba raigm af the Uat ceatary were ao aaaiaaaily dittiafviah- 
•d. Wa have aaaa too, vary lately, bow the aame acaracrow aUrai bat 
a— blad tb* Throae to aeiart ita aiiaiatara froai aiaa. whota aertrility it 
tkair aaly dataa le eirratioa, and who arc pledged (if auch aa aller- 
■atfva t9uld arite) to tahe part with the tcntplet of the Kiag agaiaat 
aba aalvatiOB af ibc eaiptre. 

t Saaaahady baa aaid ■ ^|aand to«a laa Poetaa aaraieat aay^, ca aa 
aarah paa graad daaamagci* but 1 aa aware that ihia vavld ba iMat 
■•aivil laagaagc at a tiaae whea our birth-day odra aod aute>papcra 
ara writtca by aarb pretty poeta at Mr P-e ^ad Mr C-aa-ag. I oia 
aaara the Utter, lao, ibat I thiak hiaa (like hie water-praof callaagoe 
l<ard C-atW-gb) rvoarved for a vrry difTercat fate froaa that which tba 
aiBlbor I have jaat ^aotod iaiagiart for hit poetical fraiaraity. All 1 
viab ia. that he waald cbange placet with bit brother P-«, by wbL b 
BMBsa waabosid bare aoatcohat leaa proaa ia aar adaa. aad ccrtaialy 
iaaa poatry ia oar politico. 

> • It i« a acaadal (aaid Sir Cbarica Srdlry ia WilUaai'a raigB) that 
a C a aarBMeat aa ai4k at heart aa o«ra ia aboald look ao well ia the 
facet* aad Kdotaad Barkr haa Mtd. ia tlie prraeat reign, • When the 
p ea p le coB4.-eire that Uwa aad tribnaala, aad area papalar aiiiaiklica, 
are perverted froaa the eada of their iaaiitaiioa. they fiad ia tbcac 
aamn of degcBeratcd rttahlithaeata oaly aew aMtivea to diocaaieat. 
Tbaaa bodiea wbirfa. when fall af Ufa aad beanty. lay ia their araa 
aad vera their jay aad ceaafort, whea dead aad patrid beaaaae aaare 
laatbaaie fraai retaaaabraare of fonaer cadearaiaala.e'— naa^Att aa 
lltf praaeat DucaaleaK, 1770. 

* taior baberi 

Priadpia, Aagoata CaprcamBi ia rape aedeatia 

Cma grega ChaJAea. laTaaai.. Smt. 1. v. 9** 

Tba aeaata atill ceatiaaed, dnriag tba reiga of Tiberiaa, ta naaaaft all 

<be baaiaeoa of tha public ; the naaney waa thra aad laag aAar caiaod 

hy ibair aaibarity, aad evary atbar pablic affair reraired ibair iaactiaa. 

We ara taM by Taciiaa af a ««f«aia race af aiea. aba wata farti- 



Amid his ruffian spies, and doom'd to death 

Each noble name they blasted with their breatli ! 

Even then (in mockery of th;it golden time, 

When the Republic rose revered, sublime, 

And her free sons, diffused from lone to lone, 

Gave kings to every country but their own). 

Even theu the Senate and the Tribunes stood. 

Insulting marks, to show how Freedom's flood 

Had dared to flow, in glory's radiant day, 

And how it ebb'd, for ever ebb'd away ! ' 

Oh ' look around — though yet a tyrant's sword 

Nor haunu your sleep nor trembles o'er your board, 

Though blood be better drawn by modem quacks 

With Treasury leeches than with sword or axe ; 

Yet say, could even a prostrate Tribune's power. 

Or a mock Senate, in Rome's servile hour, 

luMilt so much the rights, the claims of man, 

As doth tliat fetter 'd mob, that free divan, 

Of noble tools and honouralle knaves. 

Of pension'd patriots and privileged slaves? 

That party-colour'd mass, which nought ran frarra 

Itut quick Corruption's heat — whose ready swarm 

Spread their light wings in Bribery's golden iky, 

Dii^z for a period, lay their eggs, and die ! 

Tliat greedy vampire, which from Freedom's tomb 

Comes forth with all the mimicry of bloom 

Upon its lifelcM cheek, and sucks and drains 

A people's blood to fred its putrid veins! — 

a Heavens, what a picture !» — yes, my friend,*! is dark — 

« But can tio light be found, no genuine spark 

Of former fire 10 warm us? Is there none 

To act a Mar^ell's part? >«> — I fear, not one. 

To pUce and power all public spirit tends. 

In place and power all public spirit ends ; ' 

Like hardy plants, that love the air and sky, 

When OMt, 'twill thrive, but taken in, 't will die! 

Not holder trutlas of sacred freedom hung 
From Sidney'^ pen or bum'd 00 Fox's tongue. 
Than upstart Whigs produce each market-night. 
While yet their conscience, ns their purse, is light ; 
While debts at home excite their care for thoae 
Which, dire to tell, their nmcli-loved country owes, 

ralarly aacful to the Roaaa Eatperort : they were railed • taatniaaaata 
regai,* or tCoart TooU.* frum which it appear*, that aiy i^rda 
Mdf T re. Cb-ih-aa. eu. eu. are by ao airoaa tbiaga of rnadera iavca- 
tiaa. 

' There ia aeaieibiag very taaching ia what Taritn* telle aa of iba 
bopee that revived ib a few patriot boavaw. whea the death of Aagaaiaa 
waa wear approarbing, and tha fond aipeciatioa with wbi«b they begaa 
• boaa liberialia incaaaam diaaerere.* 

Pergaaoa aayt, that Caear't inirrr»renre with the rigbia af election 
■ Blade ihe aabveraioa of the ncpablic aiara frit ihaa aay af ibe 
fonaer ana of hia power.* — Jtoaiaa Hrpuhtic, book r. rbap. 1. 

* Andrew Marvell, the bonrtt oppoaer of the roart dnriag the rctga 
af Cbarire the Secead. and the Uat Meaalier af Parliaaaeat who, ae« 
carding la the aarieai naodr. took wagea froaa hia coaatitnenta. Hav 
vrry aanth the Coatiaona have tbanQed their pay-aiaairra!— See tba 
Sute-Poeant for teaM rade but apirticJ efTutiniM of Andrew MarvrIL 

' The foliowini; arileaa tprrcU of Sir Francia WinningtOB, in the 
reiga of Charlea the Second, will aaiute thotc who are fnliy aware of 
tba pcrfmiea whiih we have atulaed ia that ayatea af Oovaraiaeat 
whaae buaabic brgianisga aeen to have aatoniabod thr worthy Baraoet 
aa BiKh. • 1 did obaervr (a«ya he) that all ihoae wha had peaaioaa, aad 
aiaat of thoae who bad or&cet, voted all of a aide, aa they were directed 
by tatBc great officer, eiactly aa if their baainoaa ia ibia llaaae bad 
beaa te prcaerve their peaaiona and ofBcea, aad not ta Btake lawa tmr 
the good of tboM who aeat thcai here.*— Re alludea la that Parlia- 
neBt which waa called, pmr txc^Umet, the Peaaieaary ParliaaMBl \ 
a diatiactiaa, bawever, wbkb if baa loag loa(, aad wblrb we narely 
give it fron eld caaioB, |«M ae wa uy Tk« Iriob RebaUiaa. 
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And loud and upright, till their price be known, 

They thwart the King's supplies to raise their own-— 

But bees, on flowers alighting, cease their hum — 

So, settling upon places, Whigs grow dumb! 

And though I feel as if indignant Ueaven 

Must think that wretch too foul to be forgiven, 

Who basely hangs the bright, protecting shade 

Of Freedom's ensign o'er Corruption's trade,* 

And makes the sacred flag he dares to show 

His passport to the market of her foe ! — 

Yet, yet I own, so venerably dear 

Are Freedom's grave old anthems to my ear. 

That I enjoy them, though by rascals sung, 

And reverence Scripture even from Satan's tongue. 

Nay, when the Constitution has expired, 

I '11 have such men, like Irish wakers, hired 

To siug old Habeas Corpus by its side. 

And ask, in purchased ditties, why it died? ' 

See lliat smooth Lord, whom nature's plastic pains 
Seem'd to have destined for those Eastern reigns 
When eunuchs flourish'd, and when nerveless things 
That men rejected were the chosen of Kings.^ 
Even he, for&ooth (oh, mockery accurst !) 
Dared to assume the patriot's name at first — 4 
Thus Pitt began, and thus begin his apes ; 
Thus devils, when Jirst raised, take pleasing shapes — 
But oh, poor Ireland ! if revenge be sweet 
For centuries of wrong, for dark deceit 
And withering insult — for the Union thrown 
Into thy bitter cup,^ when that alone 

< • while tbry'promUe ib«m liberty, tbey themteUn are ihe ter* 
vaau orcorrupiioo.* a P«i. ii. — 1 toggnt. with mnch defcrraca, to 
the expouodert of Scripture-Proplicrj, whether Mr. C-oa-ng !■ not at 
present fuiblliiig the prediction of ■ the •cofTera,* vho wore to coBo 
■ in the latt djja.a 

' I belicTe it i« in rollowin|; ihc corpte to the (ravo, and ootat the 
waket (a« «e call the vatrhing of the dead,) that this elegiac howl of 
my countrymeo it performed. Spenaer aayt, that our howl • !• heath- 
cniah, and proceeda from a despair of wlvatioo.* If ao, I think 
England may join in chorus with ui at present. — The Abb^ dc Motraye 
tells us, that the Jews in the East address their dead in a similar man- 
ner, and say, ■ Hu ! Hu ! Ha! why did you die f Hadn't you a wife I 
Hadn't you » long pipe *■ etc. etc. (See his Travels.) I thought for 
a long time with Vallaneey, that we were a colony of Carihagiaiana, 
but from this passage of de Motraye, and from the way in which Mr 
P.««-e-l would have us treated, I begin to suspect we are no better than 
Jew.. 

* According to Xenophon, ihe chief circumstance which re«oai» 
mended eunuchs to the service of Eastrrn princes, was the ignominious 
Mation which they held in society, and the probability of their being, 
opon this account, more devoted lo the will and caprice of a master, 
from whose notice alone they derived consideration, and tn whose 
favour thry found a refuge from the contempt of mankind. AoQ^OI 

evTtc 01 ft/vot;p<oi tvttfdt, toic dt\^oic Ai^-pnirotc 
xdJ /iflt T0t/T9 Jtrrotou iff'iftot/pot;4rpo9^o?«rcu.(a) — 

But I doubt whether even en Rastrrn Prince would have cboaen an 
entire Administration upon this principle. 

* Does Lord C.stl-r— gh remember tbe reforming AeJo/utioNf of his 
•arly days I 

' a And in the cup au Union slull be thrown.* 

H*«i.tr. 

Tliree Cs were branded in the Sibylline books, es fetal to the peace 
and liberties of Roma. TpiA XATT'TrdL HOJUVTA (Coraalins Sylla. 
Conialius Cinna, and Cornaliui Lcninlus). {b) And three CswiU be 
remembered in Ireland es long as &md>n and cruelty, Cl-re and cor- 
ruption, C.atl-< — gh and contempt, am alliteratively and appropriately 
aaseciated. 



(a) See • pamphlet on the Union, by a a Philoaopber.a 
{k) See a Treatise by Pontus De Thiard, a D« rccU MoaaiBua Impo- 
aitione.a p. 43« 



Of slavery's draught was wanung * — if for this 

Revenge be sweet, thou hast that demon's bliss ; 

For oh ! 't is more than hell's revenge to see 

That England trusts tlie men who've ruin'd thee! 

That, in these awful days, when every hour 

Creates some new or blasts some ancient power. 

When proud Napoleon, like the burning shield * 

Whose light compell'd each wondering foe to yield. 

With baleful lustre blinds the brave and ft«e. 

And dazzles Europe into slavery ! 

That, in this hour, when patriot zeal should guide, 

Wheu Mind should rule, and — Fox should not bavedied. 

All that devoted England can oppose 

To enemies made fiends, and friends made foes. 

Is tlie rank refuse, the despised remains ^ 

Of that unpitying power, whose whips and chains 



ae a 



' Among the many measoree which, aince the Revolntioa, Iwv« 
trihutcd to increase the influence of the Throne, aud to feci ap this 
■ Aaroo's serpent* of the consiituiion to its preecnt hcokliy and lo- 
spectable megnitude, there have bees few more aairitivo ihaa the 
Scotch and Iriah Uniona. Sir John Packer said, in a debolo vpo* the 
former question, that ■ he would aofaanit it to the Hoaae, wlMilior an 
who had basely betrayed their troat, by giving up their 
constitution, were lit to be admitted into the Kagliah Bosm* af 
mona.a But Sir John would have known, if be had sot boca mm at 
place at the time, that the pliancy of such materiala waa mm€ amiwig 
the least of their recommendationa. Indeed the promoton of the 
Scotch Union were by no means disappointed is the lending nhject of 
their meaaure, for the triompbant majorities of the Gourt-farty la 
Parliament may be dated from the admission of the ^i and the if* 
Once or twice, npon the alteration of their law of treasea and tho im> 
position of the pultHak (measures which were ib dirort TiBlalinn ef 
the Act of Union), theae worthy North Britena arrayod thiMaalna in 
opposition to tbe Court ; but finding this effort for their CD«air| aa- 
availing, they prudently determined to think theacoforword of ihsm 
eelvae, and few men have kept to a laudable reooiatioa a ser a Scmly. 
— The effect of Irish reprcaenution upon the libortaoa of Itagjaii'* ail 
b« ao Icsa perceptible and no less permaaeat. 

Ot/^ 5>i TATPOr 

AuTTWAt ANTEAAONTOZ* (a) 

The infnnoB of aiuh cheap and ■•efal ingredieata aa aay Lord l4fr 
r-ck, Mr D-on-s Br-wne, etc etc. into the Lefialatam, 
powerful alterative on the Conatitutioo, aad dear it by 
the troublesome humours of honesty. 

* The magitian's shield in Ariosto t^ 

E tolto per vertu dello spleadorc 
La libertate a loro. Caaf. a. 

Wo are told that Cxaar's rode of morality was c*«tai»«4 
foUowiag linee of Euripidea, whi«h that great laaA ^ 
repeated i 

This appears to be also the moral code of Bonaparte. 

* When the Duke of Buckingham was aS8asaiaatc4, Gkarica Aa IWl. 
as a tribute to bis meosory, continued all hie craataraa ia iha aamc 
posu and favours which they had enjoyed under lliair patraa; and 
much in the same manner do wo see the conatiy aacriSed to ih« ^aam 
of a Minister at present. 

It is invidious perhaps to look for parallala ia ibo i 
the First, but the expedient of threatening the Coim M i o— viik 
tion, which has lately been played off with ao marafa cdat, 
have been frequently resorted to at that period. Ia •••■■■ 
tells us, that the King sent his l^rd Keeper (aaff ku JWattr) w m^ 
nace the House, that, unless they diapatdbed a cartaia BUI i^r anb* 
aidies. thay must eipeet to sit no longer. By aiasUar tbraato iho OM* 
npon beer and ale was carried in Charlee the Secead'a raiaa. |l ii 
edifying to know, that though Mr &nn<ag deapiaca PafTaadaef. be ha 
no objection to precedenia derived from the Ceiarta of llie fhmnta 



as 



(a) From Aratas(v. 7 1 SV a poet who wrote apoa nstroaaaij. iheafi* 
Cicero assnrea us, he knew nothing whatever abeat iJae a^aa*" 



ust as the great Harvey wrote a De Geacntiaaa,* ihoaajh be bal 1 
ittle 10 da with the autter aa my Lard ▼iaaaaat C. 
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Made Ireland 6nt, io wild, adulteroiu iraoce. 

Turn fiibe to Eofland's brd aud wliore with France ! — 

TlMMe hack'd and tainted took, 10 foully fit 

For the grand artixan of miicbief, P-tt, 

So useleM ever but in vile employ. 

So weak to save, so vigorous to destroy! 

Sucli are the men iliat guard lliy llireaten'd shore, 

Oh England! sinking England! * boast no more. 



INTOLERANCE. 

PART THE FIRST. 



a TI1W tismmmr. mhith fr*um4» la W r*iMJ for ih« ufety •( Reli. 
gi*a, lua alaiMt worn »ui ib* fery app^araar* of ii, mm4 rtmitnA na 
B»( oaly iha bmm JividaJ but ibe IMM isBOfal pattplc ufu tb« fac* 
of tha aanb.* 

Aaaiaoa , FmkoiJtr, Xo. I7. 



St AIT not, my Friend, nor think the Muse will stain 
Her clastic fingers with the dust probne 
Of Bulls, Decrees, and fulminating scrolls. 
That took such freedom once with royal souls,' 



When Heaven was yet the Pope's exclusive trade, 

And King^ were tUtmnd an fast as now they 're muide ! 

No. no— let D — grn-n search the Papal chair * 

For fragrant tn>a^urrs long for;«otten there ; 

And, a4 the mitch of ftuoless i^^pland thinks 

That little swarthy gnomes delight in stinks. 

Let sallow P-rc-v-l suiiff up the gale 

Which wixnrd D — gen-ns gatherd sweets exhale! 

Enough for n>e, wliot»e henri has learn'd to scorn 

Bigots alike in Rome or England bom. 

Who loathe tlie venom, whenresoe'er it springs. 

From Popes or Lawyers,' Pastry-cooks or Kings; 

Enough for me to bugh and weep by turns. 

As mirth provokes, or indignation bums. 

As C-nn-ng vapours, or as Krtnce succeeds. 

As li-wk-«b'ry prose*, or as Ireland bleeds ! 

And thou, my Friend — if, in these headlong days, 
When bigot Zeal her drunken antics plays 
So near a precipice, tliat men the while 
Look brcathlevs on and ithudder nhile ihey smile— 
If. in such fearful day«, thou 'It dare to look 
To hapless Ireland, to tlii* rjnkling nook 
Which Heaven ha« freed from poisonous things in vain 
While G-ff-rd's tongue and M-sgr>ve's pen remain — 
If thou haftt yet no golden blinkers got 
To sliade thine eyes from this devoted vpot, 
Whose wrongs, though blazon'd o'er the norld tlaey be. 
Placemen alone are privileged not to see — 



* TIm faUaviay prspbctic rnaarka occ«r ia a Imict vriiiaa bf Sir 
Babml^bM. wbaatiaB^a^ tba l>wka af BaJfar J la Pari* i a 1761. 
Talbiaf af autaa wbicb ha«« grawa pewcrfol ia caiaiarra. b« aaya, 
a A*«*r4iat la iba Bator* aa^ raaniaa raarae af ibiaga, ibci* ia a 
«M/aicracy agaiaal ibam. aaJ coa«e^a«aily ia tba aaaia praportiaa aa <^>h ! tum awhilc, and, though the sliamrock WrCathcS 
iWy iarraaaa ia ricbca. tb«y appraacb ta 4««tn(ctioa. Tb« a44raaa af j My homcly har|l, yet sliall tllC SOng it breathes 

Mr Kiag WiUiaa. ia auhiag all Earopa uha tba alar* at Fraaca. baa ' Qf Ireland's Slavery, and of Ireland's WOes 
br— gbi ibat laaatrr bcfar* aa Bear tbai inavitabia pari»dl. We immi ! > « • .1 c 1 _ . • r^» 

-^•i_ I. . J «... 11 . 1 • I Live, when the memory of her tyrant foes 

aaraiaanly bar* amr tara. aaa Orrat RriUia will aiula it aa aaoa ha ' ^ • 

rraara abail ba«a a a^Uiiaar witb orgaaa aa prapar far tbat ptJiiical , Shall but exist, all future kuaveS tO Wam, 

pvrpaac aa vera iboae af our William tba Tbifd Witb- I Embalmd in liatC and canouixcd by SCOm ! 

oa«ila«l.l. my Lti. Craot Briiaia muai lowar bar flight. Eurapa will j When C-Stl-r— gh,^ io sIccp Still morC profouud 
nwumi aa of tba baUaca af romaarrc*. «■ aba lua raaaiadtJ Fraacc af - fm i • ..^.^.^ «^.» J.-U .^n..- J 

. ., , »!. J. r •.. i I i Than his own opuite tongue now deals around, 

lb* balaac* of povar. Tb* adJraoa of oar ■taiaavire will iaaBMrialifc ! , * _ , ^ 1 j 

tbrai by raairitiag for a« a a«*cr.t oh..b ab.ll aot b* a fall, by Buh. Shall Wait tlic impeachment of that awfuI day 

lag aa raibar r*««>abla Holland tbaa Cartbaga aad Vaaic*.* Lmtttrt 
0m ike Fremek Smtttm. 

* Tb* kiag<^«poa<ag daciria*. aoiwiibaiaading iia 



'■y 



•««a«* 



Which even his practised hand can't bribe away! • 

iuit tba ceavffaiaarr of ibrir oppraaaara, aad tb*y bar* b**B r*pr*- 
■baBrdui**. waa of ao little tarvKr to ib* caaac of political lil>*rty. by anird alieraairly aa alaoab or refractory, armrding aa a prctrat for 
•■C«k«tiog lb* rig b I of rraiata*<* to lyraaia, aad aaaerliag ib* will of lorsicaiing ibrai vat aaaiing. lb# aaaie iaraoaitlaary baa aaarkad 
lb* people f b* tb* oaly tin* foaalaia of p<«wrr. Baliaraaiae. iba rrrry oibrr iaipNlaiion aeaiDat tbaa. Tbry ara cbarg*J witb laiiiy 
^oai violaal of the adto««tea for papal authority, «aa oa* of tb* firat | ia ibc oh«rr*anrr of oaiba. lh<>u(;b ta oaib baa brca feuad a«ifb«i«at 
ta BMiaUia (a** O* Poanf. lib. i. up 7). sTbai Kiag» bar* n»t ibcir ' 10 aliai tb»« froai all oorldly ad«aolage«. If ibry rrje<laoM*dati«i*aa 
aBtboniy or ofbce iaiaacdiatrly freiB God Bor bia law. but oaly froai ! of tb*ir ibanb, tliry «rr aaid to b« acrpti<a aad bad Chriaiiaaai if 
tbalaw of Ball*** :■ aad ia King J«aM«'a • t>rf*a«* of ibe Right* of ib^ adnaii ibitoa rrry dr(iti<ia*. ihey ara hraadad aa h^foia aad bad 
Kiaga agaiaat Cardiaal P*rroa.« we Had bia Majraiy eipreaaing airoag ' aubjarta We arr lokl tbat roabdrare aad kiadncaa will M«ke tb*B 
iwdigaaltoa agaiaat tba Cardiaal for ba*ing aaa^riad •tbat i* ib* tnemi** to lb* GnveranrNi. iboogh w« kaow ibat etclaaioa aad Ib. 
d«f*«lBg of a King tb* ronaeai of the people aiaai be ohiaiaad.— jufiea bare with difbtulty pra«eaird ibaoi fro» beiag ita friead*. Ib 
afar by ibra* worda (aayi lamr«) the people ara *ult*d abora th* ; •b.»rt. noihiog raa baiter illoairaie tba niawry of tbot* abifta aad 
Kiof. aad laada ihe jadpea of the Kiog'a d*po«ing • p. 4i4.— r**n ' ••aaiooa by wbicb a loag roura* r-f cowardly iajualiia nauu b* aap- 
ia Manaaa'a cdrbraiad book, whrr* the nonaeaa* of b>goiry do** not ported, than tbe wh.le btaiory of Great BriUiB'a roaduvl lawarda lb* 
iaiarfrre, tb*r* ar* aooi* liberal aad enlightraed id*<ia of govaraBieai, Caiboiic pan of ber enpire 



•fib* rratraiala wb>rb aboald K* intpoa'-J opo* Royal powar. of tb* 
MabacdiaaiioB of tbe Tbrona 10 ibe iaiereaia of tbe peopi*, *«c. *tc. 
(IW ll*g* et Regia lauitaiione See paiti<ularly lih. i. e*p. 6 I, 
*»d 9.)— it ia raiber rraiarkable. n-n. that FngUad aheuld be iadebtrd 
IB aaoiber leaau. fur tbe earlir%i Jtfrare of tbai pnaiiplr apoa wb <b 
Ck* RcTolaiiiia waa founded, naoirly, ihe right of tb' people to rbaage 
tk* *wrrra«i«a — (^v D'>teBiao'a • Coarereorr>.a wnliea in aappoet 
•fib* till* of lb* iafanta of Spa'a agaiaai tbat of Stmtt i.)— When 
Bagl»alnB*n, ibrreforr, »a« that l'op«ry la tbe religinn of alatery. tbry 
aboald B«*t oaly reri>llo«l that ibeir Loaatrd Coaatiiuiiea ia tb* work 
aaid b*^ae*i <«f Ho|>iab aoieaiora . tbry aboold not oaly rameaibar ib* 
l*w* of Edward 111. ■ under whom (vaya •••liagbroko) the coaaiitwtiaa 



« Tb* .Sella Stertormnaw of the Pope*.— Tb* Rigbt HoBmarabl* 
and learned Dntior will find an angraaiog of ib>a iba^r ia Spaabaim'* 
• Di«^uiftMi* Hiaixriia de P«pa Fwmiaa. (p. 118)1 aad 1 rccfmoMnd 
it a« a model for ibr fashion nf ibat aeat whiib tb* Doctor i* aboat IB 
tak* IB tbe Pri»/-C"«<Kil of Ireland. 

« Wbea Uaoccai X. waa rotreitad Io deeid* lb* r*Btr»*«r*y b^ 
iveea 1' e Jraaiia and ibe JaoM-aitla. br anawerrd. ibat ak* bed b**a 
bred a l.awyrr. and bad tberrfore aoib og t» do wiib dieinity.»— It 
wrr* «o be wahed thai Mtnie of our lingliab pettifoggon ka«« tbair 
elemeai a* wall a« Pupe Innocent X. 

» Tbe breaih of f<itb obi.b ibe maaagera *f th* iriab Caiaa bora 
b*ca guiliy of. •• Jiwppoioiiog ihoae bopea of *maaci|»oiioB whi«b 



•f aar Pariiamonta. .nd iba whni* fi.rm o*" oar n<>«eraBM>ai, beeame tbry emiiiad in tha b««.ma of the Caibolira. ia ao B*w trail ia lb* 
r«dar«d laio belter f.-rm • bii ibry ah- aid know ihai rera ib* *rritr» aaaola of Fngliab poli.y. A aimilar detail waa peorliard t* faeiliut* 
•r Popery h<r* |r«ned 10 ibe iau*e of liberty and ibai PapiUa. baw- iba I'nioo wiib Moilaod. and b»pe« wer* h*U out of *i*mplioB from 
•orr mial^k** ibeir moilre* may bar* b«en. werrtba lirai pn<aiulcator» iba Corporation aad Teat A. la, ia order to di»ert tb* Parlia^rat af 
•r III* dactria** wbi<b led to tbe Reaidaiioa-Bai. ia Crutb. lb* pB- . that .oaatry from OBcamberiag tb* maaaar* witb any atipBlatiaa !• 
litkal priaciplct of tb* IlaaMa Gatbolic* b*f « g*B«rBll7 b**a Aad* ta | tbat *fr*ct. 
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MOORE'S WORKS. 



And oil ! my friend, wert lliou but near mc now, 
To sec the spring diffuse o'er Erin's brow 
Smiles that shine out, unconquerably fair. 
Even through the blood-marks left by C-md-u ' there! 
Gouldst thou but sec what verdure paints the sod 
Which none but tyranu and their slaves have trod, 
And didst ihou know the spirit, kind aud brave. 
That warms tlie soul of each insulted slave, 
Who, tired with struggling, sinks beneath his lot. 
And seems by all but watchful France forgot — ' 
Thy heart would burn— yes, even thy Pittite heart 
Would bum, to think that such a blooming part ■ 
Of the worids garden, rich in Natures charms, 
And fiU'd with social souls and vigorous arms. 
Should be the vicum of that canting crew, 
So smooth, so godly, yet so devilish too, 
Who, arm'd at once with prayer-books and with whips,^ 
Blood on their hands, aud Scripture on their lips, 



Tyrants by creed, and torturers by text, 
Make Viis life hell, in honour of the nextl 
Your R-desd-les, P-rc-v-ls— oh, gracious Heaven! 
If I'm presumptuous, be my tongue forgiven. 
When here I swear, by my souls hope of rest, 
I 'd rather have been bom, e'er man was blest 
With the pure dawn of Revelation's light. 
Yes I— rather plunge me back in Pagan night. 
And take my chance with Socrates for blias,* 
Tlian be the Christian of a faith like this. 
Which builds on heavenly cant iu earthly sway. 
And in a convert mourns to lose a prey ; 
Which, binding polity in spiritual chains. 
And tainting piety with temporal stains,* 
Corrupts both State and Church, and makes an oath 
The knave and atheist's passport into both — 
Which, while it dooms dissenting souls to know 
Nor bliss above nor liberty below. 



• Nol the C-md-a vbo apeak* ibua o( IreUnd : 

• Aiquo uoo »erbo diram. aiM Irrnaa rerundilatam. lire nuris f I 
portaum opp«riMniiat«iii. «»• inrola* ratpicie* t{a\ ballicoai aaot. in- 
gaaioai. corpnruai lin^amaalit contpicui. mirilica carnia mollUia at 
propttr niiMulorum taaariutcm acilxata iaeredibili. a nultiadoubua 
iia falii aat iatula, ut aoa mala dUeril Gyraldiii. • nataram boc Z»- 
phyri r«gauin benigaiori oculo reapcib**.' • 

» Ibe Bsainpla of toleration, vbii-b Bonapart* bat glran. will pro- 
daea, I faar. oo otber affact than ibat of dctcrmioing tba BritNb Co- 
varaoMBt to paraiu. from tba rery tpirit of oppoaitien, io tbair own 
old tyateiD of iololaraoce and injn^tice : jual at the Siameae blackaa 
tbair tactb. • bacauta, • at tbay tay, • tba datil baa wbilo ooet. • («) 

• One •( tba nabappy raaulta of tha coatro»er»y between Protoa- 
UBU and Gatbolica, ia tbe mutual e«po*ure wbicb tbair criminatioaa 
and racriminatioaa bar* predacad. la vain do tba ProtaaUnU cbaqje 
tba Papittt wiib rioting tba door of aalvalion upon otbara, wbilo many 
of ibair ova «rtlia(p aad artidet brcatbe tba tame uncbariubia tpirit. 
No canon of ContUnca or Lateran tter damned barelica mora effae- 
tnally iban tbe eigibib of tba Tbirty-nina Artirlat conaigna to per- 
dition crery tingle member of tbe Greek cbnrcb. aad I doubt vbatber 
a more aweeping clauao of damnation vat erer propoaad in iba moat 
bigoted council, tban tbat wbicb ibe CalTinialic tbeory of predattiaa- 
tioa In the tevoniaealb of tbeae Ariiclet cibibita. It ia true tbat no 
liboral Proteauat arowa aucb axciiMi*a opiaioaa; tbat every boacat 
clergymaa mutt feal a pang wbile be tulMcriba* to tbem ; tbat aome 
even aatert tbe Albanatian Creed to be tbe forgery of one Viglliut 
Tapeaniit, in tbe beginning of ibe tittb century, and tbat eminent di- 
vinea. like Joriin, bave not baeilated to tay ■ Tbere are propoaitioat 
coataiaed ia our Liturgy and Artirlat, wbicb no man of common 
■flBM amengtt ut baliorea. • (Jk) But wbile all tbit it freely conceded to 
Protatuntts wbila nobody doubu ibeir tinceriiy, wben tbey declare 
tbat tbeir anirlet are not etteniiaU of faitb, but a collection of opi- 
■iona wbicb bare been promulgated by fallible mra, aad from maay 
of wbicb ibey feel tbemteWet jutliiicd in diatrnting, — wbile to mncb 
liberty of retraetioa it allowed to Protetlaaia upon tbeir owa declar- 
ed aad tubarribed Articlae of religion, it it not ttrange tbat a timtlar 
indolgenre tbould be refuted, witb tuib incoatincible ebttinacy. to 
tbe Gatbolica, upon teaeta wbicb tbeir cburrb baa uniformly reaialed 
and condemned, in every country wbero it baa flouriabed indepea- 
deuUy f Wben ibc Gatbolica aay, 'Tba decree of tbe council of La- 
tenia. wbirb you object lo ut, baa no claim wbataver upon either oar 
failb or our reaton ; it did not even profeat to contain any doctrinal 
decition, but waa merely a judicial proceeding of that aaaombly ; aad 
it would be aa fair for ua to impute a ytife^iUimg doc-trine to the Pr^ 
tettanU. becaute ibcir Gnt Pope, Henry VIII. waa tanctionod in an 
indulgence of that propentiiy. ta for you to conclude tbat we hare ia> 
berltad a king<dopoting (atie from tbe aett of tbe Goaacil ofLataraa, 
or tbe teruUr preiontiont of our Popea. With reapect, too, to tbe 
Decree of the Gouacil of Goatunee, upon the atreogth of which you 
■ccuao ut of braakiag faitb with beretica, we do not beaitata to pro- 
nounce tbat Decree a calumniout forgery, a forgery, too. ao obrioaa 
aad ill-fabricated, tbat noae but our enemiea barn over vcalnrad to 
give it the tligbtett credit for autheoticiiy : • — Wben the Gatbolica 
make tbeae Jedarationa (and ihey are almoat weary with making them); 
wben ibcy tbow too, b] tbeir conduct, tbat tboaa declaraliona aro aia- 
cere, and that tbeir faith and morale are no more regulated by tbe 

(m) See rilitloire Natnrella et Polit. du Iloyannie de Siam.rlc. 
{I) Sirictarra on the Artidea, Sabacriptiont. etc. 



abaurd ducroet of old coundla and Popea, than thoir odewre ia in- 
fluenced by the Papal aaathema againtt tbat Intbmaa. («) wha fim 
found out tbe Antipodet:— it it not ttrange that to maay aiill wUfaily 
ditimtt wliat erery good roan it to much iatereated ia believiag f T%a» 
to many tbould prefer the dark-Uatera of the iSlh c«atary t* the 
tunthine of intellect wbicb htt tince tpread over the worU, a»d Aat 
erery dabbler io theology, from Mr Le Metorier down to tho Chaa- 
cellor of the Fjicbequer. tbould dare to eppoee the ruhbiah of Coa- 
tUnc* and Lateran to the bright triumphant progreea of jwatica. (•••- 
rotity, and truth r 

* Iherr it a tingiilar work ■ upon the Soult of the PagaBa,a by aae 
Frandacut Golliua, In which be ditcnetrt, with mu<h raolaaaa aad «n»- 
dition, all the probable chancre of talvaiioa upon wUch a baatbea 
pbiloaopbar may calculate. He damn* without i«ich difScwIiy Sacfalae. 
Plato, etc. and tbe only une at whose fate he aeoma to beatUlc ia 
Pythagorat. in contideration of bit golden ibigh. and tha maay mir»- 
det wbicb be performed ; but. having balanced bia claiaaaa liule. aad 
tiading reaton to fjthrr all thete miraclet on tbe devil, be at laagth. 
in tba tweniy-fifih chapter, deddet upon damning bim alaa. (Dc Ani> 
mit Paganorum, lib. iv. cap. ao and aS.)— I>ante compcoaiaet the 
matter witb the Pagana, and giret them a neutral territory ar limbo 
of iheir own, where their employment, it mat! be owned, ia aot very 
enviable — ■Senta tpeme vivcmo in deaio.* Gaat. iv.— Amaag the 
many errora imputed to Origen. he it arrnted of having denied tha 
eternity of future puniahmeni. and, if be never advanced a ^»ra irra> 
tioaal doctrine, we may forgire bim. He went to far, bowevor, at to 
iadada the devil himtdf in tlie general bdl-delivory wbidi bo hi^ 
poted would one day or otber uke place, and ia thia St Aagwatia 
tbinkt him raibrr too laerx-iful— • Miterirordior preferto fait Ori- 
genet, qut>tiptuto diabolum.* etc. (DeCiritat. Dei, lib.',au. cap. 17.) 
— S< Jorom tayt, tbat, according to Origan, ■ tbe devil, aftor a certain 
lime, will be at well off at thr tngel Gabriel* — aid ipauaa fare Ga- 
hrielem quod diabolum.a (See liit Epiaile to Pammachimt.) Bat 
Halloix, io hit Defence of Origen, deniet tbat be bad any of thia mia- 
pleced tenderoeea for the dedl-— I uke the liberty of recommeadiag 
thete notitim upon damnation to the particular attoulioa of the laaraad 
Cbaa(«llor of the Racbequar. 

s Mr Foi, io bit Speech oa the Repeal of the Taal Act (1790). 
coademat the intermitture of religion with tbe political coaathatiaa 
of a autat • What purpoae (be atka) can it aerva, eicvpt the bolefiBi 
porpote of communicating and receiving conumiaatioa t Umier aacb 
an alliaaco corrnptioa mutt alight npoa the oao, aad alavary ovar- 
wbelm the other.* 

Locke, too, aayt of the lonneiion between Ghurdi aad Stala, ■ Tbe 
boundana* on both tidea are Ined and immovable. Ha juaiU** 
baaven and earth t.>geiber, the tbinga moat remote aad oppoaite. wba 
miiea tbeae two aocieliea. which are in their ori^nel, eod, bwainete. 
aad ia every thing, perfectly dittioct and inliaitely difforeat from aadi 
oihtr.9— First Litter an ro/eralian. 

The eorrupiiona of Ghriaiianiiy may be dated from tha panod af ii* 
eeuhliahment under Gooauniine. nor could all the aplcadoor wlttih u 
than acquired atone for tho peace and purify which It loa<. 



(a) Virgiliua, tnrnamcd Solivagua.a native of IroUnd. who maia- 
tainod, in tba Stb century, ibe doctrine of ihc Aatipodea, aad «a* ' 
aaathrmaiixad accordingly by tbePofia. John .'swtua Krtgewa, awoibK 
Irithman, waa tbe brat ibal ever wrote againt treaa w bauattalton. 
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Adds the ftla? A uiffcrinf; to (lie kiouer't frar. 
And. InC he 'scape hrrraftrr, rack* him here ! • 
But DO — hr other faith, far milder beam* 
Of heaveuly juMire warm ihr ChriMian'ft <lmmt. 
Hit creed is uric oo )lerry's pa|ie above, 
Cy tlie pure band* of ali-atonmi; lx>ve ! 
He weeps to see his soul's Rp|i|pon twine 
Tlie tyrant's v*eptre with her wreath diviiir. 
And he, while round him MN-ts -md nations raiv* 
To the one God (heir « jryin^ notrs of prai<e. 
Blesses each voicr. ^nhatc'er its lone may l>e. 
That serves to swell the general liiirmony ! ■ 

< I doubt whether, alier all. lhi>r« kti so* brvn ■• mmk liig«in 
asABf l*roiMt«Bl* ■• amftRi; l>ii|ii*u. According t* tba liMhaey<>i 

IlianM laira aarot ptrrslur at etna. 

Tb« Rfvai rhanpioB of iki* ll'roriita'ioii. M*laa<bt)i<iii,«li4m J«nin 
ralla • a divine of taarb mil ineM aaj ^9o4" »twrt,» ll<a« ri prrM^t hi* 
•pprobalMra of lb* b«rniii|; of S«rTClut • i.r|;i {}** •')• *• BuliiB[;«r) 
^■« d' Srrveii Uaaph'iniit ra«pi<nJi«li», #1 pi^iaiaaa ai |aJi«ia rr«lra 
prabu. Jadiin vli.M acitalum 4^arrrM«rni r#itr fn imc, quinl b<>- 
Miavai p^rtiaarfM 't ana naiiiaaraM kla«pb»aiiai aaMalil ; ar m- 
rataa mibi aaar ^ul a'vrriiaiffm illaia iapr<tl>mi.«— 1 bav gnat fl»a- 
9mt* ia roBirMtiac niililh'»' • aiiM ■aJ f<»oJ>n«tar«d> traliiarai* lUa 
follnaiafr woH« o/ ili* Pjp<«t B«l<>t«. ia a<IJr«Miait bi« fri'nd r.oa» 
riaipi.a: • Iniaria amraiut, lai (■■■nnn|;i, ri ijarlti dif arMt npininn«>« 
la'-nar ia raaM rrlt(;iaaia. atorihu*(«iB'a titrrti ntm •iuint, <(u' failnii 
lilarjraai «tuJia atcuaiur.* — (iaaa**. ftmrt-y. Kfn$fl. par. trtaaJ. 
p. So. 

Roaaa talU ■• ibai iha CoaiBH>aa. ia lh« b^iaaing af f3itrlt« iha 
Firat'a rci|pi, ■ «ilac%rd Mant«i;Me, onr of ih<> Kiaf;'« rhaplaia*. an 
a«r«aai of a ■Mtdrraie book ahith hr baJ Utely roapA«#d. »m4 abiih, 
!• tbcirgr^al ditguti. aiwd tiriaria* Citboin*. aa aril aa oibvr fjbna- 
luaa. ttum aiaiaal taraiaat*.*'— la ilic aaiar naaaar a maipUial waa 
lad|id h<fer« iba Lonla of lit* (Uiuiifil afaiati ilial rirellaat wriiar 
Haokar, far baviag, ia a Saraioa af|«iaat Fopary, ailOBpird to aav<> 
naay of bit Faptab aarrttura fur t^mvrmmre.—fn ihrut aunapla* of 
PfMcMaai lotcratioa i abdil beQ Icava la uppuaa ibr folluwiaf ctlraH 
froai a lalirr af nld Htt^rt Aatbaia (ibc latnr af (^uaaa iitiab^tk). 
wkiih ia praacrred awon|; (Ua Hdiiin{;(oa I'jp^ra, aad a«a «riii>a 
la iS66, to iha Earl v( L«ii'it-r. if>ia|iUini«i; uf liia Anhbtabop 
Yoaag. aba bad uk'a aaji hi* prrSrad in ib^ ihurtb of \ntk- 
■ ytmmfr Buwrar (a) did arvar |;rir*« laa lialf a,i atorUa ia ufTering ati 
wrwag. a* Mr Uadivy aad ihr B^aliopp of Ymk dur. in taking aa«y 
my ngbl. Xo k%abapp ia ij. ^>«r\ % iiin> aoald htva ao draft aiib 
uir ; aal Mr Bowrm: hjaMvlf. ah'a Win<b<«irr li*i^, durti bav ao 
dvait with uir. Pur •«• hr ^wod rciimarioa in ihntf d*jf% rrra lb' 
Irara'drat aad wy«f*i air it. *■> l>dnl-n'r md (Ordinal I'oalr, Bad' of 
■ly poor* ••rvHY, ib<i alihtiu|,li ih--) kn-^r p<-rfi'(tly that ia rrligion, 
both l>y itii^n «r)iin(;' an i pr^n" iilL-*, I wit iiiiiiraiy anio ih«-iu , 
yot, vbrn >ir Fraa«i* l'.n|;l'-(i--li| l>ir nam* did nnli- mi- apM-ialU^ at 
iba coaariUlioaid, (Mrdra<-r nunld iii>t •uff-r m" lu hr iiillad ihilh--r, 
nor touth''d all*ah*arc. kaiiiir;' tuihi- nnida <if laa ia a Irtlrr. aa, 
thoof^b li-tirra ranant. I l>lu«hr to am- ihr-ai to yoar lardshipp. 
Winch««trr't i;an,i'«ill mKod- nut m aiM-aktad faira aad wiahiag «• ll, 
bat bf did in dr<^' thil for mr, (f>^ ah'rrhy a^ aifa aad childranah^ll 
livr ib<> kriirr ahea T aai gta^.m ('>i<r >■>(;' Anlii|a«, tnl. i. p. i|H, 
99.) — If lara aho acl d ihu* wrrr hi,;ola, ahal aliall «e call Mr 
p.rc.v.1 • 

la Sail lifT/a ■ Sur*r\ i-f l>np-r«> ih'ro ia th' falloaiag aaa^niaa : 
• Papiau. that pfwiiiv'ly h<ild ili- h-rniral aad falaa doi Irian of ih* 
BB4>d«ra thunfa <tf Roair . ■ anni-l n.>M<kly Ih> Mvd.a— A* a rnairaai |ii 
tbia aad aib^r apaiini>-Bt «f rmi-vtant lih«raliiy. abiib it woald h' 
niwb antra racy tbta pUaaanl 10 ■ollrri, 1 rrfrr aiy rradrr lo ih» 
Dnlaralioa of La l'en> Gnarly r, and, aliila ba rr«d« the •rntinicuia 
of thit pioa* aiaa up>-n ii<l«-rdiitin, 1 doiht aal h« aill frri lailiard i>i 
ei'lain wiib B^Kb-im, • Blu*b. )•■ pinli-atanl bigoi* ' aad ha rnn- 
fouadffd al the c 'apanaon of >aiir owa arrirbrd aaJ aMlignaai prr- 
jadiraa with lb' cnnoua aad i-nlar/;rd idraa. iba aalilv aad aaiaiatril 
laagaage of ihia Popish prirsi.* — Cj>aj'', strii. p. 86. 

' ■ La loUranca lai la cho«c du uioiidr la plu* propra a raairnrr !•: 
ai^rlr ft al k ftir^ un rnnirrt rt ana hamoair da plaairura foit p| 
in*tr«airau da dilVrrrala toiia at nutaa, auaai agraabla poar la laaia* 



i'a) Sir John Bournr, Priacipal Srtretary of Siair la ()ne*n Marj. 
(ft) ■« Ojrdcnir't (avwar AMlualiiBg wld hia fillraahip, iheagli 
Hi rrviacat. 



Such was the spirit, grandly, f^ntly hri(>ht. 
That fill'd, oh Foi! thy pe.ii*eful soul with light; 
While blandly sprea<hii(>. like that orb of air 
Which folds our planet in its cirrling care, 
The mighty spherr of thy transparent mind 
Embraced the worid, and breatheii for all mankind t 
List of the great, farewell ' — yet not the hut— 
Tlioui;h ilritaioH hnnshioe hour with thee lie past, 
leme Mtill one giram of glory $i^r\ 
And feels bnl half thy lo%4 while Grattan lives. 



APPENDIX. 



Thk following is part of a Prefece which was in- 
tended by a frienti and countryman of mine for ■ col- 
lection of Irish air«. to wliirh he had adapted English 
words. As it ba^ ne«er been published, and is not in- 
applicable to my subject, I shall take tlie liberty of 

subjoining it hen:. 

« • • • 

« Our history, for many centuries put, is creditable 
neither to onr nvii;hbours nor ourselves, and ought not 
to lie read \*r anv Irishman who wi^be^ either to love 
F'nglaml or in feci proud <if Ireland. Tlie lo«s of in- 
dcpendrnce \cry early di'ba<c<l our character, and our 
feuds and rel>rllions, though frequent and ferocious 
but seldom di^pl.iyed that generous spirit of enterprise 
with which the pride of an independent monarchy so 
long dignified the Rtniggles of Scotland. It is true this 
island has given birth ti> heroes who, under more fa- 
vourable rircuiii«tan<'i*«, might have left in tlie hearts 
of their counlrymm recollections as dear as tliose of a 
I'lnice or a W.ilhre . but success was wanting to coo- 
•lecrate resistance, their cause was branded with the 
disheartening nime of treason, and their oppressed 
country was such a bl.ink among nations, that, like the 
adventures nf (hose womU which Rinaldo wished (o 
explore^ the fame of their aciioiiii was lost in the ol>- 
scurity of the place when* they achieved them. 

F.rrandii la i|u«lli huathi 

Trnvar pitiiii air^ii.- a<v«>iitarr r n»llr. 
Ma luma 1 lui<i;lii 1 fiiii aaror aitn fo«<bi, 
Cbc IMA aa'n htlioiiiia iv piu roitr.* 

ri Hence it is that the annals of Ireland, through a 
long la|>se of six hundre<l years, exhibit not one of those 
shining names, not one of those iheniek of national 
priile, fn>ni whii-li piwiry born»ws her noblest inspira- 
tion; niiti that history. «hirli ought to he the richest 
garden of the Muse, yielitk notliin(; to her here but 
weeds and cypn-Hn. In Inilh, the poet who would em- 
bellish bio song v\i(h allusions to Irish names and 
events must be content to seek them in those early 
lieriiMls when our character was yet unalloyeil and origi- 
nal, liefore tlie iniiM>litic cnft of our comiuerors Iwd di- 
vidnl, weakened, and disgraceil Uk; and the only traits of 
heroibni which he can venture at ihisday lo commemo- 
rate. wiihs.tfe(y to himself, or. i>erhaps, with honour to 

qua raoifonaiir d'ua«»rula»ai«.« Bayla. Coaaaiqniaira Pbilaaophiquc. 
r\e. pari ii. chap. *i.— (hitb Ikylr aad Lacbr aoaid bara irralad iha 
aubjart of Tulrfaiioa in a naaaaar SMre vaiiby of ih«an«l*«a aad of 
thr caaca. if ih.y had arilUa ia a» agt leas diauatiad by rcli|ioaa 
prrjvdicra. 

* Arioato, laata ir. 
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the country, are to be looked for in those times when the 
native mpnarchsof Ireland displayed and fostered virtues 
worthy of a better age; when our Nalachics wore col- 
lars of gold which they had won in single combat from 
the invader,* and our Briens deserved the blessings of ft 
people by all the most estimable qualities of a king. 
It may be said indeed that the magic of tradition has 
shed a charm over this remote period, to which it is in 
reality but lilile entitled, and that most of the pictures, 
which we dwell on so fondly, of days when this island 
was distinguished amidst the gloom of Europe, by the 
sanctity of her morals, the spirit of her knighthood* 
and the polish of her schools, are little more than the 
inventions of national partiality, th.it bright but spu- 
rious offopring which vanity engenders upon ignorance, 
and with which the 6rst recordsof every j>eople abound. 
But the sceptic is scarcely to be envied who would 
pause for stronger proofs than we already possess of 
the early glories of Irehnd; and were even the veracity 
of all these proofs surrendered, yet who would not fly 
to such flattering fictions from the sad degrading truths 
which the history of later times presents to us? 

m The language of sorrow however is, in general, best 
suited to our mu^ic, and with themes of this nature the 
poet may be amply supplie<l. There is not a page of 
our aunals which cannot afford him a subject, and 
while the national Muse of other countries adorns her 
temple with trophies of tlie past, in Ireland her altar, 
like the shrine of Pity at Alliens, is to be known only 
by the tears that are shed upon it; ' lacrymis altaria 
Sudani.' > • 

« There b a well-known story, related of the Antio- 
chians under the reign of Theodnsius, which is not ouly 
honourable to the powers of music in general, but 
which applies so peculiarly to the mournful melodies 
of Ireland, that I cannot resist the temptation of intro- 
ducing it here. — The piety of Theodosius, would have 
been admirable, if it had not been stained with into- 
lerance ^ut his reign affords, I believe, the first exam- 
ple of a disqualifying penal code enacted by Christians 

* Sm* Waracn'a Riitory of Ireland, vol. i. book is. 

* StatiiM, Theb«id. lib. si!. 



against Christians.* Whether his interfierence with the 
religion of the Antiochians had any share io the aliena- 
tion of their loyalty is not expressly ascertained by bi»- 
lorians; but severe edicts, heavy taxation, and the 
rapacity and insolence of the men whom he seot to go- 
vern them, sufficiently account for the discontents of a 
warm aud susceptible people. Repentance soon followed 
the cnmes into which their impatience hod harried 
them, but the vengeance of the Emperor was impbcaUe, 
aud punishments of the most dreadful nature hangover 
the city of Antioch, whose devoted inhabitants, totally 
resigned to despondence, wandered through the streets 
and public assemblies, giving utterance to their grief io 
dirges of the most touching lamentation.' At leogth, 
FlAviauus, their bi«liop, whom they sent to intercede 
with Theodosius, finding all his entreaties coldly re- 
jected, adopted the expedient of teaching these songs of 
sorrow, which he had heard from the lips of his unfor- 
tunate countrymen, to the minstrels who performed for 
the Emperor at table. The heart of Theodosius coald 
not resist this appeal ; tears fell fast into his cup while 
he listened, aud the Antiochians were forgiven. — Surely, 
if music ever spoke the misfortunes of a people, or 
could ever conciliate forgiveness for their errors, the 
music of Ireland ought to possess those powers!* 

* • A tort of civil •trommanintioB (aap Gibbon), wbkli aofWfBlcd 
then rrom tbetr railow-tiiisaat by ■ parurMir brand of iafaay: aaJ 
tbit dof^raiioa of iha •uprame naSiairaia tendad to jnatify. or at Icut 
to atniM. the inauli* of a fanatic popuijca. Tha aortariea vera gra- 
dually diaqualifiad for the poaaea>ion of bonouraUo or Ivcititiaa a^ 
ploynieaia, and Throdoaiui waa aaiiafiad vitb bit own joaiic* «haa h« 
dacrard. that, aa iba Eunomiant diatinyniabad th« nataro of lb* Soa 
from tbat of iba Father, they abould b* incapabU of ■nabinf tbair 
willa, or of receiving any advantaga from leaUmeBtary doantioaa.a 

9t/Td'l//l?OI, Tfltif /AlXW^atlf tfryi^Ol .—ylt^fhwr. lib. lU. 
rap 43* "Tbli atory ia alao in So^omen, lio. vii. rap. x) ; kit ■•far- 
innately Chryaoaiom sap nothing wbalaver about it. aa4 ha aot only 
bad the beat opportunitiea of information, bat waa too fond of m na k . 
aa appaara by hia praiaea of paalraody (Cipoait. ia Paal. M.), !• owl 
aach a flaitaring illuatration of iu powera. He impute* their reeaaci- 
liation to the inierfaranre of the Aniioihian aoliiariea, while Zaiimai 
atinbutea it to the ramonairaacea of iha aopbiat Libanina. Cibfcea, I 
think, doaa not even alluda to the alory of the oiaaiciaBa. 
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KOMON IXANTflN BAZIAEA. 

PiifDAi. ap. Herodot, Ub. 3 



PREFACE. 



Tai sceptical philosophy of the ancients has been as 
much misrepresented as the Epicurean. Pyrrho, per- 
haps, muy have carried it to an irrational excess (though 
we must not lielieve, with Beattie, all the absurdities 
imputed to this philosopher), but it appears to me 
that the doctrines of the school, as slated by Sextos 



Empiricus,' are much more suited to the frailty of hn^ 
man reason, and more conducive to the mild Tirtues of 
humility and patience, than any of those systems which 
preceded the introduction of Christianity. The Sceptics 
held a middle path between the Dogmatists and Acade- 
micians, the former of whom boasted that they had at- 
tained the truth, while the latter denied that any attain- 

* Pyrr. Hypoth. The reader may find a tolrrabty dear abatrect of 
thia work of Scxiua Empiricaa ia La ViriU in Sdaocea, Iry 
liv. i. chap, ii., etc. 
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able truth eiUted: tbe Sceptict, however, vUhoui 
anertiog or deoyiog iu exUteace, profieMcd to be' mo- 
destly and anxioiMly ia search of it; as St Au(;iwtio 
czpmae* it, io his liberal tract against the Manu'heans, 
« nemo ooatnim dicat jam se ioveniise veritatero ; sic 
cam qiueraroos qtiasi ab utrisque nesriatar.* ' From 
thb habit of impartial iovestii^ation, and the necesMiy 
'which they imposed upon themselves of sfudying. not 
only every system of philosophy, but every art and sci- 
ence which pretended to lay its basis in truth, thry ne- | 
ceiaarily took a wider rjnge of erudition, and were 
more travelled in the regions of philosophy than those 
whom conviction or bi{{oiry had donftesti(*ated in any 
particular system. It required all the learning of dog- '• 
matasm to overthrow the dogmatism of leamiug; and . 
the Sceptics, in this respect, resembled that ancient in- , 
ceodiary. who stole from the alur the tire with which j 
he destroyed the trmple. This advantage over all llie \ 
other sects is allowed to them e>en by Up^ius, wbose j 
treatise on tbe miracles of the Virgo llallenM^ will suf- 
ficiently save him from all suspicion of scrpticism. « La- 
bore, ingenio, memoria supra omnes pene pltilosophos 
fuisae. — ^uid nonue omnia aliorum srcta tenere debu- 
erunt et inquirere, si poteruul refellere? res dicit. 
Xonne orationes irarias, raras, subtiles invrniri ad tam 
receptas, cbiras, certas (ut «iJebatur) scutmiias ever ten- 
das?* etc., etc.' ManuducL adPhilosopb. Stoic. Di^s. 4. 
The difference between the scepticism of the aocienu 
and tbe modems is, tluit tlie former doubted for the 
purpose of investig.iting, as may be exemplified by the 
third book of Aristotle s Meiaphysic«,' while the latter 
investigate for the purpose of doubling, as may be seen 
through most of tlie philosophical works of llume.^ In- 
deed tbe Pyrrhonism of latter days i« not only more 
subtle than that of antiquity, but, it must be confessed, 
more dangerous in its tendency. The liappiness of a 
Christian depends so much ui>on his bclirf, that it is 
naturaJ he should feel alarm at the progress of doubt, 
lest it steal by degrees into the region from which he ii 
most interested in excluding it, and poison at last the 
very spring of his consolation and hope. Still, how- 
ever, the Mbuses of doubting ought not to deter a phi- 
losophical mind from iodui;;ing mildly and rationally 
in its use; and there is nothing, I think, more consist- 
ent with the humble spirit of Chrthtiaoity, than the 
scepticism of bim who profess*^ not to extend his dis- 
trust beyond the circle of human pursuits, and the pre- 
tensions of human knowledge. A philosopher of this 
kind is among tlie readiest to admit the claims of Heaven 
upon his faith and adoration: it is only to the wis«lom 
of tliis weak world that he refuses, or at least delays 
his assent ; it is only in passing through the shadow of 
earth tliat his mind undergoes the ecli|>se of scepticism. 
No follower of Pyrrho has ever spoken more strongly 
against the dogmatists than St Paul himself, iu llie First 



Epistle to the Corinthians ; and there are patMges in 
Ecdesiastes and other parts of Scripture wliich justify 
our utmoftt diffidence in all tliat human reason origi- 
nates, tven the sceptics of autiquity refrained from 
the mysteries of theology, and, in entering the temples 
of religion, laid ai>ide their philosophy at the porch. 
Sextuft Empiricus ihui declares the acquiescence of Iim 
sect in the general belief of a superintending Providence : 

Ta) yuiv /Sitt X«T«JtoXO(;d'0C/mC Jt/o^<tCB»{ ^«/Utf tif «i 

btivf ««u 9%fiu/ji%i d'loi/c KAi ir^evotif Mt*TWi $^*y» 
Lib. iii. cap. i . In sliorl, it appears to me that this ra- 
tional and well-regulated scepticism is the only daugh- 
ter of the si-bools that can be selected as a luindmaid 
for piety he who distrusts the light of reason will be 
tlie first to follow a more luminous guide; and if, with 
an anient love for truth, he has sought her in vain 
through the ways of this life, he will turn with the 
more hope to tlul b<>tter world, where all is simple, 
true, and everlasting: for there is no parallax at tbe 
zenith — it is only near our troubled borixon tluit objects 
deceive lu into vague and erroneoiu calculations. 
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.\s tlie gay tint that decks the vernal rose,* 
Not in the flower, but in our vision glows ; 
As tlie ripe flavour of Falernian tides 
Not in the wine, but in our uste resides ; 
So when, with heartfelt tribute, we declare 
That Marco s honest and that Susan s fiiir, 
T is in our miiids, and not in Susan's eyes 
Or llarro's life, the worth or lieauty lies: 
For she, in flat-nosed China, would appear 
As plain a thing as I^dy Anne is here; 
.ind one light joke at rich lx>retto's dome 
Would rank good Marco with the damn'd at4 



ime. 



* Lib. CMilra Ep'M. Maakkvt i|naai Torani FaaiaMMti, Op. Parii, 
*i. 

* if Mania. fWockiM i* Sc«f>umai«, wh* ■•dMT««r«, I Ibiak 
hi}, le ntat9 ibu opiniaa «f Liptint. 

' £^ A Toif iumfimu ;£oi/xe/<tye4c irpcufyou «ro 
Aair^fMo^u x«cx»r. — 

Mtuphfs. lib. iii. np. 1. 

* ?fctib«r HOB*. b»«evcr, mot Berkeley, are 10 be jaJ^eJ by tbe 
■uer«preaeaiaii*M of Bt«lii«. wbeec book. boweTvr anieblj imitmi^i, 
eppeere te we ■ mmc uapbllotopbicel eppcei !• p^«^ feeiiafe m»i 
frt f m i ir**, aai a caaliaacJ ptOti* ^rim€ipii tbi««fba«l. 



Tliere 's no deformity so vile, so base. 
That t is not somewhere thought a charm, a grace; 
No foul reproach that may not steal a beam 
From other i^uns, to bleach it to esteem! * 

1 aTb* pariiriiUr bttlk. anoilMr. fi(;arc. aad aoiiaa of tbe parte af 
fire or taaw err really ia iheia. wkrtUvr aay aoe pcrreivc lbe»a t nni, 
aad therefore ih*y may b# tailed reel qaaliiie*. becaae* tbey really 
eiia ia ibeee bodie* i but licb'« beat, wbiteaeea, or caUaeM, are aa 
■Mfe really ia ibew ilian •itWart* or paia i« ia aaaaa. Take a«ay 
tbe (rnMiioB of ihem ; In aot tbe eye tee ligbt ar r*lo«r«, aar ibe 
eart bear fiuada. let the palaie aot laair. Bar ihr aoaa aaiell. aad all 
culoar*. laMea, odtNirv aad anaaJi, a> tbry are tacb perticaUr idea*, 
vaaiab aad ceaae.v Loraa, bo^k ii. cbap. t. 

Bitbop Bcfkriry, it ia well kaowa, nieaded ibi« dactriae rem ta 
priaMry qaaliiira. aad tappoaed ib«t Batter iiaelf baa b«l aa ideal e«- 
iatcare. llo« alMll «e applj ihe biahop'a ibeary la ibal peri*>d arbicb 
preceded tbe fomaiion uf naja, wbca our aytiew af aeaeible ibiaga 
wet pradared, aad tbe •«■ aboae. aod tbe waieia iawed, vilboM aay 
aeaiieai bciag to vitaeta (bra 1 Tbe apectaior, wboaa WhieiaB aa^ 
pliea, will aranely aolte ibe difSittUy: -To apeak ny ai ad freely.* 
aeya be. ■ I believe ibil the McMiaa waa there actnally preaeai.*— See 
WaiiToa, e/f4« If<>#«4> Trraltaa. 

* Bvetiaa eaploja ibia argwaMni of ibe Nceptica. aaaaf bit caaaa- 
laiary refletioat apoo ibe eapiiarea af faae. ■ fjoad ^a^d difena- 
raa geatiuoa aorea later ae aiqae laeiiiKM diecaedaal, IN ^aad apad 
alioa Lade, apad aliee aapplirin digaaa ladiceiar f— Lib. ii. praaa 7. 
— %laay aaaaiag iaataace* of dieera-ty, ia iba ualaa. aaaaert. and 
awrala of dilfereai aaliuaa. aaay b« fttaad tbraagboat tlw vark* af 
Ibat iat*re«lia| aceplic Le Maibe le Vayer.— See Ue Opaanda Sref- 
li^ae, hie Ireatiaa • de ia Serte Setpii^ae.a aad. abaec all, tbaea Hia- 
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ikskf who w wise? — you '11 find the self-same man 
A sage in France, a madman in Japan ; 
And fiere some head beneath a mitre swells, 
Which there had tingled to a cap and bells : 
Nay, there may yet some monstrous region be. 
Unknown to Cook, and from Napoleon free, 
Where C*stl*r**gh would for a patriot pass, 
And mouthing M*lgr*vo scarce be deem'd an ass! 

« List not to reason^n Epicurus cries, 
• But trust the sense*, there conviction lies :» — * 
Alas! they judge not by a purer light. 
Nor keep their fountains more untinged and bright : 
Habit so mars them, that the Russian swain 
Will sigh for train-oil while he sips champagne; 
And health so rules them, that a fever's heat 
Would make even Sh*r*d*n tliink water sweet ! 

Just as the mind the erring sense > believes, 
The erring mind, in turn, the sense deceives, 

loguct, not 10 be fouad la h<t work«, which be publubed uodcr the 
Dane oflloralia* Tubero. — The chief objection to tbete writioQ* of Lc 
V«yer (agd it it a blemith which, I think, may be fall in iha Etprit in 
Lull), it ihe tntpicioa* obscurity of the tottrvet from which he fr«- 
quantly drawi hi* iniiancea, ao4 the iadiicriiniaatc ute which he make* 
of the lowett pnpulara of (ha library, thoia lyia(;iraTellen and woadai^ 
moafert, of whom Shaftesbury complaint, in hi* Advice to an Author, 
aa having tended in hit own time to the difTution of a very vicioiit tort 
of acepiiciam. Tol. i. p. 35a. Tfae Pyrrhonitm of Le yayer, how- 
ever, it of the moit innocent and playful kind ; and Villemandy, the 
author of Sccpiicitmue Oebellatut, cvempit him apocially in the decl«« 
ration of war which he denouncea againtt ihe other armed nentraU of 
the sect, in contideration of the orthodox limit* within which he has 
confined his incredulity. 

I This was also the creed of th<»te modem Bpicnrcaas. whom Ninon 
de I'Encloi collected around her in the Rue de« Tonrnelles, aud whose 
object seems to ha*e been to decry the faculty of reason, as tending only 
to embarrass our use of pleasures, without enabling us, in any degree, 
to avoid their abuse. Madame dr* Ilouli^ree, the fair pupil of Dea 
BarrvBUz in the arts of poetry and volupinousnesa, has devoted moat 
of her verses to this lanUable purpose, and is such a determined foe to 
reason, ih^^ in one of her pastorals, she congratulates her sheep on 
the want of it. St Evremont speaks thus upon the subject : 

■ Un melange iBCcrtaia d'csprit ct dc maii^re 
Nous fait vivre avec trop ou trop pru de lumi^re. 

Nainre, MAve-noas k la clarte de* anges, 
Ou nous abaise au sens des simples animaaz.* 

Which sontimenta I have thus ventured to paraphrase : 

Had man been made, at nature's birth, 

Of only flame or only earih. 

Had he been form'd a perfect ahole 

Of purely that, or (;ro«siy tki$. 
Then sense would ne'er have clouded soul. 

Nor soul resirain'd (he •cnse's bliia. 
Oh happy ! had bis light been Wrong, 

Or had he never shared a light. 
Which burns enough to show he's wrong, 

Yet not enough to lead him right I 

* See those verses upon the fsllarioosneas of (ho tenses, beginning 

■ Fallun( nos oculi,* etc. among tbe fragments of Petronina. The 

moat sceptital of the ancient poets was Euripides, and I defy the 

whole school of Pyrrho to produce a more ingenious doubt than the 

following : 

To fnf J% B^naxm 151. See Laen. in Pyrrh. 

Socratea and Plate were the grand sources of ancient tcepticisn. 
Cicero lellt us (de Orator, lib. iii.), that they auppUcd Arceailas with 
the doctrines of (he Middle Academy ; and how much theac resembled 
the tnaeis of the Sceptic*, may be seen even in Setiua Empirictts(lib. i. 
<ap. 33), who, with ail hi* diatinctinas, can scarcely prove any differ- 
c«ce. On c i« aorry to iind that Epicurus wa« a degautist; and 1 r*. 



And cold disgust can find but wrinkles there. 

Where passfon fancies all that 's smooth and lair. 

' * * *, who sees, upon his pillow laid, 

A fece for which ten thousand pounds were paid, 

Can tell, how quick before a jury flies 

The spell that mock'd the warm seducer's eyes! 

Self is the medium least refined of all 

Through which opinion's searching beam can Ml; 

And, passing there, the clearest, steadiest ray 

Will tinge its light and turn its line astray. 

Th' Ephesian smith a holier charm espied 

In Dian's toe, than all his heaven beside; * 

And true religion shines not half so true 

On one good living as it shines on two. 

Had W — lc — t first been pension'd by ilie Throne, 

Kings would have suffer d by his praise alone; 

And P — ine perhap<<, for something snug per ann.. 

Had laugh'd, like W — II —sly, at all Righu of Man! 

Rut 't is not only individual minds 

That habit tinctures, or thnt interest blinds; 

Whole nations, foul'd by falsehood, fear, or pride. 

Their ostrich-head^ in si'lf-illuMon hide : 

Tims England, hot from Denmark's smoking meads. 

Turns up her eyes at Gallia's guilty deeds; 

Thus, selfish still, the .same dishonouring chain 

She binds in Ireland, she would break in Spain ; 

While praised at distance, but at home forbid. 

Rebels in Cork are patriots at Madrid ! 

Oh! trust me, Self can cloud the brightest canse, 

Or gild the worst; — and then, for nations' laws ! 

Go, good civilian, shut thy useless book. 

In force alone for laws of nations look. 

Let shipless Danes and whining Yankees dwell 

On naval rights, with Grotius and Vattel, 

While C — bb — t's > pirate code alone appears 

Sound moral sense to England nud Algiers ! 



I 



ther think hia natural temper would have led h:m to tbc 
scepticism, if ihe Stoic*, by tbeiv violent opposition, Im4 not : 
to be a* obstinate a* (brm*«lves. Indeed Plutarch, is ropoitsng eauH 
of hit opinions, represent* him a* delivering ibcm with cottd er sH i 
hesitation. E-rtKOUfOC Otz/fV ttfrcytlOtTlttt TOC/TO*?, »X^ 
/MIICC TOf ir^P^O/MITOt/. Be Placii. Philosoph. lib. ii. cnp. il. | 
See also ihe 3i*t and aad chapters. But that the trading cknractr*- { 
ittirt of tbe sect were seir-suf^iency and dogmaliaat, appsart frf 
what Cicero aays of Velleiat. De Natur. I>eor. — • Tuia Vcllciaa, Sit^ 
(ur tanc, nt tolcnt isti, nihil tam vercns quam ne dabttare alt^aa den 
videretnr.a 

* See Acts, chap. lii.; where every line reninda one of tbcae r^ I 
vcrend crafitmen who arc so ready Co cry out—* The cbuRb ilia , 
danger !■ 

a For a ccnain man named Demetrius, a silveraonitb. vbtcbaade ! 
silver shrines fur Diana, brought no small gain unto tho cnfumca: 

• Whom he railed togeiher, with ihe workmen of like onmfamm, 
and said. Sirs, ya know that by tbi* craft we have our wealib : 



• So that not only (hi* our craA i* likely to be aet at 
but aUo (hat (he lemplc of the great goJdee* Dtaaa alMwy be d^ : 
*pi*edi* etc. etc. | 

s With mo*t of this writer's latter politics 1 coafena I fowl • mset 
hearty roncnrrcnre, and prtbaps, if I were an f-UigliahauM, mrj flUe 
might lead me to arquiesce in that sytiem of lawleaa. aaUaailcil aato , 
reignty, which he claims so boldly for hit country at sea i bai. viewing ' 
(he question somewhat more dis>nierat(edlj, aihl aa a frlcad talbc 
common right* of mankind, I cannot hdp thinking that the dactrine* 
whUb be mainuined upon the Copenhagen cipeditioa aad ibc dilCi^ . 
cnce* with America, would establish a species of maritiaw tyraaay. as - 
ditcrediuhle to the character of England, aa it woalil be BalliaQ aad ■» 
ju*t to ihc oilier natioaa of the world. 
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the Sceptic, in thetr |>arty dayn, • 
It oa neilker shrine the balm of praise ! 
lo pension poui% its annual fruits, 
unccure spootioeuus «h<iotH ; 
e meed thai rrown'd I>on II — kh — m't rhyme, 
le e'er, in dreams of future time, 
dovy forms of sleek revethious rise, 
> Scotchmen s second-Mglitiil eyes ! 
tlial looks to time's arrusiii^ leaf, 
hig and Tory, thief opposed to thief, 
side in lofty shamr are seen. • 
wdom's form hangs crucitinl hotveen — 
•rd — tt, who such rival rogues can see, 
rom bo^ to hone»ty and thee 7 

ivith the world's hewilderiug maze,' 
of finding, through its Wfnly way«, 
T of truth, the busy rrond vfv shun, 
le shadn of iraof|uil learning run, 
y a doubt pursues ! ^ how oft wr sigh, 
tones i-h.irm. to think that hiktorii.'S lie! 
re grave rnmuu^l>^, at tho bent, 
igr — ve s 4 but more clumsy tluu the rest ! 
lume's seductive pagn brguilc<l, 
Cliarles was just and Str.iffnnl mild ; ^ 
himself, with |>arty pi'ncil, draws 
h a hero, m for tlie good old cause !w ^ 

avt b«rraiicd from lltipi — Utt aw4 A^m»ff P*rlitmu»t$. 



iUlioa oflbr chip it oar of lbcrlii«f dinitujiirtwliiib !■> 
«oi« r y of iIm loMijiiwiir «i ■»• ; aad ibc i-jbuIi jbiI burrj 
|B«lly vaf4Ti>ar«bl' i« ibjt c«lai levrl nf m%m4 wbub it ar«« 
n ia^uirvr after iruib. 

'•■ iim#, onr iBi>drM <• rplir. ia ibr abtcMra of iroib, <»■- 
rif wiib pr>-lMbiiiiie«. re«cMlil-ng ia ihi« rrt|ir<i iboar 
rarlopr, «bii. «bcu ihry fi«uail ilui ibej ci»ulJ ■•>! p«»t^i 
,\m%*\t. very w'ucU rrt<i|vrd (a put wp wiib hrr na)di| 

-e •&ifa^«iT<uc.— i'>«>i>''>b riif 1 llcuimi A^flr^iic. 

anoatwufk, ennilH • H«ir<iiont up«a Lrdrning,* •nitrn 
of A|;npp«'* • [>• Vanitair ikirDii^niai,* bat aycb Biur# 
•4 •kilfully fsnulnl. 

(••rian of ibr in«b rrbelliaii* h*% euirun rtrn bit p r t d « cw - 
•■Miatk, Sir Jobn TrmpI'. fni wbo*# tbaractrr witb rrtpett 
iba rr«der m^y tnntwli c:«nr'« CollrtiKni nf (Innoad'i Ori- 
%, p. Jtr^. Sre altu l)r Neivoa't accoMal of him, in ibc la- 
ta ibe artaad voluwr tif bis llitiurii . Colli ii. 

rada StrafTiird* roaJiiti a« • ian<tcrai aaii r«ea Ijwlalilc* 
\* apiiit, aiirakingi (if iba atlnirarv •rntrnir* of the 9ur 
!• Myt — • Ttir MTfriu of ibr Siar Cbamb«-r, wbirb waa gr- 
illed to i^rfd't paMioiice diip<'*iiii>n, «aa parbapa, ia it- 
i|ut blamrablr. ■ .S<r Towaaa upit* Humfl. 

Inibility iif trmprr *nA upiaina, vlikb ibr habit* of arrp- 
lo ralrwLitf^ to piiiduir, arr ihut pl«i4rJ for bt Mr Koi. 
f kkricb of Miinmuaih to nhkb 1 alladf ; and ibia part of 
f the bifiurian aijy lir ib<'Uglii lo batr draan for bimvilf. 
I* moat conapiroKua fMiurra in Ilia ibjractrr acmt to have 
larkabU, an-l, at tume ib'iili. a tulpaMr drgr»» of Inibi- 
aurb a ditpoaiii-io it prrferable ii> iit oppnaiia eitrama 
■iticd by all, who thmk ibat mudetiy, even ia nmt* u 
ly alli*d lo witdum ihao rixitvil and trlf-tufbiif ac). H« 
•atitlly contid^ird ihr political, or indrrd \h* (jaRcral lon- 
c, aaay potti|>'« go aiM furibrr, and may rank a «illiB|;Braa 
accd, or. in tome i-«art. rvrn vitbuat ronTitiioa. to roa- 
ta opioiva tn lUat of tiiliar mm, amnac ib^ pnaripal ia- 
ia iba compoaitioD of prjiiinl «i*-lnm • — Thr Vrpiic't 
>f coniraaioa, bnwrrcr. ariaci more fr4>m ■nrrrtainly thaa 
mora from a aaapiciwn ibat bit oan itpmion ma) be «r«ag, 
tay prraiMtioa ibui llw upmiiin 9( hia advrrtary it right, all 
,< vat llic lourtroa* and ttrptiral formula, aitb nbirb tba 
r accuttiimcd to rrply to iba tUlvmrnw of ambama^*rt.— 
t Stmie n'ortkiti, art. Mir Tbomat Wiat. 
liaCoriral fragmaat of Mr Fos. «c laay apply abai Pliay aayt 
uatinitbed carkt of i«l«brai«4 artNit— a ia iragciaia caiK 



Then, rights are wrongs, and victories are defeats, 
As French or English pridi.> the tale repeats ; 
And, when they ifll Corunna's story o'er, 
They 11 diMgree in all, but honouring Moore! 
Nay, future pens, to flatter future courts, 
Mhv rite perliaps the I*.irk-guns* gny reports. 
To prow lh;it England triumph'd on the mom 
Which found her Junot's jest and Eurojie's acorn! 

In science too — liow many a aystem, raised 
Like Neva's icy domes, awhile hath blaied 
With lights of fancy and with forms of pride. 
Then, melting, mingled with the oblivious tide ! 
Aoii^ Earth usurps the centre of the sky, 
yaw Newton puts the paltry pliinet by; 
iVotv whims revive bciicilli Descartcn's ' pen. 
Which noiti. assail'd by l^n-ke's, expire again: 
And vklieu, perhaps, in pride of cliemic powers, 
We tliiuk the keys of Nature's kingdom ours, 
Some Davy's magic touch the dream uiiseitles, 
AimI turns at once our alkalis to metals'. 

Or. should we mam, in ineiaphysic maze. 

Through fair-built theories of former days, 

S<>iue Dr — mm— d ' from the north, more ably skill'd. 

Like other <«oihh. to ruin than to builil. 

Tramples triumpliant through our fanes o'ertlirown, 

Nor h-aves one grace, one glory of his own ! 

Oh l<eaming! I..eaniing! wliat<u>c'er thy boast, 
irnk'Iler'd minds have taught and charni'd us most: 
The ruiir, unread Columbus ma<* our guide 
To worlds, which learu'd l^clantius had denietl. 
And one wild Sliakspeare, following Nature's ligfau, 
Is wortli whole planets, fill'd with Siagyriies! 

See grave Theology, when once she strays 
From Revelation's p;ith, what tricks slie plays! 
How many various heavens hath Fancy's winff 
ExplomI or touch'd from Papias' dovku to King! ^ 
And hell itself, in Indi i nought but smoke, ^ 
In Spain 's a furnace, and in France — a joke. 

mendatloait dolor «tt manat, cam id agrrcl, estiortJr.a Lib. uiv. 
<ap. J. 

I Dearartc*. «bo it rnntidrrrd at thr parent of auidf ra treptiriam, 
tayt, ibat ibrrn it notbmi; in ibr «bi-lii raagr wf pbiloaopb) abicb 
doet aol admit of \m« uppotii* o|iinioi*t, and which it not infol««d in 
dottht and anrrrttiaty. • la rbil»topbu aibil adhar rrperiri. dr ^ao 
non ia utramqua partem diiputaiur, bi>c ctl. quwd aoa til imeriam rl 
dabium.a Caatrodi ia another «if onr modrm trepiMt, aad Wrdder- 
I kopff. in bit Dimerlaiinn . D. Nepti- iamo priifann pt tacro • (Argea- 
leraf. ifi6C}, bat dea»nnipd l.raimwa at a f.>llover i>f rjrrbo. for b<a 
opini<>aa upon the Trinity, and wimr eibrr tabjeitt. Tu ihete if ae 
add Ihe aam't of Bay>, M«llrl>r«H<bc, iKydrn. Locke, eu. ru., I 
tUiak tbrrc it an oaa nbo aced be atbamrd of doubting ia tach cam- 
pa ay. 

• Sra tbtt crailrman't Aradrmic Qaeetina*. 

* Papiat lieed atioiit ike time of the Apoatlet, aad ia aappoaeJ lo 
have giren binh l'» the berrav «'f the (Uiiliatt*. wboae bcavea nat hr 
no mean* of a tpiiilaal B«tuir. bm rather aa antii^pation af tbr l*n»- 
pbrt nf llrrj'a riyvium. Srr Futebiut llitt. Enlrtiatt. lib, lii. rap. }3. 
aad Hirronym. de v«ripior. Kr«le«ia*i.— tboagb. fr«>m all that 1 ran 
iind ia ibete aatbortruatrrnini; Papiat. it teemt hardly fair lo impaie 
tn bim tbnte grott ima(pnatioat in whirb ibe helictert of tba teataal 
milleaaium iadnlgrd. 

* Kine, in b't Mi<rteit of Oiiiciam, tol. i. luppaaea the taa la be 
tbe recepui le of birttcd tpiriia. 

• Tbclndiaat (all bell a the Hoate of Smoke.. See Pieart upon the 
neligian of tbr Baa'ant. The reader abti it rarioui aboat iafaraal 
BBUCfv IM) la fl4ilicd by roataliiaf RMca dc lafrrae. pafUC«l«H> 
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Hail, modest igaoraoce ! thou (joal and prixe, 
Thou last, best knowledge of the humbly wise! 
Hail, sceptic ease ! when error's waves are past, 
How sweet to reach thy tranquil port * at last. 
And, gently rock'd in undulating doubt. 
Smile at the sturdy winds which war without! 
There gentle Charity, who knows how frail 
The bark of Virtue, even in summer's gale, 

lib. i{. rap. 7. 8, whtrc h« vill fiad the predtr Mrt of fire MMrtaiatd 
i» wfakb vidicd tpiriu are to b« bumcil horcaf^r. 

1 a Ch^re Scepti^ae, doare pitnre do mon ane. ot TaaiqiM port do 
•alot k ua eaprit qoi aime le repoo !■ La Motbi &t VAria. 



Sits by the nightly 6 re, whose beacon glows 
For all who wander, whether friends or foes ! 
There Faith retires, and keeps her white sail forl'd. 
Till call'd to spread it for a purer world; 
While Patience lingers o'er the weedy shore. 
And, mutely waiting till the storm be o'er. 
Turns to young Hope, who still directs his eje 
To some blue spot, just breaking in the sky! 

These Are the mild, the blest associates given 

To him who doubts, and trusts in nought bat Heavea! 



^Btitfi Of ^tta(t^ott« 
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ADVERTISEMENT. 



It may be necessary to mention th.it, in arranging 
the Odes, ■ the Traa«(lator has adopted the order of the 
Vatican MS. For those who wish to refer to the ori- 
ginal, he has preBxed an Index, which marks the num- 
ber of each ode in Barnes and the other editions. 
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TuVcc flrvr' ^i>.ic^c 
*I>.at;ocyi>arv txiiro, 
Mt6i/arf Tf Xdu >.(/ei^tff * 
AjUC< fitt/T'<T CI ^' c;ar^ic 
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O y^fXN T9( Ti«c KaSxpc 
Errcifi, 4^/C"c c'<ig%(/c * 
O /f /.li/xai ^if^u^itffi 

H J^ Of j(«v ^CTotrrac, 
204IH TTvr' ••f O/.i/jUTOi; 
E«^»y AvoucsiiTTflt, 
h0^^«9«t TC</C tfurctf, 

T^bfjiu^iATTAt fin * 
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K«>.fo(/ny ei sx^i^ati, 
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'ait ,$ioT&t/ 7a>nv*» 
^i^.tarv juAhig-x irxfTttiy 

Tic 0T^aTf poc /uty f o j 



. REMARKS 

OR 

ASACUF.ON. 

Therl i« \ery iiule known uitli crruinty of the lifi; of 
An.icrcon. Qiamxlcou llrr-iclroti-*,* vho wrote upou 
llie •tuhject, has been lo^t in the gener.il wreck of an- 
cient literature. The editors of the poet hare collected 
the few trifling anrrdot«-N which are scattered through 
the extant authors of antiquity, and, (upjilying the de- 
iiciency of niatcriaU by lictiom^ of thnr own imagina- 
lii>u, they have arranijcd, what th'-y call, a life of Ana- 
iTcou. Thr>e spi-cious f.iliricatiiius an- intended to 
indiil(re ili.u interest wliicli we natur.tlly feci in the bio- 
graphy of illustriou<« men; but it U i.tiher a dangerous 
kind of illu>ion, a« it confounds lite limits of hijktitry 
anil romance,* and is too often supported by unfaithful 
cttiition.^ 

Our |>oet was honi in the city of Ti'-«is, in tlie delicious 
region of fonia, where every thin(; respired voluptuouv 
ncsit.^ Tlie time of his birth apjMMrs tn have been in 
the sixth century before (Ilirist. ' and he flourislied at 
that remarkable p«Tiotl ulim, und« r th» polished ly^ 
rants liippardius and I*ulycrati-s, Athens and Samos 
were the rivul asylums of geiiiu«. llie name of his fa- 
tlierii diiublful, and therefore cannut bi: \ery interest- 
ing. Ilis family wa^ pi-rhaps illustrious but tho<e wlio 
discover in Plato that he wa^ a desrcndaut of the mo- 
narch Coilrus exhibit, ns usual, more xcal tliau accu- 
racy.* 

The disposition and talents of Anacreon recommended 
him to the monarch of Sainos, and hr was fbrmetl to 
be the friend of snrli a priuce as Polycrates. Suscep- 
tible only to the plr.i<iures, he felt not the corruptious 
of the court; and while Pythagoras fled from tlie ty- 
rant, Anacreon was celebrating his praises on the lyre. 
We are told too by iMaximus Tyriut, (lut by the intlu- 
ence of his am.itory songs he stifirnrd the mind of 
Polyerates into a spirit of bcnevulrun- towards his sub- 
jects." 

< Up i« (|Hoi> J hy AilirnTUt f v Ttt ^f f I TiU AVdUf f CTTCC* 

* Thr Iliuiir* if Aiijiiion, li^ Mi-iuicur G^i-i-n (l« pnrW una far4) 
it priili««rJU a rMn(in>-ri nAr <iu#» M^ilrm.i-t'.le .Sniirri, rrt-m vI>ab 
h" l.iirfKdril U|p iJra, prnlniil to liUtonc^l vcr^i lt> in lirr a>roiinl of 
Anjrrroa aBJ fta|>phii. TlietCi ihrn, arit iiU'-walilr. But liow raa 
Bamet be rorgif«iii wlio, «itli all the riinti<i--nf'r i.f • liK-graphrri 
irarn rrer) waadriinf; of iht* pnrt, ami ■•tiirt l.iia io hi* uiJ age *t 
» muniry ftlU nrar Tro»f 

* The fp.rurJ Mvnurur lUvle h^t ilrtr, |i>J luiine iiifiJi lilira nf 
quniatiun in l.e Fctie. Sf-t* liiatomnttirt Miituriifnt. eir. MaJaiM 
l>«rier it nut morn aourair dun hi-r father i they bar* aliHMl Btedr 
Anarreon uriiHe rainitcr lit iIik iiK^nan'h of Samo*. 

' Th« Afiaiii* wire at ri'Uurl^ble fur ifpniut at for l«iury. • la- 
gCRia Anatiea iailytj |i«-r|>fnb« ficerr pcxtf* AuaCrcoa, ia4« Mia*- 
nerBua et Aniiuiavhut,* dc. — ^tulinut. 

■ I bare aot alt'-mptrj |.> ili-liiir ih" parlirular Olyaipiail, bat 
hava ailnptril ihi- i<i«a uf Bi^lr, wlm «nt, ■ Jr n'ai puiut marque 
(i'Oijmpiailt . <jr, punr uii litmmp i|ui a vem H5 ant, il Mr aeiable 
qar Toa nr Ji.ii poiut •'rntfinitr dam ilea \tvTnt% ti eiraile«.« 

* Thit laittikr i* fouuilrJ nn a fjli<: inii*rpm4tiun nf a very ob- 
*ii>ui {va^MQe ia I'lalo'a LtultiQiio on Teinprrjm r ; il nrijinale.! witlt 
Madame Duvirr, ami ha* beeu rrrri«a-J iaipliriily by auny. (^il> 
a |jtn ediiur nf Anacicon, ««-eB* >•• ilaim la himM-lf the iBcrit of Je- 
ti'ding tbi* rriofi but liable l.aJ nbarrred It before him. 

7 AvAA^flflfv lAixit.it IToXC/X^ctTiiv ijutfeen, —Maun. 
Tyr. H SI. M^vimu* T«riii< mi nlioai tbia 4nioii;; niba-r inatanret nf 
the iaflurnre ofpoeiry. If Gail had read Maiiwu* 'I>iiut, hn» coald 
be ridiiule tbii idea iu Moatoanct, •• unaulbrniiiJltdf 
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The amours of the poet and the rivaUhip of the ty- 
rant ' I bhall pa&s over in silence; and tliert* arc few, I 
presume, who will rei;ri>t the omission of most of thove 
anecdotes, whirh the indastry of some editors hn» uol 
)nlv proniult;cd hut discussed. Whatever is repugnant to 
uiodesty and >irtue is cousidercd in cthicai science, hy 
a supposition very favourable to humanity, as impos- 
sible; and this auiial>|e persn ision sliouhl he much 
more slrongly enterlaiui^d where the trausfjn'ssion wan 
with nature ns veil ns virtue. Hut why are we uot al- 
lowed to indul^^e in the prc^jumplion ? Why are we 
officiously reminded that there have been such instances 
of depravity .' 

llipparchus, who now maintained at Athens the power 
vviiii-ji his falhn- PiMstratiis had usurped, was one of 
diose ele(;aut princes who have {Kilished the feltc-rs of 
their subjects, lie was the tir>t, .icconliu;; to Plato, 
who edited the poi'ms of Homer, and comui mded them 
to be $un(; by the rluipsodists at the celebration of the 
Panathen.ea. As his court was the (jahixy of (;enias, 
Anacreon should not be absent, llipparchus sent a 
bar(;e for him; the p«)et embraced the invit-ition. and 
the muses and the loves were wafted with him to 
AtJiens.'* 

The manner of An iiri^ou's d(.-ath was siutjular. Wc 
are told that in the eighty-fifth year of his n|;e he was 
choked by a f;mpo-slone;^ and however wc may sniili> 
ac their enthusiastic partiality, who pretend tliat it was 
a peculiar iudul(>eace of Heaven, which stole him from 
the world by this easy and characteristic death, we can- 
not help admiring that his fate shouhl be so emblema- 
tic of his disposition. Cxlius («alca{;niuu<i alludes to 
this catastrophe in the fol]owin<; epitaph on our \wet: 

* Tlifiii hall--«'il . igri llioto li|'« wliivli |>>>ur'(l along 

A gri<|><^ li>« «.li><e(l for i->crl 
li<*r« l<-l tlir: irj V\\t ibc p4ift'« tiiiiili, 
llcii- In llie rtive !■•■ loTeii nil>i Ijuri^U bloniii, 

111 iMnii* iImi iio'tr tlull M-vrr '. 

Dm r.ir l>r- i!ii-u, nil '■ Tjr, uiilmly t'ltH"., 

Ry uliom llic raii-untr iniii«trrl ttf ibr Kiiit- 

Ki|«ir<Til lilt r„i\ bre^tb; 
Thy fioil biiiiii ir n.-tt Mu*bc» tn vovtett, 
I'nliol) till'- ! be fi-i-U h<' l-iw* ihif> Ir4«, 

binre jioiir ADddi-on't <lr4lb ! 

' In ihe ronuare nf Cleliu. tlie anrcdolr tii «bi«.*h I JiHudi- i* lo'd 
f>r a youuQ (;irl, «iih vbiint Aruci^on ffll in liirr uhiir nbr |m itnoaiitt 
tbc ijifd AiMiH'i in 4 ni4-b. fUii bi-rc M-iiliiuoivlir btuilrri con- 
•iiltdi nature- uiciv than iruib. 

* Tbnp ia a %ory iiitcir>lni|; Fri-icb |if.i-m roun'UJ U|ioa litis 
aurt'luli-, iinitoir'i (■• Ui->yTrlau«, jiii'l lallril i. Aiian'oa Cilo\cu.t 

: r^Iiiiiius aii|irdr< not to iiuil sfr\ iin|ili-.'iilY in tlii« ktury. 
■ U«« pa>«.r .iiiiiu tandciu Mifloialui, *• iitilinm* Suiilr iii CITC- 
TTCTMC j •«''• tiiiiu bcKT ni»rii« g'-iKrr prriaT trjduut •'..jiliii'Iriii.. 
Fjiiirii nililioilii-i. Gi.f<. lib. ii. i^ii. IJ. It ututl br innfrMci 
llijt Lillian, wbi- Icllt ii* tli^t S>pb«(lri wai rliiikr<I !■) u ;jrj|ii -ktnii", 
ill ibe »erv »jmc ircjtit*' niruii"ii» tlic bMijrvilj of Anai.ri-fii. ■•inl j i 
i« tilrnt im tbv maniirr nf bii Jialli. ('-ulil Iw have brta iijununi <if 
■ui-b a n-nurLibli- «.-oinii<l(*iiiC, i-r, kunnini;. i- ulj bi- bjir D'-^leClcii 
|i> rmiaik i( ! S- v Ut-[;uiir'* liiirO'luiriin tn bi* Aii.n reoii. 

* At to. vjni'f ><-iir\, aiiitiit tub lirtara iiiiril, 

C«i;ii'jp iljiuii ipii tilii »in'i> iier. 
Vbi, bvilrr.i', luiituliiiii. tuiit-tliioi x>t^, > inijilc luuri: 

lliik rii«4 ■>• riM-liiii Triiiili>(l><ri l<.c>. 
At viii^ |>i'ic>il bill)., |iii>itil biiii.' iflinti iji(.4>jt, 

(jii I- ■ iii.i'ji ilir.r |,iii!iilii, lira, iii-ci«, 
(Iri'diiiii in*' iiiiiiii« \ it' III j-iiii ttii-iltiii ^riiJir, 
111 t j|> III (4iituiil k|it-i- luii .iu*J ni Ia*. 

CrliiK Crfl< ji;iiiii 1* b.m ii J-i»li!t- i -ii iiiiiirfiril ilii- i-pii;iam» IIC TMV 
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Tliere can scarcely he iiii i(^iu<-i] a more delightful 
theme for tlie wartaes' Hperul.itions of fanry to wantoa 
upon, than tlie idea of an iiiiercoursc betwi-i'n Anacreon 
and Sappho. I could wi<^li to bclu-ve that tliey were 
coulemponiry: any thought of au inti-rchange helwcea 
hearts so congenial in wai inlli of p.i<i>iou and deluary 
of genius gives sii«'li play to the imagination, that tlicf 
mind loves to indul^;e in it; but the vision dissolves lii^ 
fore historical truth ; and Chamxieon and ilcrmesian.iK, 
who are the source of the supposition, are coiiMdrreJ 
as having merely iii(lul^;cd m a poetical anachronism.' 

To infer the moral dispositions of a poet from iIm 
tone of sentiment which pervades his wurks. is some- 
limes a very fallaiioiis analo;;y: but the suul of Ana- 
creon speaks so une(|uivoc.illy through his odes, that 
we MLiy consult them as the faitliful mirrors of liii 
heart. ^ Wc. find him there the elegant voluptuar?, 
diffik>ing the heiluctive charm of seiiitnieut over pas- 
sions and pro|H>nsitics at whit li rii;id morality ma<>t 
frown. His heart, devoted to indolence, seems to think 
that there is wealth enough in happiness, but seldom 
liappiuess enough in wealth; and the cheerfuloess with 
which he brightens his old age is intert*sting and eu- 
deiiring: like his own rose, he is fragrant even in decay. 
But the most peculiar feature of his mind i» f Ivil lovr 
of simplicity which he attributes to himself *o Tery levl- 
uigly, and which breathes charicteristiciilly llimugh 
all that he has sung. In truth, if ^^r omil ihijse vilt* 
in our e>iimate which ethnic religion not only conniTfil 
at hut consecrated, we shall say that the t1ut|>o<itioD of 
our poet was amiable; his morality was relaxed, but I 
not abandoned; and Virtue with her zune loosrned | 
may be au emblem of the character of AuacrouD.^ 

' liirBrk i« •onriii(-c-l of ll»e •iiii-bronitm of Anatiron Bnii ^s^iA.!} 
but very Qr.ilui:iiu»ly. In lilini^ bi* auilKirilir«, H i« klraa^r lUath' 
itrglrfirJ iIm- linr Mbicli Fulviu^ |ir«inu» 1m« i|n.ii«-J, «■ »f Am»itvm. 
antunQ tli« lrtliiu>iiiir« to Sappb(>: 

Fabrii lilt thiiikt ib^t tin-) niiQbt tiatebfin rmii^uijiorar). I «t tw— 
Arn tiii-ir amour ak 4 i^le uf inia;;iiiaiion. %u«»iu« rcj*'«tt the l4f« 
f aiirrly 1 a* .lUo OUut Ikiniibiu*, ctt. eii . 

* An Iialijii |Miri| ill »umr %enri on iWllcju'« ir.*ii»lali«« af A*a- 
«ii-oii, |>r*tvnJ« lu iuu{;iiip tbal uur ban! did ii»l frtJ m* Ik vf -^i- 

I.\jrum, Vrnrrtin. Cupffiiirmifue 
Sriii-« lu*it AiiaiT^on pi'i-i4. 
S<*il quu trmi'iiir net cap^ci-irr* 
Rui^abal lyjibo), iicc iiii|uiflii 
Ilrrlialnr anmnbu^. *i-d i|.«i« 
TanCiim rf■l^ibu■ n jui!« ailial>.il, 
Nullum pra- »r babiluin ytrfn^ amjat:*. 

To Lovr ami Rjiibnt. evnr jiuin^, 

Wbilc A.*;; I* .\o-i<'rrc>n inni-b'il ilir lyrr, 
II'- luitlirr Irll (III- Intrf b>- •■111^, 

Nrti lill'tl bi« bull I 1 1 IljCibut bi^hcr. 
Tliotr fluiii<.r« dax* bail r«Ji-d lonf, 

\Vlii:ii >--utb i-iuld ^i t ibf luvn'* part ; 
And pj>«ioii iriiubird in bii i'**ii',, 

Bui neviT, nxvcr reaibM bit btart. 

* Anjim-on'a iluraiirr \n» bem nir!rti:ily iiluiir<'J. Barwr* I ff * 
i>n it villi •-iilbuiiavlii: jdiairj|ii>n. biil bo i* altt.iy* curat .icaul. 'fa -I 
•^mriinie* CTcn profane. Monsieur Ikillcl. vr||,> ;« ia ib« opf«ii'" 
cxtieoir. r\am<erBii.>« tun inu-li ibc ii-ttimonirt «bi(li Uf liat ma^ihrrf: 
and «•- iinnoi lurily agrro wiib bini irbeu be f itra aurli ■ eoMfilmi 
Aibenrut, av • ••» d«* plui Mtan* irilii{iic« tir I ■ulit|B'lc.a-->Ja(^ 
mi*iit di-Ji >avdiit, M.C.V. 

nirnc4 lould not bari: r<?ad tbc pi««i(|e tn wlnt;)i I e r«frra, «U»H 
M-,im ■% l.<- Orrt- of li.>viir; nnkiiird our pocl'a i-|iarar:rr •« • mt^ ** 
k.i--n|-,!iiii«', ibr Unto in quc%ii>in in nuni.'i *i irony, in ailwnos i<> >■'-' 
ir|iri'lii-H>ii-n «bivb l.p I «-vr« bad luffi'ii-d f.^i )ii» An»e'Kv*%i acJ i> * 
i-iidrni tli4i piaite rallii-r iban ■•-(e'Uii^ 1* ■utimai.-tl S^c Ja^aafi 
Viilpiii* dc l]tililalc l'oiiicc«, u !.o lia.liralVH iihi |M»t I'a rr|<aia'>>*- 
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of hh |wr^m .iiiii pliysiii<;iiniiiv tiiiir lus prrscrvfMl 
Mich um-rrtain iiii'iiinri.iU. iliii |N>rh:ip« il werr lwiti>r 
to li-avir thr pniril to fun v ; •iinl f<-v.- r;in rrn<l :lie (><lr« 
nf Ao-irri-oa willioiit iiiM;:iiiiiii; tin' form of liir aiii- 
in»Ced old kini, i'ruv\iii-<l wiili roM.-s.aiKl .%iti;;iiii; !» liir 

Aftrr itie «prv *-niliiitij«lir culoiiiiims UrstowrtI liv 
llir anricnt^ and inoiU-niH upon tin- |iorin<i of Aim- 
creon,' wr ni-ril not In* liifiidcnl in i>x)in>«<in;; *iiir 
rapnirr<i at tlu'ir Ih- luly, nor li*-<iiLil<^ to proiioiim-r 
clMm UiP mnM polUlu'd rrm.iin* of niitiquity/* Tli'>y 
arp :iJI iNMniy, nil rnrliautinrniJ ll«* sli-als ii-i so in- 
^mtibly nion,; >ftitii liim, lli.it wo <yiiipitlii/i- i-mmi in 
lii^ nt'rM<*«. Ill his :iin.i(orv w\vs. ilu-rn in :i ili-liciry 
of compiimcnl not to In* ffnnd in any oilit r .mi-init 
poet. Lovtf al ili:il pi-riiMl m.is nilii-r :ui nnniimtl orno- 
cioo ; aod tlir inirri'our^ nf tin* ->»'xvs v i« •iniin.ilnl 
more by ptMion than ^rnCinifnt. TIm'V km-w not iImim- 
lillle ieadrrnr^'4^ wliirli form ilii' spiritual part of affn - 
ijoa ; ifaeir rxpmsion of fiflini; va* tlierrforr rude and 
un« ari^, and tbv |M)i-iry <if I.o%o drprivoil of Its nitKi 
captivaliDf* i;r.K*i'«. Anarniin, liowr\<^r, ati.iinnl «oiiif 
ideas of ibis i;jllaniry ; and the s-inie di-iirai-y of mind 
fffiiich led liini to tbis ri*linrincnt prevenipcl bim from 
yirklini* to the frr«doin of lan(;iia;;r, wbirb \\m sullit^i 
ibe pa^n of all tlie otber poeti. Hi* dcftcriptiuns arr 
warm; but the warmtb it in Ibr idras, not ibo «ordi. 
He ia uportive without bring wanton, and anirntmitbout 
being liceotioui. liisportic invrntinn is mo«t bnlliantiy 
displayed in tbnse allegorirai fn-tioiH vbicli mi many 
have endeavoiirrd to imitate, brrautc all lia\r ronfrssrd 



* Jftbaasrt Fabrr, ia lii< •!<>«> rip'mn of th^ r<-in r-f rrviani n>^n- 
lidB* a h«B'l <■■ a vrj (•■'audIiiI rorurliin. wliicL ti« •u|ipr-*r't •• .ti^nrn 
ia ■ ria|; bt toH« ■■Imiii-r ^^ iIif |>net. In ili^ I- «>n-'>i;'<|-liij < f r^jinni 
tbcr* i« a tnuthful li'dul cif Aiun^on rrmn « (irf.ijii in-<il. •ii|>i I'lr 
letter* TtI02 I'rtiimi il , i«i ill* rr»i»r«r tli^re* ■■ i %• j-i.inr. liii|.|> 
iaf> a %^»»T in liia riglil hanil. an-i • d«i|[iliiii in |li>> IrTl, rnili i>i' ■' nrd 
TlANflN, iaKflbril. • mlradiH i ilcntii^rr (m\» CiiiiiiH < bx «(ii^llc 
riiudini la rctaiaai'to in bunnir ilrl kio ■ oiiii- iiii>i|j piifU.* I'li«re 
•• m\** ••H*B{ th^ 'lini *'( ilc Wilii<> nni* «lii<b. llimi^li i( lii-ar* oo 
■ni|y, ««t priit-al-lv airutk !•• lb<! lafmory nf Aiijrr>->in It bai ih^ 
vMii THIAN) riM>!rr|p>i villi m i*t rr<i-JiQ. ■ At i|.iiiliii r<?«picil 
li«c (er«<aa Aaacrcantcn, nuliilrm hririimf • — tla WilJi;. 

* Baai'lca llin*> «lii- li air rii^nl, l>r uri-t- liimn*, elrriftt, rpi|>r-iin«. 
■tc. Somr iif ill' «[>•;;! lint tiill •'titl. Ilurjir 4llMd<i to a pr-4iii ff 
bi« apoa tb'' rivalry rtf r.ir>r <ii-l I'rnrlup* in ib« «lirrliiiH» iif I'l]>i'-', 
lib. I. od. 17 Tlip kHiolijvt iipnn Mi'«iiil»T nt^ • rrjniB'ni froia a 
porai apiin ajft'p by Aajrrroa, ^nJ alltil'iil'-a in bim likrvi*)* a wat- 
Jiciiul trrilii». rulgriiiiiH iii«i<liiiii4 a «r-.rk ui \u* U|Ki'i iIi« vjt 
hmtwmrn J-ipiirr atiil ('■• I'iian*, inJ the ••ri,<;in of ili* ioii4rrralii>ii *'t 
tilt •a(;ir. 

* S*« Hor jro. Maiiaiii* TTriii*. rir. ■ flit %iy\v (*it« S~ili(;rr) ■• 
•waal«r ihan ihr ju'rq •fib*' tnilitn t%-fA.» I* • • (i- et. lib. i. •'<|i. i{. 
— • FroBi llir •i.li'ieti uf 1)1* r> i*>*« (*•<«■ OIjh* lt>>niiliiu<) llie anfirm* 
|i«ainwp(l iia him ibr «pilhi|i •arit il<-lii.il«, \;-A-^tiA, rii.> tli'^ci- 
taiioKC* Aca-I'mirr, d* I'ocii* '•i«>. a.— NjJiiI-r a(i4iB pr>i»fi bim in 
■ |taia 1 ipr^liiiii; of |li^ yUl^ CiC> "'' ■■■'^t ■ Ani'r'nn aairai fi<>H titlnm 
4l«Hii hn ^t/V, kcd Mijai ill ip*i« m< IU.«— ^<i ibr pMaag' i>f lla|iiii, 
quatrtl liy all ihr liJiioM. I ranu'il f>inil 'iiin-: lh« fntlnwinf; w*r\ 
•IHriird ipiHlropb' of ib<? jullini ^^ ibi- <^iiiiuicni^r\ priiiir>l tu ibe 
Car^a rdiii-ia: 'O vu*, «uMiiiii;« anim-i-. ta*. Ajiolliuia aluiMni. qui 
pnai NBHBl AlcBianrm in tui.i lli llail' Urinin |i<ir*jm ei<u*<-iUilU, 

• olaitli*. aai|>lihia«ti«, ii'mi'i th* an uliu* iMi-|M«in rurrii tatra <|ui 
Tai'* ciniiiri *rl luiiirr i.inil.iri' tcI mrin kU4*ilil« |-i'i««iit pr^-rt- 

I ptirril** ^e likr«i*a Vinicnr-- IWarini dilli it-;; I'l.itir. Itiwo j'rimn, 
I p. 97.- Aniitni; tb^ Hiiniii -M f'.aialirr ^t■•rill■t, ilirre it i.in of Ana- 

• rron IiOjMnnin,-; Citi^jrivmi I4 frcnic. eti . en. 
■ « Wp niaf periri/f- • «■«■ Vi-nini • ili.ii ilir ■imiinn nfl|i««i>rd« 

I oniiiii'k rrrt louib !<• ibi? •crnltir*! ui lui >it't- • li'Ury Sirpbrn 
r- in.irV> ill*- •imr |. m'iIi in 1 ii-i|r < ■■ Mi* I- 1 .«>fi>iirili o-Jc Ibi* 
li^r«* nf iif raiinn i« hi* iii(i>i 41 rn. ■•!■>■■ ,ii>r. ibr inaHl^rn wriiff* 
«il Iu«rallia aad Batia bari* rt-liii-nl i< !■■ m ivrt* «bi-b il-*tiroya ibc 

a • 
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tli-in tit Im* iiitmililile. Simplicity is the di^tini'Tuisliill^ 
fiMNirc of tlii'so odr«, and tlicy inlrrr-i by ilirir inno- 
rrni-r. vtliilr ilnv fi«« imip by tlii-ir iH'antr; tlir-v arr, 
iuilfnt. till- inTinio of tlu* Muses, and may be said to lisp 
in niiiiilt' t- 

I -L.ill not bi' amisfd of rntbn«iastir partialitv by 
lliOHf «liii liavo nM.la:id fi'It tlir nri(;iiij| ; bni to ollirm 
1 am ronM'ion^ that tliis sbonid not bi» ibr l.ini;unf*i.' of 
a iranslitor. v^lioso faint rHlectiim of iliiNr l)i-autii-« can 
IhiI little jii->(ifv bis ailniiration of iliciii. 

In tlu- :ii:i> iif AnaiTPon mnNii* and poetry wrrr inso- 
parablc. Tlitoe kiiiiinil tah-ntN uti-rif for a lonj; liim- 
aviOi*iat<-(l. and the )>«K>t al^^av^ «nn(; iiis n#n rompo- 
^i lions to till* Ivre. Il is iifubaldc ibat llu*v Wfn* not 
liTt to any rej^ul.ir air, hut miIk r a kind of mnsiral re* 
riiaiion, v.biili ua« xariod atrnrilinj; to ilu* fam-y anil 
fci'lin(;s of tilt* momnit.* Tin- p'>i nmof Anarrron «i>rr 
sunj; at iMnipK'ls »« Liti" as llii* time of Anins (irltiiK, 
wlio trils IIS that br branl one of tbr odes |MTfornied 
at n hirlb-«l-iy cnti-ri.iinnirnt.' 

Tbe sin;;nlar hraiiiy of our port** tl vie, and perhaps 
the canli-'is farilitv with which be ap|MMrs t<> lu«e 
irilbil, lia\e indiirrd. as I remarked, a iiumlMT of imi- 
tationt. Some liavp Kiirrcfile*! with wnndrrfiil friirity. 
as may In- diM-cnird in tbe fpw odes which are atlri- 
buti-<l to writers of a later p*>rio<l. Rut none of his 
emulators have bi'cn so dangerous to bis fame as those 
Greek errlrsi.isti«'s of the early aj;es. who, eonsrious of 
inferiority to ibrir prototypen, determine<l on rem«ivint{ 
tbe possihility of comparison, atnl, iiiHler a scmblaoce 
of moral wmI. ile«troynl tbe most t-xqnisite treasures 
of .iniiqnity.^ Sappho and AIctu* were among llie vic- 
tims nf this \iol.ition; and tbe sweetest Mower* of (rre- 
<:ian literature fi'll licne.itb the rude band of ecriesias- 
ticul priNiiiiiptioii. It is true they preti-ndeil tliat this 
sa<-rilife nf genius was eanoni/ed by tbe interests of 
relij;iiMi : but I have already assij'iied the most probable 
inotisp .' .Hid if (IreRorins Nnri:in7enuA hail not written 
An irrioiiiii-.. we niinlit now p«Tlia|is lia\e the works of 
the Trim iiiiiiiiilililed, and bo enijMi^ered to say <"»• 
nltini;ly willi llor.n-o. 

Sji. 11 I'.i. 1 ■•liin liitii Aiit<r«>iin 
|l- It-til naa. 

The zeal by wbieb iboso bishops profissed to be nrtu- 
ali.ll ga>e liirth more iiinuoondy, indeed, to an absunl 

> In thr Piri« ^diii<n :h'-rr *rp fuur uf l!ie nrijinil ndra afl to 
niH*ii. bv ■iii»«-n« l,r s., „|^ (mm^o. M*IiuI, and rbemMiti. • Oa 
titanic du Ljlin -t df riijlirn.- at** tliil, . Hiitli|iif fi'ii mta» Ma« 
Il « enipnJi c ■ tiiii • iiiih"- br ijik- iiiiiit n* i banlHuia de« od*» Orw^uaa • ■ 
Tin ibr.MHjlii- Uaruiit;; i.f tbi-«- 1 oinpotar* i» Trry unlike »ImC nc af« 
inid of ihr Minple m.-l»"ly of tli« *"<«- m*: and ibrj ba«a all miaukf-a 
lb« acceaiual'iin of llir «i-rd«. 

» Tlio I'anna romai»Bijii-r ii uiIit rjr.l'"# in rcf. rrinp lo ihia 
paM*.;* of AnliM r.<-||iii« ^!ib. ii». . ip. ii).— lb* od." *a* nut aung by 
ibc rb-l"ii.n J-iluniiv aa br .4)*. bill b* lb' miniirali of b<ilh 
<rtr«, sliii ui-r-* iiilfMlinrd at lb« cnt--riainm'*nl. 

» >«r «lij| C<>li>ni< pi'M. in bi« .Li'rrary Tr^a««wi,. bai qnolod 
from Ab«i>»i-ia Av liil->; il in.iy ba fouiHi in Hiiti-r. Colomwua. 
afin tiiiiiR ill*' p«"'ii«. • '■'•■ • •'"■ •""* '•»""■• ••" "•" r"'"' ■•" 
4i.iiiin--r* » 

« W- mij |»i-nri..- br ib" l.f(;iniiii>(T "f ibi- lirai b^ma "f Hi-bop 
S|,i'«iu>. iliit bf la.'l.- A:i»ri:<in and sjj,|i|,.i l.n i.,-.J. U vf lomi-**- j 
t'.liiiil. 

A^f )U'.i, >i-,ii« 4V/''K'» 
Mjt* At jCia? t# fAw.-rxv. 

Mii.i'in; ■• ■"■•I llamt».'not u.-ra hfccia.** aini...r. ..•' pi Smiiti'i'- 
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species of parody, as repu^ant to piety as it is to taste, 
where the poet of voluptuousness was made a preacher 
of the gospel, and his muse, like the Venus in armour 
at Lacedairaon, "was arrayed in all the severities of 
priestly instruction. Such was the m Anacreon Recan- 
tatus.n by Carolus de Aquino, a Jcjiuit, published 1701, 
which consisted of a series of palinodes to the several 
songs of our poet. Such too was the ChristiaQ Ana- 
creon of Patrignanus, another Jesuit,* who preposte- 
rously transferred to a most sacred subject all thai Ana- 
creon had sung to festivity. 

nis metre has been very frequently adopted by the 
modern Latin poets. Scaliger, Taubmannus, Barthius,' 
and others, have evinced that it is by no meant uncon- 
genial with that language.3 The Anacreontics of Sca- 
liger, however, scarcely deserve the name; they are 
glittering with conceits, and, tliough often elegant, are 
always laboured. The beautiful fictions of Angerianus,4 
have preserved, more happily than any, the delicate turn 
of those allegorical fables, which, frequently passing 
through the mediums of version and imitation, have 
generally lost their finest rays in the transmission. ll^Iany 
of the Italian poets have sported on the subjects, and 
in the mauiier of Anacreon. Bernardo Tasso first in- 
troduced llie metre, which was afterwards polished and 
enriched by Chabriera and others.^ If we may judge 
by the references of Degen, the German language 
abounds in Anacreontic imitations: and Ilagcdom^ is 
one among many who have assumed him as a model. 
La Farre, Chaulieu, and the other light poets of France, 
have professed too to cultivate the muse of Teos ; but 
they have attained all her negligence, with little of the 
grace that embellishes it. In the delicate bard of Schi- 
ras7 we find the kindred spirit of Anacreon : some of 
his. gazelles, or songs, possess all tlie character of our 
poet. 

We come now to a retrospect of llie editions of Ana- 
creon. To Henry Stephen we are indebted for having 
first recovered his remains from the obscurity in which 
they had reposed for so many ages. He found the se- 
venth ode, as we are told, on the cover of an old book, 
and communicated it to Victorius, who mentions the 
circumstance in his « Various Readings. » Stephen 

* TitM. pcrliapt, ii ibo • JetuiU quidam Grxcalat* alluded to by 
Barne*. «lio has kiin»eir compoaed an Al ttX. fietf XeiSTIetVOC) ■• 
absurd at the real, but aomowbat mure tkiirully rsecated. 

* I bavc lecn •omctrbere an acrount of tbe MSS. ofBartbios, vrilten 
juit after hi* deaih, which mcntioDi many more Anacreoatint of hit 
than I beliere hare ever bern publiabed. 

* Tbua too Albertoa, ■ Daniab poot: 

Fidii tui mioUtcr 
Gaudcbo temper eaae 
Gaadr.bo aemper illi 
T'liare thurc raulao ; 
Gaudcbo armpcr ilium 
Laudare pamiUlli* 
AnacreoDlicilli*. 

See tb<Dani«h Poeti collected by Roatgaard. 

Theae pretty littleDesaet defy tranalatioo. Tbera it • very brautifal 
Ana<reoniicby Hnf^oOrutioa. See lib. i. FarraginU. 

* From Aiigerianut, Prior bat taken bit mott elegaot mytbolosical 
•ahjecti. 

» See Crffimbeni, llitinria drila Volg. Poet. 

* L'aimabir ll^j^c.lorn vaut qaelquefoie ADacrroo. Dorat, Idie de 
la Poi'tie Allemande. 

* Srr TcJeiIni on the InrninQ of tbe Turki. at trantlated by De 
Ciiurnani. Priiicr Cantemir liut nutle the lluttiani acquainted with 
AnacrfoH. Si-e bis Lifr, prciiicd lo a trantlation of bit Saiiret, by ibe 
Abbe de Ouueo. 



was then very young; and this discovery was conwdered 
by some critics of that day as a literary imposition.' In 
1 554, however, he gave Anacreon to the world,* accon- 
panied witli Annotations and a Latin version of tbe 
greater part of the odes. The learned still he&iuted to 
receive them as the relics of the Teian bard, and sas- 
pected them to be the faibricallon of some monks of tbe 
sixteenth century. This was an idea from which the 
classic muse recoiled ; and the Vatican maniucript, 
consulted by Scaliger and Salmasius, confinoMi the an- 
tiquity of most of the poems. A Tery inaccnrale copy 
of this MS. was taken by Isaac Vossius, and this is the 
authority which Barnes has followed in his coUatioa ; 
accordingly he misrepresents almost as often as he 
quotes ; and the subsequent editors, relying upon him, 
liave spoken of the manuscript with not le9S confidencr 
than ignorance. The literary world has, at length, beci 
gratified with this cnrious memorial of the poet, by the 
industry of tlie Abb^ Spaletti, who, in iT^i, published 
at Rome a fac-simile of the pages of the Vatican mana- 
script, which contained the odes of Anacreon.' 

Monsieur Gail has given a catalogue of all the edi- 
tions and translations of Anacreon. I find their number 
to be oiuch greater than 1 could possibly have had an 
opportunity of consulting. I shall tlicrcfbre conioit 
myself with enumerating those editions onlr which I 
have been able to collect ; they are very few, but I be- 
lieve they arc the most important: — 

The edition by Henry Stephen, 1 554, at Paris — the 
Latin version is, by Colomesius, attributed to Jdin 
Dorat.4 

The old French translations, by Ronsard and Bettean 
— the former published in i555, the latter in iS56. It 
appears that Henry Stephen communicated his Bana- 
script of Anarreon to Ronsard before he pablisliediL 
by a note of Muretus upon one of the sonnets of that 
poet. 5 

The edition by Le Fevre, ififio. 

The edition by Madame Dacier, 1681, wiihapnw 
translation. 6 

- The edition by Longepierre, 1684, with a translatioD 
in verse. 

The edition by Baxter; London, i6g5. 

* Robertellut, in hi< work • De Ratiooe corrifCBdi.a 
thrse rerte* to be triflin(^ of tome insipid Grteciat. 

* lloDsard commemorates ibis ercnt : 

Je Tay boire ^ Henri Eiieoae 
Qui dea cnfera noata rendu, 
Du vieil Anacreon parda. 
La douce lyre Tcienne. 

I fill the bowl to Stephea's aaaie. 
Who rescued from the glooaa of aigkl 

The Teian bard of festire fame. 

And brought bis lirioQ lyre to ligiit. 

* Tbis raanntcript, which Spaletti thinks •• 4ld •« the tcatk nanrr. 
wras brought from the Palatine into the Vatican library ; it is aliad af 
aniholrtgy of Greek epigrams ; and in the 676th page of it an 
tbe MfJUCtfAClA OV fXTT^VltULtt of Anacreon. 

' • Le mOme (M. Vottiut) m'a ditqn'il avail poaaM^ «■ 
on Scaliger avail marquA da sa main, qu'Bcari Eticnaa ■'•< 
raoieor de la rertion (.aline des odes de ce poate, aaaia Jean Dwaci 
PaulutColometiut, Partii ularilet. 

Colnmosiut, however, seems to have relied loo implicitly ea \m»nm 
almoil all these Pariicularit^t begin with ■ M. Vowius as'a dii.« 

' a La fii (ion de re sooneit comma I'autcor aa^aM Bi'a dit, est pvV 
d'une ode d'An-iircon, eucorc non imprimee, qu'ij a 4ep«ia Uadaiit. 

* The anihui of NouvcUet de la Rrpub. dea Lett, praisrt ihw tr«M- 
Liiuo rery liberally. 1 hare alvay* thought it Ta^ae an J «ptrillctt> 
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A n«nch Iramlaiioa by La Fotse, 1704. 

« L*Hitt<Mre det Odes d'A]Ucr«pn,i» by Monsieur Gm- 
on; Rotterdam, 1712. 

A CnuMlatioo in Eoglith verv*, by several hands, 1713, 
■ wluch the ode* by Govley are iuserled. 

Tbc edition by Ramet: London, 1721. 

The edition by Dr Tr^, 1733, vith a Latin version 
a elegiae metre. 

A tramktion in English veree, by Jolin Addison, t73r>. 

A colllnon of Italian translations of Anacreon, puli- 
■bed at Venici|^ I736, consisting of those by Corsini, 
Icfnier,* Salvtni, Marcbetti, and one by several ano- 
tymoos anthon.' 

A translation in English verse, by Favrkes and Doctor 
Iroome, 1760.^ 

Another, anonymous, 1768. 

TIm edition by Spaletti, at Rome, 17B1 ; with thr 
se-timile of the Vaucan US. 

The edition by Defen, 1786, who published also a 
(CnMD translation of Anacreon, esteemed tlie best. 

A Craoslation in English verse, by Crquhart, 1 787. 

The edition by Gtoyen Gail, at Paris, seventh year, 
799, with a prose translation . 

ODES OF ANACREON. 

ODE 1.4 

I SAW the smiling bard of pleasure. 
The minstrel of the Teian measure ; 
T was in a vision of the night. 
He beam'd upon my wandrring sight : 
I heard his voice, and virarmly pross'd 
The dear enthusiast to my breast. 
Bis tresses wore a silvery dye. 
But beauty sparkled in his eye; 
Sparkled in his eyes of fire. 
Through the mist of toft desire. 



* TIm ■•tM orR«fat«r arc not iaMrted in ihiicditioa : ihrj ■«•! b« 
■Mr Ml lag, M ibe^ men for the mmcI part roHniiBic«l«4 by iIm iafe- 
tMM Mw ag a, vko, v* auy fierreiwe, h*^u>wi mm* rcMardi oa the 
thjrtu by.a paMaf* ia ib« Meaasuaa— • Cett >a«« l«i (M. Bi^oi) 
Wt t'aat Jeaa4 la p*ia« J« roafcrrr «i^ manutcriu ta ilali* daa* le 
eaip* ^a* j« IrafaillaM tar Aaacr^oa.* — ^fraagiaaa. aeroade partir. 

' 1 hud ia Hajm'a Nacitia it' Libri rari, aa iuliaa IraaaUtiaa ata* 
iaacJ, by Cap«aa« ia V*air«, 1670. 

* Tbia ic ib« moat complrta of iba Englitb iraatlaiioaa. 

* Thm oit ia lb# firat of ihc acric* ia lb* Vaiiraa laaaaachpl, «bich 
ttribafM ii t« ao oibrr poet tbaa Aaacraoa. Thry wbo aaa«rt tbat 
ba aMaaacripi impaiaa it lo Haailiat hav« bcaa aiialad by iba wor4a 
TOV AVTOI/)fi«UnXiJUi»C >■> tbf margin, vbicb arc maraly iatewJrd 
• a litla le tba failaviag ode. ^ briber it be tbr productioa of Aaa. 
raoB or aot, it baa all ibr f«atarra of antical aiaplicity, aad ia a 
aaalifal iauuiion of the poai'i Lippiaat maaaer. 

SpmrUgJ in kit tyet of firt, 

Thnmgk tk* wuit of »oJi dttire.) • How coaU b« kaow at tba first 
>ak (aaya Baitar) that ibr poat w«a ^iXll/TOC ?» Tberc aro aarely 
laay trit-ulea of tbia propcaaity : aad the follewiag are tba iadic^a, 
'ki€k iba pbyiioQBoiaiat givn, dratribiag a diapotilioa parbapa aet 
■like tbat of Aaairron O^SfltXyUOl XX(/^OyUf VOI, KUfUUf9f' 
%t t? flt&TOICt C'C «^^cJ^01fltlUtl l(/?rfltdll<lT C^^ONVT«U> 
U*rfl A flt/lXOI, SVTI XflLXOU^CI, 0(/TC ^Ufft»C ^AUXtlty 
Wn tLfJL^Uff'^t. — Adamaatiaa. • The rjaa tbat ar« bumid aad 
■ctaatiag thorn a propra«iiy to picaaare and lore ; ib#y b^paak toe a 
tad of ialogriiy and keneltceat-r, a Qcneroaity of diipoaitioa, aad a 
eaiaa far poatry.* 

Bapiiata PorU trila oa aoaia tiraag* opiaiona of tbaaacicat phyai- 
gnoaaiaU oa ibi* attkjrti, thrir raaaona for wbirb ware rarioaa, aad 
erbapa aot aiiiigrlbrr faacifal. Vida Phyaiogaoaa. Jabaa. BaptiaU 
>ort«. 



His lip exlinled, whene'* h# sigh'd, 

Tlte fragrance of the racy tide; 

And, as with weak and reeling feet, 

He came my cordial ki<s to meet, 

An infant of the Cyprian band 

Guided him on with tender band. 

Ouirk from his glowing brows he drew 

His braid, of many a wanton hue; 

I took the braid of wanton twine, 

It breathed of him and blush'd with wine! 

I hung it o'er my thoughtless brow, 

And ah ! I feel its magic now ! 

I feel that even his garland's touch 

Can make the bosom love too much ! 



ODE II. 

Givi me the harp of epir song, 
Which Homer's finger thrill'd along; 
But tear away the sanguine string. 
For war is not the thrme I sing. 
Proclaim the lavrs of festal rite, 
I 'm monarch of tlie hoard to-oight; 
And all around shall hrim as high. 
And quaff the tide as drrp as I ! 
And when the cluster's mellowing dews 
Hieir warm, enchanting balm infUM), 
Our feet sliall catch the elastic bouixl. 
And reel us through the dance's round. 
Oh Bacchus! we shall sing to thee, 
In wihl but sweet ebriety ! * 

And (lash around such sparks of thought. 
As ilacchus could alone have taught ! 
Then give the harp ofrpir song. 
Which Homer's finger tliriil'd along ; 
But tear away the sanguine string, ^ 

For war is not the theme I sing ! 

/ t»olr tk« krmiJ of wmmton t»imt, 

it iremtked ef Aim. rte.] Plulmtrataa baa ib« mmt tboagbt la aat 
of bia EpflTTtJUC, wherr ba •p<>«li« of iha garlaad whirb b* bad aaat 
to bii miatrraa. £l S^ j^bUXU Tl f tX» ^*pi^ftf4ai> Tit 

Xfii|,fltvflt Arrfrtju^oyt /jotxm mcvrflt ^o^v yusvsv 

fltXXct Xfltl 0^1/. • If ibou Ti inrlin^ lo gratify iby lovar. aaad 
hiai bark thr ramaiaa of tlir garland, no longrr kraatbiag of roaraoaly. 
bat of ibar !• Wbicb pratty renrcii ia borrowad (as ibc aatbar of iba 
Obaaraer reaurka) in a nell-kaowa little aong of Baa Jaaaaa'a : — 



a But thoa tbcraoa didat oaly brratba. 
And a«nt it back 10 aia ; 
Since wbra, it li>oka aad aaialla. I aartar. 
Not of itaaif. but lbc«!a 

Jnd nk ! t ftel iti mm fie now') Tbia idaa, aa Laagapiarra rt- 
marks, ia ia an epigram of tba acvratb book of tba Aatbologia. 

A*9^» tQUCHiiQtft «/4^fCatXf O^?0i/(> 
ITt/^ 0X00? Jkirrci^i. 

Wbile I aaconarSont quafTd ay «iaa, 

'T waa ihrn tby Cagrra s'yly atnla 
Upon my hrow ibal wrealb of thiar, 

Wbiib since bas maddeu'd ail my taaP 

Prccl»im tke Imwt offettml ritt.) The aacieata prescribed certaia 
laws of driakiag at thrir feslirala, for an acroaat of wbiib ae« tba 
rommeotators. Aaacrcua bera acta tbc sympo(i«rcb, or maatar of tba 
featival. I bara traoalatcd acrordiag to tboa* abo coaiidar XU~ 
mXXai Ol0]U«V as aa in*rrsi«B af 6f 0JUOI/C Xtf«^XX«f . 
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CTPE III.' 

Listen to the Muse's lyre, 
Master of the pencil's fire! 
Sketch'd in painting's hold display. 
Many a city first pourlray ; 
Many a city, revelling free, 
Warm with loose festivity. 
Picture then a rosy train, 
Bacchants straying o'er the plain; ' 
Piping, as they roam along. 
Roundelay or shopherd-song. 
Paint me next, if painting may 
Such a theme as this pourtray. 
All the happy heaven of love. 
These elect of Cupid prove. 

ODE IV.» 

Vulcan ! hear your glorious task ; 
I do not from your labonrs ask 
In gorgeous panoply to shine. 
For war was ne'er a sport of mine. 
No — let me have a silver bowl, 
Where I may cradle all my soul ; 
• Rut let not o'er its simple frame 
Your mimic constellations flame ; 
Nor grave up«n the swelling side 
Orion, sco'sting o'er the tide. 
I care not for the glittering wane. 
Nor yet the weeping sister train. 
Bat oh ! let vines luxuriant roll 
Their blushing tendrils round the bowl. 
Wliile many a roso-lipp'd bacchant maid 
Is culling clusters in their shade. 
Let sylvan gods, in antic shapes. 
Wildly press the gushing grapes ; 
An^iglits of loves, in wanton ringlets. 
Flit around on golden winglets; 
"While Venu-s to her mystic bower. 
Beckons the rosy vintage-Power. 



Which on the shrine of Spring reposei. 
When shepherds hail that hour of roses. 
Grave it with themes of chaste design, 
Form'd for a heavenly bowl like mine. 
Display not there the barbarous riles 
In which religious zeal d^ghts ; 
Nor any tale of tragic fatf. 
Which history trembles to relate ! 
No— cull thy fancies from ab«ve, ^ 

Themes of heaven and themes of loTe. 
Let Baccfius, Jove's ambrosial boy, 
INstil the grape in drops of joy. 
And while he smiles at every tear. 
Let warm-eyed Venus, dancing near. 
With spirits of the genial bed« 
The dewy herbage deftly trq^d. 
Let Love be there, withoiK his arms. 
In timid nakedness of charms; 
And all the Graces link'd with Love, 
Blushing through the shadowy grove; 
While rosy boys, disporting round. 
In circlets trip the velvet ground; 
Bilt ah I if there Apollo toys, 
I tremble for my rosy boys ! 

ODE VL' 

As late I sought the spanned bowers. 
To cull a wreath of matin flowers. 
Where many an early rose wat weeping, 
I found the urchin Cupid sleeping. 



/ 



ODE V.J 

GiAVB me a cup with brilliant grace. 
Deep as the rich and holy vase, 

* MoRsienr La Fo»m bat thought proper to lengthco this poem by 
contSJcrebIc interpolation* of hi* own, which b« thin\i are indiapev- 
aahly neceaaarj to the cumplction of the detcription. 

' Thi« ia tb« ode which Aulni Gellint tril* ua waa perroracd by 
tninatrcl* at an cniert^iammt where he wat pretent. 

irhilt many a rottAipp d bacchant mtaid. etc.] I hare gi»an tbia 
according to i be Vatican nanuarripc. in whith the ode concludca with 
the foilowing linea. not inaerird accarawly in any of tba edition* : 

rioinaoy a-fAirihct/t yuoi 

IToiil i% XMVOT OITOl/, 

AMVoCstTsic 'Tretrttuitttf, 
To(/c o^tufwi ^fXttVTatC) 

'O/uau xx>.t» AvoLtefy 

* Degen thinh* ihat ihi* ode i* a more modem imitation of the 
urecfnling. There i* a poem by Crliu* Calcagninua, in the manner 
uf Itoih, where he Qivea iatlructionii about the making of a ring. 

Tornjbia annulum mihi 

El r«brc. ct apte, et commode, etc. etc. 



Let Lome bt tktM, wiMeuf kis armi, etc.] TV«t Saanmr* in ibt 
eclogue of Gallido ncU' Arcadia c 

Vegnan li ragbi Amori 
Seua 6ammelle. £ airali, 
Svbersando in*icme pargeletti ■ nadL 

Fluttering on the boty wing, 

A train of naked Capida came. 
Sporting round in barmleat ring. 

Without a dart, withoat a flame. 

And tbM ia the Pervigilmm Vcacri*! 

Ite nympha, po*uit arma, frriatm Mt amor. 

Love ia diaarm'd— ye nympha, in anfccy amy. 
Your boaom* now maj boaat a holiday ! 

But ah ! if there Jpollo fyt, 

1 tremUefor my roty boys '] An aDmion to cbe f* We, tkM Apfc 
bad killed hi* belored boy Hyacinth, while playing with hia M fMi». 
• Tbi* (aayi M. I.a Foaae) it aaanrcdly the aenan of tbe HO. andii 
eannot admit of any other.* 

The Italian tranalator*. to *are themteleea tli« Iroable af a w^ 
have uken the liberty of making Anacrcon eipUi« thw fable. iWl 
Salfini, the moat literal of any ofibem : 

TMa eon lor aon giuochi Apollo; 

Cbe in fiero ri*co 

Col duro diico 

A Giarinto fiacco il collo. 

* TbeTatiean MS. pronounce* tbi* betatirnl ficttiui !• belief 
nnine offapring of Anacreon. It baa all the f«atw«a W %k» p«^> 

et fadle intciia 
Noaciietur ab omaibn*. 

The commentfttora, howerer. hare attriLiilcd !l to Jafiaa, • 1^ 

poet. 

rrhert many an early roie wat weeping, 
I found the urchin Cupid ilerpinff.] Tbia Man «• 
Uted in the following epigram by Andrea* Nau(;cntw i 

Floreate* dum forie ragani mea Hyella per koriM 
Teiit odorati* Hlia cana ro»i«t 
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* I cau^lit llie Ixiy. :i (;ol>lct'« tidr 
Wa* riclilv ninutlini; bv iiiv miIi*. 
I cau(*h[ him hy iiU ilnwiiv v^iii(;. 
Ami vlirlm'ii liiiii in ihr r:try «»|»rin^. 
Oh! ihvii I dr.uik titr jHii^fiu'd howi, 
Auil Lov«> now nriilrs in mv miuI! 
Ye», TM, my Mtu\ is (Inpid's nr«|, 
I fed him tlutlerin^ in uiy brcjst. 



ODE VII.' 

TnK women tell in<> i'\crv day 

Th'it all my hlooni Ii.k |ja>i aw.iy. 

« lkrliold,» ihr prrtCy w.-uiions cry, 

m Bt'hold Uiis mirror with n i>if;h; 

The IiM'kH upon thy hrow .in- frw. 

And, like thr rf^t. th<-y 'rr Mitiirrini; iim>!m 

Whethrr dirlim* Imn iliinn'il uiy hair, 

I 'm vure I lu-ithrr know nor rari'j 

Hut this I know, and this I frrj, 

As onward to the loroh I siral. 

Ecr* rAMt inter i4i(Ual«n intrmi aaiorrai 

Ki •imul •■DCM ioribu* imjiln uii. 
Ls4i'i«r prjB«, •Icoaira «iitniil-ii% ali* 

lnJ>-Riii»« irnial •wlirrr «in<li pa<r, 
Mei ulii Utt«ol«t rl 4igu«« in4trr pjpillai 

ViJit n ara i|>«<it d- I4 nutrir U'"« 
laipp»i|u»fa* reui« <iBhri'«i-.« ui «r ntii •dorn 

^/«ti«>ja« lr(;iC dm di>»*c I->-«|ii« Ai4bt; 

• I (tliiii) m^a, ({ii.rrc nunm lilii yi^irr amurrw, 
Iai|iario t^et \un erit apt« nco • 

A* fitir Ifyrlla, ihrmigh ill* lilwuBj gr t', 

A wrraih i-f aaD« Biiu''!ril du«'mt *iiir, 

Williia « r< cr a tlr*|iio(j \f\r tUr ffUnil, 

Aod in ih* l«iMrd wrr^tht ili'> l>jlit Im*hbiI. 

AwbiU ha ■irn{^l<d, aiiJlni|itfiiriii iiirj 

Tn brrak riir ri>«^ bwiid* lb' « ti|;i ■ lird , 

Rat vltrii br aaw brr iMitnoi'* iiiilkt ■•ril, 

Ilrr f'abirn, shrrr ih« «-ir i.l li'*r Mi|;lil d<iil!, 

Aad KUfhl tlir imlirutitfl ml— ir« «-f hr liair, 

hi< h «• ibc III 'illi'MQ* • r Ai •l*i«ii air, 

• l)b ' Hiiitlirr Vrruaa (a^i'l llii- ra|itiii<- I tlilld 
R}ili4r«i«. iif mi-ia than m nil l>l.-><ni, l><-|;uiUil ', 

• fpo, *f \ aBAlh^r li'>), ili--u*«i I- •! iliiiir (•nil, 
HttlU'* bv«>iai abalt l» Capid'* ilirwa*!* 

Th't rytprit^ of ^kaiifriiua i» iiiiit4lrd ti« l^dt>«ira iKilcr. i> a 
•*m b*i;iaain|> 

Vontr* rarenglic bi>r uun, hiir aliiii tii>re 
Viaiaa a m rio d] cbi^r-- •"■ laiid' oiid<i 
Udia. eie. etc. 

* Albert! baa laitJicJ ilii«<iili-, in a piieai It^uinaiiii* 

>•■■ Ml ilur r C.Utti 
lir«i| In ••' par fr|lii-. 

tt'krtAfr defK-t JkmM (Aiiifi'^ my A11V, 

I'm iMrc f nri'rArr Im-ir Morid-r/ llriiM *Ma p lw wrry ju'lly 
'■atkt tlie rlrjaui ariiiiiini t nf ■•tprrMitm lu iba ariglMi hm 

F.t' liyvv, flT OtTMXS&f 

Ot/x' ci^jt. 

■4 I^ngvpirrrr b«t jdlux*! rnnii fUiullua «bal be thick* • aimiUr 
fltaate of tbi« t<n)-ltt-iiy i>f iiunnrr 

Ipar ^ai« •■!, utrum ail, ■ 11 nn.i •it, nl ii'iii'iar !!'>•• it. 

Lrtf>g#|ii'rrr wit a RP"d iriii, but pii!ii|>t ih'- luii- «hiih br b«* 
l^rird It ■ ap«cim>-n itf j 1 ni-li ••■•«*» n<>l irrj i lrj;>al . «l llic aaBr 

■M 1 < •'•fr««, Ihil niifir li ill'* l.al^:! !<cirl* li4«i- ' *■ I ■pi>>'«rrd lO ■!« 

■ r>pabl»af iiniciinj tbr {;iM-t -I AnKir- u «• (^•lullua, iHir had 
M allowed a di-pra'i-d iajijinaiioii Ui Imrit Iiiin ••• i-li«a latu tulgjr 
-<aiMKB«a»«t. 



Tli.it Still as lii'ath approaches nearer. 
The joy» of lifr an* swerirr. dearer; 
And had I but an hour to Hve, 
That little hour to blts« 1 d give! 



ODI-: VIII.' 

I CiiK not for till' idle state 

Of Persia's kin(;. the rich, tlie great ' 

I envy not the monarrh's throne. 

Nor wish the treasured QoUl my own. 

But oh! I>e mine the rosy braid, 

The fer\oiii of my brows tti shade; 

Ite mine the (Mlours, rirlily -iuhint;. 

Amiilst my hoary Ires^tes tl)in[;. 

To*day I II haste to i|naff inv wine. 

As if to-morrow ne'er should ihinr; * 

Rut if lo-morrow conieH, why then — 

I II haste to quaff my wiiir a|;ain. 

And thu!» while -ill our da>s are bright. 

Nor time has dimm'd their bloomv light, 

Ia*1 us the festal hours lH>(;uile 

With mantlini; cup and rordial unile ; 

Tkmt ttill MM itrntk apprv^i Ar« meurrr, 

^^' ) } ' '•//'/'■ •"■• *wtttrr. Afkwrr : ] Pnntanua baa a wry icb* 
tair lbuu(;tii U|ii>n tbe •■bj««-i uf idil j|;a 

^ui-l ndea. M«tron4 .' ■^arm i|uid irainh ■■aaiaa > 
<^ui*«|iiii dOLit nulla r*! •■mdiiiuar traei. 

Why do v>u Murn lat want of yiiMb, 
And •lib a twilr n) bie* bcbuld f 

L«dy drar ' brlirvr tbi« Iruib 
That h» whii Iotn raaiMi be old. 

I ■ Tbr n«rBita poet Litiinf baa taiuicd ibU ud*. Vol. i. f, if.- 
— Drfrn. Oail de Kditionilvat. 

■nier i«njrciur#« ibit thi« « «t sriiirn aprvn tha accaaioa af a«r 
port's rvlarnini; iha Maaay 141 l'i>li« r«tv«. aimrdiau la ibt aatrJola ia 
<it<4kra«. HI 

f rjr« M«»c f»i ihf file 'tult 

itf Ptnim'i kimfi, n. ] • TXtrrt •• a trM^memt mt ArrliOarkn ia 
PluUrih. • I>« nan |>ii|li«tr aiiini.' «biib aar p(Wt ha« trfj daarly 

iiiiiaird lirra il li«|:iii«, 

la eaa of ilir nii<nlii«h imiiainn iif Aii«cr*t>a wvliai iha M^a ikaaabf. 
'ifu/(^Bf tyUNT »fapTa», 

0iXtic Fi/^iar, T« Juu <r«} 

Mr mint th€ '•'ioHri. niA/> t.^'.,nf, 

Jmi.{.t B«i A.ar/ '"••ri HyiHif.', lu the arifiaal, UVftin 
lt*rxCctXHy ilTMm. on an cam of tlita idra of pvrfaaiing tb« 
brard, Ctiriirliu* de P<aw prnn<iu<iirt ihf nhnlr adr la hr tbr ipariaa* 
frodMriiiiu of •<iinr laaiirifiut MMuk, alip wji nwraiag bit brjrd «ilh 
jnt;ucnta. Hut lir tlrfnild ti i*r knuvn ih it tliii «4« an aarimi caMCfW 
iUtiuni, uliiih, if «<■ oiat l-ilirtr Satary. tlill rvitit: • Vaui tuyri, 
Mutitirur (*•)* ilii* ira%rllri\ >|u« I u»>Q« aniiqiir dr ar parfnoicr la 
i>'i<' ri L bjil-r. («)(>li'.iir |i4r !•■ pinph^ie Ruii tubaitle enior- da aoa 
jiiun.*— Lriiri ij. Savary liLrmtr <ii'-« ibit rriy od* uf Anacrron. 
Angrrianaa ba« not ibou(;ht ilic idea iaiiioaialaai 1 ha bat lalrodacai if 
tn ihr fiObiwnf; linrt* 

Hire Bilii rara, rot • el lingrrr irapora ajriB, 

Va lUrjt mullii • ilapidarr Hicru. 
Il.'i ui.Uiiurj ■■■inatri lijihani linger* Mcca 

Aktjriurt Jula>-« lODt-aiiarr joiiM. 

1 Lit lir my tair m i»inc the ruty wreath, 
Ani Jrrmh my t«irrn«t ia ibe aiaple bowl; 

Tu Irt my brani l!ie Aa«)riaa aaQueai brcalka, 
And gifc a lootr lu In iiy af aval ! 

(•1) ■ Sii Mt MH^Hraraatia f»ptte yH>>d dnttm^it in fcarfxju ^^iiiIb.— 
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And slied from every bowl of wine 

Tlic richest drop on Bacchus' shrine! 

For death may come -with brow unpleasant. 

Hay come when least ire wish him present, 

And beckon to the sable shore, 

And grimly bid us — drink no more ! 



ODE IX.' 

I PEAT thee, by the gods above. 
Give me the mighty bowl I love, 
And let me sing, in wild delight, 
«1 will — I will be mad to-uight!» 
Alcmzeon once, as legends tell, 
Was frcuxied by the fiends of hell; 
. Orestes too, with naked tread. 
Frantic paced the mountain head; 
And why? — a murder d mollicr's shade 
Before their conscious fancy pluy'd ; 
But I can ne'er a murderer be, 
Tlie grape alone shall bleed by mc; 
Yet can I rave, in wild delight, 
« I will — I will be mad to-nigh t.n 
The son of Jove, in days of yore 
Imbrued his hands in youthful gore. 
And brandish'd, with a maniac joy, 
■The quiver of the expiring boy : 
And Ajax, with tremendous shield, 
Infuriate scour'd the guiltless field. 
Bit I, whose hands no quiver hold, 
No weapon but this flask of gold. 
The trophy of whose frantic hours 
Is but a scatter'd wreath of flowers ; 
Yet, yet can sing with wild delight, 
u I will — I will be mad to-night ! » 



ODE X.» 

Tell me how to punish thee. 
For tlie mischief done to me ! 
Silly swallow ! prating thing. 
Shall I elip that wheeling wing? 

* The poet her* it in ■ frenzy of oajofment. and it it. in<le»I, 
• aMKbiUt iaunic.B 

Furor di pnr«ia, 
Di luvivia, • di r!no, 
Triplic4to fumrr. 
Baccu. Apotlu, el Amnro. 

RitraUi del Cavalier Marino. 

Thi« i»| at Scaligrr nprewrt it, 

— — I.-itaoirc dulrr. 
Et mpidum furore rururam. 

• Tbi< ode ia addreucil to a twallow. I fiod from Def^ea and from 
GaU'a indei, that the 0«rDnjii |>'>rt Wciase has imiutrd it, .Srhm. 
Licdrr. lib. ii. carm. 5; ili.it namkr >t<o ba« iinilaird it. Ljr. Blu- 
mrnlatr, lib. iv. p. 335; and tome olli«r«.— See Gail drlLdiiiuaibut. 

We are rrferred by Dp|;<:a to thai *iiipid l>o«>k, the F.piuln of Alci- 
phron, tenth rpitilr, third book : r.herc luphoa riimpUinii to Erj«ton 
of briag wAened, bj the trnvinQ of a cotV, (mm bii viiion of rivlir*. 

Silfy swallow ! jfratC-jf ihimfi, efr.] The loquacity of ilie «wallnv 
vat prwfcibi.lirrd ; ihui Nicoitrjtut : 

Hi to avyt^on xtfi 4ro^.Xac kch TxXtoei XatXiiv 
Ht to(/ opoysiv <rfltp0t0^^&y, at ;|<fXiJoycc 



Or. as Tereus did of old 
(So the fabled tale is told), 
Shall I tear that tongue away. 
Tongue that utter'd such a lay ? 
Uow unthinking hast thou been! 
Long before the dnwn was seen, 
When I slumber d in a dream, 
(Love was the delicious theme!) 
Just when I was nearly blest. 
Ah ! thy matin broke my rest ! 



ODE Xl.« 

mTell me, gentle youth, I pray llice, 

What in purchase shall I pay thee 

For this little waxen toy. 

Image of the Paphian boy?>» 

Thus I said, the other day. 

To a youth who pass'd my way. 

aSir,i> (he answer'd, and the while 

Answer d all in Doric style,) 

M Take it, for a tritle take it ; 

Think not yet tliat I could make it ; 

Pr.iy believe it was not I; 

No — it cost me many a sigli, 

And I can no longer keep 

Little gods who murder slerp!» 

« Here, then, here,» I said, with joy, 

Uere is silver for the boy : 

He shall be my bosom guest, 

Idol of my pious breast !» 

Little Love 1 thou uow art mine, 

Warm me with that torch of tliine ; 

Blake me feel as I have felt, 

Or thy waxen frame shaH: melt. 

I must bum in warm desire. 

Or thou, my boy, in yonder firr! 



ODE xn. 

Tret tell how Atys, wild with love, 
Uoams the mount and haunted grove ;^ 

If in piatini; from mnrning till night, 

A «i|;n of onr witdom there bo. 
The twallowft are wiser by ri(;lit. 

For they prattle much feeler tiimm wc 

Or, at Tirtut did of old, etr.j Modern poetry hot coafifMai Ai 
name of Philomel upoo the aidfatinQalei bnt maaj very iiiau»Ui 
aoc'enu attired titi* melimorphoM to ProCne, and iwidc 
the avallow, atAnarreun doe* here. * 

' It i* dinicult to preaerrc with any grare the narratiro 
of ihii ode, and the hami>ar of the turn viih which it coacUdki I 
fetl that tba maaltition muit appear rcry vapiJ, if doc ladMraM,** 
an En(;llah roadcr. 

And t can no longtr keep 

Little gods, who murder tletp .' ] I have not literally reaieredAl 
epithet <zrd(VT6f tXTX J ifit haaany meaDing here, ilbeMap^ 
hapa, better omitted. 

/ MM<f burn in warm desire. 

Or thou, mr hoy. in y onderfire ! ] Montioar I n^mrnirrrr rrT"- 
lur<'« from ihii, that, whatever Anarreon ini|^ht MT, ho auMltl'ia*'^ 
the inc<in«ciiicnie« bf iil<i as<*« and here (olii ita from the power ■'Lh* 
a warmth whif h he rould no longer etprit from Natarc. 

They tell Imw Atyt. wild with love, 

JtoaMc the mc'itil and haunted grope.^ There are aaaf (M*^ 
dirtory «torie« nf the lorea of Cyhelc ami Alya. It i^cMlriiiki'h 
wj« maiiljiej, but whether by hi« owa fury, or her joala^w, baP**' 
which auth< r« are not agreed upoa. 



ODES OF ANACREON. 



aog 



Cybde's name be bowls around, 
liie gloomy blast returns tbe sound! 
Oft too by Garos' hallow'd sprinf;, 
Tbe votaries of the laurell'd king 
Quaff the inspiring magic stream. 
And rave in wild prophetic dream. 
But phrensi^ dreams are not for me, 
Great Bacchus is my deity! 
Full of mirth, and full of him, 
While waves of perfume round me swim ; 
While flavour'd bowls are full supplied, 
And you sit blushing by my side, 
I will be mad and raving too — 
Mad, my girl ! with love for you ! 



ODE XUl. 

f WILL, I will; the conflict 's past. 
And 1 11 consent to love at last. 
Cupid has long, with sailing art. 
Invited me to yield my heart ; 
And I have thought that peace of mind 
Should not be for a smile resign'd ; 
And I 've repell'd tbe tender lure, 
And hoped my heart should sleep secure. 
But slighted in his boasted charms, 
The angry infant flew to arms ; 
He slung his quiver's golden frame. 
He took his bow, his shafts of flame. 
And proudly summon'd me to yield, 
Or meet him on the martial field. 
And what did I unthinking do ? 
I took to arms, undaunted too : — 

CyMt'$ nmtmt kt k»wU tronmd, tte.] I hava adopted iha aeccaia 
««•■ mhtA EliM aa<ircaa gi*r«.lo Cybeic : 

la noaiibttt Cybclca 
Magao teaaat boata. 

Oftt— hjr r/orai' kmUow'd gprimy. etc. ] TbU fooalaia wai ia a 
r«v«. caaMcrauJ to Apolla, and liiaaied between C«lopboa aad La- 
«4«a, ia loaia. Tbe gad bad an oracle tbere. Srali|er bat tbai al- 
to it ia bik Aoacreoaiica : 



Saaael at ronritat cratro, 
Vetoti qui CUria* aquai 
Ebtbere loqaarea. 
Quo plaa caaaai, plura volaat. 

jrjuli mmn §§ ffrjwmt, <«*. ] Spaleiii hat mittakea ibc import of 
teSfi96ilC9 •• •ppli'd ^ ibe poel'» mitiretti • Met faligatutanaica.* 
k iatarprati It ia a taatc wbub ntuit want either delitacy or gal- 
aatry. 

Amd wkmt did t untkimkimf i/a I 

it—At* arau. mmdrnmnttd too] Loa(;epicrra bat qaoled an epi- 
jnm tnm tb« Aaihologia. in which the poet ataaatei Reaton at tbe 
gnsavr apiaat Love. 

Otatoc /' AddtvctTtt avyiktuo^/uicti. n? J* ^wBif 

Witb Reaton I cover my breatt at a ibieM, 
And Tearleaaly meet litile Lo«« in the field { 
Tbna figbiiag bit |odthip, I 'II ne'er be diapay'd ; 
Bat if Bartbat thould ever advance to hi* aid, 
Alatl tbao, aaaUe to combat tbe two, 
t^afartanaio warrior ! what tboold 1 do F 

IWa On of tba irret^ttibilily of Capii and Bacchat naked, it deli- 
■ulf ctpnaaad ia aa tialtaa poem, which it to very Aaacreoatic. thai 
t aaf IIHifMaonad far iniroduaiag it. ladccd. it it aa iaitatJta of 
Mr pMfnbtk ada. 



Assumed I he corslet, shield, and spear. 
And, lika Pelides, smiled at fear. 
Then (hear it, all you Powers above !) 
] fought with l^ve ! I fought with Love! 
And now his arrows all were shed — 
And I had just io terror fled — 
When, heaving an indignant sigh. 
To see me thus unwounded fly, 
And haung now no other dart. 
He glanced himself into my heart ! 
My heart — alas the luckless day ! 
Received tlie god, and died away. 
Farewell, farewell, my faithless shield! 
Thy lord at length was forced to yield. 
Vain, vain is every outward care. 
My foe's within, and triumplu there. 

ODE XIV.' 

Count me, on the summer trees. 
Every leaf (hat courts the breeie ; 

Lavo«ti Amore in quel vicino fiaaid 
0«e gtaro (Patter) cbe bevcnd *ia 
Bevei \t fiamme, anti I' itietta Dia, 
C hor con i' hamide piame 
Latriveiio mi Mhrrra al ror iatoraa. 
Ma (he «arei t* io lu bet ctti na giorno. 
Bacco. ncl too Jiqanre f 
Sarei. pin cbe non toao ebro d*Amare. 

fba urrbin of ibe bow and qnivar 
Wat bathing iu a acighboaring river. 
Where, at I dran\ on yetier-eve 
(Shopberd-yoath ! tbe ula believe), 

T wat not a cooling cryaul draught, 
'T vat liquid flama I madly qaafTd ; 
For Love wat ia tbe rippling tide, 
I felt him to my botom glide; 
Aad aow the wily wantna miaina 
Playa o'er my heart with rettlrta piaion. 
Thit wat a day of faitl ttar. 
Bat were it not more fatal far, 
if. Bacchut, in (by cup of fira, 
I found ihtt fluttering, yoaag deetra F 
Then, ihen indeed my tout »hoa|d prava 
Much more ibaa ever, dniak witb lova ! 

^aif. ka¥inq iioia no otAer dmrt, 

Mt gUmced ktmutff tafo m^ Aearf .' ] Drydea baa parodied tbit 
tboaght ia ihe folluwing eairavagant liart; 

— I'm all o'er Lovej 

Nay. I am Love : Love thol, and »hot to fatt. 
He thot bimtelf into my breatt at latl. 

* Tbe poet, in ihit caulogue of hia mittrettea. meant nothing mare 
tbao. by a lively hyperbole, to tell at that hia heart, anfetlcrad by any 
one object, wat warm wiih devotion towardt tba tea in general. CoW'- 
ley it indebted to ihit ode fur the hint of hia ballad, railed a The 
Chronicle ;• and ihe learned Montienr Menage hat imiuiad it in a 
Greek Aaacreontie. which hat to much ea»e an tplrit, that the raader 
auy not be ditpleated at teeing it here : 

n^OC Bl»T*. 

El *XfftO»? Tflt ^UXX*, 

Aii/u»yio(/c Ti ^oiACf 
El vt/ifroc «iqp* O-atTT*, 
nai;aiXTiO(/{ Tl ^^fXfAOt/(y 
'AXo( T% xi/jUdLTetJii, 

At/TN, BittT, ctpl9yU«IT| 

KflU o-ct/c tjuatft f^a*T«c 

At/TN, Bl»T, alfld^llff. 

>7 
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Count me, on the foamy deep. 

Every vave that sinks to sleep ; ^ 

Then, when you liave numherd these 

Billowy tides and leafy trees, 

Count me all the dames I prove. 

All the gentle nymphs I love. 

First, of pure Athenian maids, 

Sporting in their olive shades, 

You may reckon just a score; 

Nay, I'll grant you fifteen more. 

In the sweet Corinthian grove. 

Where the glowing wantons rove. 

Chains of beauties may be found, « 

Chains by which my hear£ is bound; 

AtUM»f Tf KM MlXiUVtfT, 
*0 90€ ^iXOC ^tk»Tt, 

n«iyT»T itopoc /uiT igiy. 

Al/TNf VlttT £p»T»T, 

Epfltffjuiov, <rodfi?Ny, 
All /Acrni ptxnout 
Eymy* /mn li/feu/AW. 

Tell tb« fojiage of lh« voodt. 

Toll (h« billowt of the flood*. 

NaalMr aidaigbt't ttarry ■tore, 

Aod lh« Msdt tb«i crowd ibe tborci 

TbcD, my Bion, tboa aay'tt count 

Of my loT« the vast amoant I 

I *fe bwB lovini;, all my daya. 

Many nympbi, in many «ayi« 

Virgin, vidov. maid, and wir*^ 

I 've b««n doling all my life. 

Naiadt. Nercidt. nympht of fennlaina* 

Goddvaaoa of grovrt and mouniaint. 

Fair and aable, great and amall. 

Tea — I awear I 't ■ loved tbcm all i 

Every pataion aoon va* over. 

I vaa bat ibe moment'* lorer; 

Ob ! I 'm sncb a roving elf, 

Tbat tbc Queen of Love berself. 
' Tboagh sbo practised all btr wile*« 

Rosy blusbea, golden saailea, 

All ber beauty'* proud endeaTOur 
. Could not cbain my bcart for ever I 

Count m4« f^Ml* fumaser fre««, 

K»ety leafyWBm"] Thi* figure i* called, by tbc rbetondau*. 
CCtTt/yct^OV, >od ia very frequently made n*c of in poetry. The 
auutory writers hava eabauated a world of imagery by it. to express 
> tha infinity of kisses whicb tbey require from tbe lips of their mis- 
iraaiii i ia tbk Catalln* l«d tbe way. 

— qoam sidera multa. cum tacet nM,] 

Furtivos hominum vident amoraa ; 

Tam tc basia multa basiare, 

▼esano aaiis, et super CatuUo cstt 

Qnc aec pcmumerare cnriosi 

Possini, nee mala faadnare lingas. Cans. 7. 

As many stellar eyaa of ligbt. 
As througb tha silent waste of mght. 
Gating upon this world of shade. 
Witness some *ecret youth and maid. 
Who, fair as thou, and fend m I, 
In atolen joys enamour'd lie ! 
So many kisacs ere I slumber. 
Upon tbo*e dew-bright lipa I 'II unmhtrt 
So many vcrmil. honey'd kiase*. 
Envy can never count our bliue*. 
No longne shall tell tha sum but miae; 
No lipa shall fascinate but thiae I 
Ik t&« fweef Cen'MfJUun jf***, 

ITAere fAe jf/ouH'n^.wuMroiu romt, clc] Corinth waa very famous 
for tha beauty and the aaaibar of iu ceancaaa. Vcnaa waa tha deity 
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There indeed are girls divine, 
Dangerous to a soul like mine; 
Many bloom in Lesbos' isle; 
Many in Ionia smile; 
Rhodes a pretty swarm can boast; 
Caria too contains a host. 
Sum these all — of brown a|id fiai^ 
You may count two thousand there! 
What, you gaze! I pray you, peace! 
More I 'II find before I cease. 
Have I told you all my flames 
'Mong the amorous Syrian dames 7 
Have I number d every one 
Glowiug under Egypt's sun? 
Or the nymplis who, blushing sweet. 
Decks the &hrine of love in Grete^ 
Where the god, with festal play. 
Holds eternal holiday? 
Still in clusters, still remain 
Gades' warm desiring train ; 
Still there lies a myriad more 
On the sable India's shore ; 
These, and many far removed*^ 
All are loving — all are loved ! 

ODE XV. 

* Tell me why, my sweetest dove. 
Thus your humid pinions move. 
Shedding through the air, in showers. 
Essence of the balmiest flowers? 



principally worshipped by the people, and proatitutfoa la Wr 
was a meriiorions act of religion. Confonaable la thlawan Aei 
aunt and solemn prayer, that the gods would incrcoac tha aaml>rr«f 
their coarteiaas. We may perceive from tho appitoaiaaa mt the ««k 
XOpivdfCt^liy, in Aristophanas, tbat the waataBaaaa aC ih« Can** 
thiaaa became proverbial. 

rAcre imdted are girls divine, 

DmtgtrpuM to a «om/ likt mine!'] aWith jvatica hM^potfi^ 
tribotcd beauty to the women of Creece.a Degc«. 

Mensienr de Fauw. tbe author of Disscrtatioaa apaa dw GMfa,is 
of a difTcrent opinion { be think* that, by acapricioist pardniky af •*• 
tare, the other sea had all tbc beauty, and accoaota apoa thia aMa«>« 
tion for a very singular depravation of instinct naioag ihaB. 

Gudt$' vtirm dttiring train.\ Tbe Gadiusina giria were Bkc da 
Baladikres of India, wbo*c dance* are thus described by a FraaA a^ 
ihor : • Lrs danacs sont presque tontee den pantoaiiaira d*amnar: b 
plan, la deaaiu, Ics aititadrs. Irs mcsurcs, lea aoaa, et las 
ees balleta, tout rcapire crtte passion et en cxpriaaa lea 
lea furaurs.a Histoire du Commerce dea Eurep. dnaa laa 
— Aaynal. 

The mnatc of the Gaditanian fnaalea had all tha rolapi 
tar of their dancing, aa appears from Martial t 

Cantioa qui Nili, qui Gaditana aaaurrau Lib. iii. 

Lodovico Anoato had this ode of oar bar^ ia hia 
wrote his p«Mi| • Da diveraia aaoribiM.B 8aa tha 
lorum. 

< The dova af Aaacreon, baaring a letter from iba 
tressi is met by a stranger, with whom tbia dialagaa in 

The ancirnta made uae of leiter^arrying piaaaao, 
any distance from home, aa tbe mast ccrtaia »^T»m ef 
ulligencc back. That tender domestic aiudaaaaat. vhadi 
delicate little bird through every daager aad dUIBci sh y, 
in iu native nest, affords to the olepnt aotbar af « Tika 
Meau>ry« a fine and interesting CMmpliBcatiaa af kia 

Led by what chart, traaaports tha timid dava 
The wreaths of conqncat, or tha vows ^ lovaf 

See tha poem. Daniel Haimina haa a similar acatimt^M, 
Oonaa, who adopted tbia method at tbe aic^ of LaydaAi 

Quo patria aoa toadit amor \ Maadata rafi 
Poaiqnam hamiaca aaqaitt Bittara. 
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Tell me whither, whence you rove. 
Tell cie all, my sweetest dove? 
Curious strmoeer ! I belong 
To the hard of Teian song; 
Wiih his mandate now I fly 
To the nymph of axnre eye ; 
Ah! that eye hat madden'd many, 
Bui the poet more than any! 
Yenns, for a hymn of love 
Warbled in her votive grove 
(T was, in sool^, a gentle lay). 
Gave me to the bard away. 
See me now, hb faithful minion« 
Thus, with aoftly-gliding pinion. 
To his lovely girl I bear 
Songs of passion through the air. 
^Oft be blandly whispers me, 
*'<i Soon, my bird, ) 'II set you free.* 
But in vain he 11 bid me fly, 
I shall serve him till I die. , 
Never could my plumes sustain 
Ruffling winds and chilling rain. 
O'er the plaiai, or in the dell. 
On the nsountain's savage swell ; 
Seeking in tlie desert wood 
Gloomy shelter, rustic food. 
Now I Ittd a life of ease, 
Far from such retreaU as these; 
From Anacreon's hand I eat 
Food delicious, viands sweet ; 
Flutter o'er his goblet's brim, 
Sip the foamy wine with him. 
Then I dance and wanton round 
To the lyre's beguiling sound ; 
Or with gently-fanning wings 
Shade the minstrel while he sings : 
On his harp then sink in slumbers. 
Dreaming still of dulcet numbers ! 
This is all — away — away — 
Tou have made me waste the day. 
How I 've chatter'd ! prating crow 
Never yet did chatter so. 



ODE XVI.« 

Thou, whose soft and rosy hues 
Mimic form and soul infuse ; 

Pan«r mIU n« thai, at ik« «i*s« of JeraaalMH. ilur OinMMM iM«^ 
evpttJ ■ Imet ti«4 la tbe Itgt of ■ dorc, i« wbirb tbc PrraUa Em- 
ftnr promiMd •uittaac* to ib* baticgrd. 8c« Fall«r'i Holy War. 
Mf. s4> ^Mb i. 

|iaai, Keuac aaJ Srbari4ar ro«j«ciHr« tbat «« aboald read Tt/^dlVTSI/, 
ia alloawa to (k« tiraag iaflnearc wbirb ibia objart of bis love baU 
■wr iba vAmA of Poiycraica.->S«« Daf to. 

Fcaaf, /ar « kymn ofl»9e 

WmrhUd in krr watiM ^rvM. tte.] • Tbit paaMffC it invaliMkl*, 
Ifmf 1 J* ooi ibinh tb«l aoy tbing ae b^aaiifal or ae dalicata baa avrr 
|Hli|* Mtd. Wbat aa idea doe* it giva of ibc p»*Uj of iba man from 
pkoai Vanaa barMlf, tbe moibcr of tba Grarca and (b« Plcaaurra. par- 
rtiaara a littla byma «itb ona of ber f«roar«ic do*n!«— Leagrpiarra. 

Dm Paaw obj«ru to tbe aatbralicii; of ibia eda, baraaaa il makaa 
i^sacraoa bia own paargyriai ; but poatt hava a licanta for praiaiog 
th«aN«l«M, vbicb, wiib aoma iadrvd, may b« ceoaidervd aacompriMd 
mmdtr tbair gcoaral prif ilrgc of fictiea. 

* Tbi« oda and ibo nau aaay bo coUad cempaaioa-pivtaraa i tbay 
kifhiy fiaialMd. aad fif« ■• aa «ualWat iiaa of ik* Maw of lk« 



Best of painters ! come, pourtray 
The lovely maid that 's far away. 
Far away, my soul '. thou art. 
But I've thy beauties all by heart 
Paint her jetty ringleu straying. 
Silky twine in tendrils playing ; 
And, if painting hath the skill 
To make the spicy balm distil. 
Let every little lock exhale 
A sigh of perfume on the gale. 
Where her tresaes' curly flow 
Darkles o'er the brow of snow. 
Let her forehead beam to light, 
Bumish'd as the ivory bright. 
I^t her eyebrows sweetly rise 
In jetty arches o'er her eyes. 
Gently in a crescent gliding. 
Just commingling, just dividing. 
But hast thou any sparkles warm, 
The lightning of her eyes to form! 



aaricata ia booaty. Praaciaeaa Jasiaa qaaua tbaai ia[kia tbM kook. 
• Da Pictara Vr«anim.« 

. Tbia ode boa beaa imiutcd by ItoaaanI, OlalUaa Oaaaljd, da. etc. 
Soalifcr aliadaa ta b ibaa ia bia Aaacrteaiica i 

Olim laport blaado, 
Lilia Tarajbaa 
Caadidaa Aaacrcea 
Qaam piafvrat 
Dcacripaii Vaaa 

Tba Taian bard, of formar days. 
Attaaad bit taert daatriptive lay*. 
Aad UMfht tbc paiatcr't baad la Uaca 
Hit fair b«lov«d't ovary paca I 

la tbadiaiogac af Caapar Bariaaa. aatitlad • Aa foraoaa tit dacaada,* 
tba rradar will fiad maay cariaaa tdaaa aad doacHptioaa af baaaly. 



Tk»m, m-kott j0/r< 

Mimdeftrm amd ami iufrnf-l I hare foUovad tba raadiaf aftbo 
Vatieaa MS. Ao^C* Paiatiag ia called • tbe raey art,a eitber ia 
rrferrace to rolmiriaf , or aa aa iadefiaite epithet of eacaUeace, fram 
tbe aaaociatioa of beoaty aitb thai flower. Salriat haa adaptad lUt' 
reading ia bk literal uraaalalioa i 

Delia rataa arte ai( jre. 



Tk» fcaely aiatf i4af 'tf*r amap .] If tbe portrait of thie haaaty ha 
BOt aMrclj ideal, tbe omiaaioa of ber aame ia maskSs he ragreCted. 
Meleager. ia aa epigram ea Aaacreaa, meatioaa aMp§aldea Bary- 
pyle* aa bia miatreaa : 

BfCxaxavc Xf^^^^ X**f^ *^* EuftmyKaf. 

Pmiul knjMf rtaf/eia $tmftuf, 

Siikf hpimt im itrndriU ptmpitf ,] T%e aadeala hare beea vary 
eaibatiattic ia their praiaca of hair. Apaleiaa. ia tbe aacaad hook of 
bia Milraiaca, aap, tbat Veaaa beraelf, if aha were bald, thoagh aar^ 
roaaded by tbe Grarra aad tbe Lovea, roald aat be pleaaiag area to 
bar bukbaad Vwlraa. 

Siraicboraa gave tbe epithet XdlXXf^XOXA/blOC to the Gracae, aad 
Simonidea bettowed iLe aame upoa tbe Maaea. Sea Hadriaa laaiaa't 
DiMcrtaiion apoa Hair. 

To ibia paaaage of oar poet, Scldea alladed la a aoia aa tha P»« 
lyolbioa of Drayton, toag tbe teraad t where, obecrriag thai the 
epithet ■ black-haired* wa« givea hy aome of the aacieala to tbe 
goddeaa Itia, he taya, • Nor will 1 iwear, bat that Aaacrcoa (a man 
vary jadirtoat ia the provoking motirea of waatoa love), lateadiag 
to beaiow oa bit tweet miatreaa that oae of the litlea of waaaaa'a ape- 
rial ornament, well-haired (XfltXXl^XOJtAyUOC), thoaght of thia 
when he gave bit painter diractiea to auke her b la rh «ha i red.a 

ilaif, i/paimiimf kalk ikt tkiU 

T» makt tkt tpieg Mm dittU, «M.] Thaa Philattrataa. apaakiaf of 
a picture : ITflUTtt KOU TO? tT^OrOV TStV p^JhH, K0U f ■//! 
yt-^^A^BAt tLU^m. fJL¥rm, *rm OtfJUaC • I admire the dawi- 
aem of thcae roaa*. aad caiild My that their vary aaall waapaiMed.- 
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I^t them effuse .the aiure ray 
With vhich Mioerva's glances play. 
And give them all that liquid fire 
That Venus' languid eyes respire. 
O'er her nose and cheek be shed 
Flushing white and mellow red; 
Gradual tints, as when there glows 
In snowy milk the bashful rose. 
Then her lip, so rich in blisses ! 
Bwcet petitioner for kisses ! 
Pouting nest of bland persuasion, 
Ripely suing Love's invasion. 
Then beneath the velvet chin. 
Whose dimple shades a Love within. 
Mould her neck with grace descending, 
In a heaven of beauty ending,* 
While airy charms, above, below. 
Sport and flutter on its snow. 

And five thtm ail that Uqtdd fin 

That Yenun' lampud «yM re^n.} Marcheui csplaia* thus tbt 

l/y09V ot th« orifiad : ^ 

DtpiagiU amiJeiti 
Tremuli • Uwivctti, 
Qiui gli ka Ciprisu I' aloia Dm d* Amon. 

TsMO hat paiatsd in the Mme Buaacr the eje* of Amida, at La 
FoMt raaurhai 

Qaal raggto ia onda Ic •ciatilla ua ri»o 
Nigli aaidi ocdii trcnalo t laadvo. 

WUUb Wr hanid. meliiag •JM 

A Mlliaat ray of laaghter liea. 

Soft aa tbc brokea aolar baam * 

TThat treablet ia lb« axara •trcam. 

Thaaiiaflcd oipraaaioa of digaity and Uadarana, vhich Anacrcea 
reqairca the paiaier to iafaae iaio the eyea of hb laiatreM. ia mora 
amply deacribed ia the attbteqaeat ode. Both de«eriptioat arc ao ei- 
qeiaitely toorhed, that the arutt matt have boea great iadeed, if he 
did aoi yield ia paiatiag to the poet i 

GfodtuU tialM, as whem therr'glowt 

Im nomf mtUk ike huhfmi ro$e.} That Propertiaa. eleg. 3. lib. ii. 

Utqae rota pure Ucte aataat folia. 

Aad Davenaat, ia a little poem called ■ The Mistreta." 

Catrh. aa it fallt, the Scylhiaa taow, 
Briag bluthiag rotea ateep'd ia milk. 

Thaa, too, Taygataa : 

Qay lac aiqao roiaa viacia eaadora roboalL 

Thete lait ynnf May perhaps defcad the • flaihSag uliite* of the 
traatlatioa. 

Tiem kar Up, io riek im Uitse* I 

Sw«»t pttitiomer for kistet!) The ■ lip, provoking kiwea,* ia the 
original, it a ttrong and beauiifal espreaaion, Achillea Tatiaa tpeaktof 
;^flX» JLietxBaJUL irpOf TA ^iXn/AUTA, • Lipt toft and de- 
licate for kitiiiog.a A grave old ronmenutor, Dionytint Lambinnt, 
io hit notet opoa Lacretiua, tellt na, arilh all the aathoriiy of eipa- 
rience, that giria who have large lipt kite infinitely aweeter than 
othert ! ■ Suatiua viroa oeculaatar pnellc Ubiom. qnam qua tant 
brevibna labrit.* And JBoeat Sjlviut, in hit tedioua aniniemting 
itory of the adulteront lovet of Earyaloa aad Lncretia, arhera he par- 
ticuUriieJ the beautiea of the heroine (in a very faltc and labonred 
aiyle of latinity), deacribet her lipa aa eiqoiaiialy adaptod for biting: 
• Ov parvum de<eaaqne, labia corallini coloria ad mortiun aptittiau.* 
Epitl. 114. lib. i. 

7ike« hanaatk tka —Ivet ekim, 

Who§a dimpit thade$ a LoM tntkim, Mc.] Madaao Dacier hat 
quoted here tvo pretty linea of Varroi 

Sigiila ia meoto impreaaa Araorit digitalo 
Veaiigio damoatirant mollitndiaem. 
Ia her chta ia a delicate dimple. 

By the fiager of Cupid impreat; 
There Softaoaa, bowltchingly timplo, 
Haa choaea hor inaoceat aeat. 



Now let a floating, lucid veil 
Shadow her limbs, but not conceal ; 
A charm may peep, a hue may beaia, 
And leave the rest to Fancy's dream. 
Enough — 't is she i *t is all! seek ; 
It glows, it lives, it soon will speak ! 



ODE XVII.' , 

And now, with all thy pencil's truth, 
Pourlray Bathyllus, lovely yoMb ! 
Let his hair, in lapses bright. 
Fall like streaming rays of light; 
And there the raven's dye confuse 
With the yellow sunbeam's hues. 
Let not the braid, with artful twine. 
The flowing of his locks couGne; 
But loosen every golden ring. 
To float upon the brenzes wing. 
Beneath the f^nt of polish'd glow. 
Front as fair as mountain snow, 
And guileless as the dews of dawn. 
Let the majestic brows be drawn. 
Of ebon dyes, cnrich'd by gold, * 
Such as the scaly snakes uuFold. 
Mingle in his jetty' glances 
Power that awes, and love that trances ; 

Now let a fioating, lucid »nl 

Shadow her limb$, but not conceal, etc. ] Tliia deKcato m 
acription, whiib loavet imagination to complete the pictare, 
aeldom adopted in the imitation* of thii boautiful poem. B( 
esceptionahly minutai and Poliiianui, in hit rharatiag porti 
girl, full of rich and eiquitita diction, haa lifted tho evil r 
much. Tho • queato rha tu m'intendi • ahoald b« ahrap loft 

' The reader who withet to acquire ao accaralo idaa of die j 
of the ancienit in beauty, will be indulged by eoaaaltiag i 
Pictura Veierum, ninth chapter, third book, whore he aril! 6 
curiout lelection of deti-ripiiont and cpithau of poraoanl p«i 
h« comp«ret thiji odo with a detcripiion of Theodoric. ki) 
Cotba, in the lecond epitlte, firtt book of Sidoaiua ApalUm 

Let kit hair, in lapses bright. 

Fall like Hreaming ra/i of light: etc.'] Re h«r« d«« 
tunny hair, the • flava coma,* wliiih the ancients »o aaach 
Tho Roraant gave tbia colour artificially to their balr. Si 
Kobieniiyck do Laiu Romanorum. 

Let not the braid, with artful twine, etc. } If tbo arig 
whit-b it particularly beautiful, can admit of any oddttioaMl < 
value ia cooforred by Gray't admiration of it. Sea hia ] 
Wcit. 

Some annotatort have quotitd on tbit paaaage the dea;i 
Photit'a hair in Apuleiut ; but nothing ran be more dittaal 
timplicity of our poet't manner than that affectatioa of rwfci 
dittinguiibet the ttyU of Apoleiui. 

Front at fair atmountain-tnow, 

Jnd gailelett at the dewt of dawn, etc. ] Torreatiaa, 
wordt ■ inaignem tenui fronle,* in tbo thirty-third oda a 
book of Horace, ia of opinion that • tenui • boar* tho m 
et/TflCAOT here; but be it certainly incorrect. 

Mingle in his jetty glances 

Power that awet. and lo¥e that trances! etc. "] Tana I 
milar charatter tu the eye* of Clorinda: 

Lampeggiar gli occhi, e folgorar gli o^ardi 
Doici ne I' ira. 

Her eyei were glowing with a beavealy beat, 
Emaaing fire, and e'rn In anger tweet ! 

Thf pocteaa Veronica Cambara it more diffuaa 
eipreuion t 

Ocelli lurenti et belli 

Come etacr poo rh' in un medeano iataala 

Kaacan da voi ti nova forme et tantaT 
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Steal from Vraat bland desire. 
Steal from Man the look of fire, 
Nend them io such aipression here. 
Thai we, by tnnu, may hope and fear! 
Now from the sunny apple seek 
T^e velvet down that spreads his cheek ! 
And there let B^ty's rosy rtj 
In flying blushes richly play ; — 
JUttshes of that celestial flame 
Which lights the check of virgin shame. 
Then for his lips, tliat ripely Kcm — 
But let thy mind imagine them ! 
Paint, where the ruby cell uncloses, 
Persuasion sleeping upon roses ; 
And give his lip that speaking air. 
As if a word was hovering there! 
His neck of ivory splendour trace. 
Moulded with soft but manly grace ; 
Fair as the neck of Paphia's boy. 
Where Paphia's arms have hung in joy. 
Give him the winged Hermes' hand, 
With which lie waves his snaky wand ; 
Let Bacchus tlien the brra.st supply. 
And Leda's son the sinewy tliigli. 
But oh! suffuse his limbs of fire 
With all that glow of young desire 



Lieli. BM(i, •apcri>i, bnoiir aliirri 

Vi aoatrat* ia no puoto. ondi it tpcBe. 

Et a timer dU eaipirc*. ttt. *tc. 

OhI ull ma, brifbily-hfaning ey«, 
WImstc ia y*«r litil# orhtl lie 
9o aaay iift^nat iraiu of fir«. 
KifTMiiaf earh a nrw ^raire t 
Nvv villi amfrj M^m yea dark la, 
Il«v *itb ImmUt aaffauli iparile, 
Aa4 w«, who viaw tb« warioaa Mirror. 
Fool at •■c« belb b»p« aod tarrftr. 

r Cbcrraaa, riHog iba lioM of oar p«'l. ia lit* rriii<]U4 on 
•f Xalbarba. prodacr* a Laiia *eniea of ib^m front a 
\ft vbkb ba bad aoaa, aotitlFd ■ Joaa Fakaoia Aoacrroatiii 



9tr§mm»i»m iltepimf h;wh r*<««. ] It waa wonby of iba drli.aie 
aiyaitUg of lb« Grwahi lo deify P«r«aa«ion. and eivo hT ibe lip* 
trlMTlkroaa. Wa ora bare rroiiadrd of a *«ry ia«-rMiini; frj(;inrni 
r Amm tn om, praaorrcd by tb« acholiaai upoa Ptodar, and aappo«<rd 
» bclof to ■ poooi raflcctiog wiib aooia a«*criiy ea .^inonidra, «ho 
•• tb* firot, we ar* told, ibat evor m»4t a birelioQ of bia note. 

Qui* m.fyvfin x&t' %XAfA-\,t Ilu^oe. 

Nor yet bad fair Pcrviaaioa tbonr 
la ail*er aplaadoara, aoi her owa. 
jimJftme ki$ Up !&«( ip€»kinf air, 

jtt if a. wrd itmi h»¥trimg thrrr .' ] to tbe orifpaal XttAflfT 
SOVOra. Tbe matreee of Pctrarrh • paria coo aileatlo.a vbicb ia 
•fhape ibo beat aotbod of feesale eloqurnce. 

Am Aim ikt winftd Brrwut' Aoai/. tU. ] la Shakaptare'a Cyni- 
dBas dMra ia a aiaiUr matbod of deacriplioa ; 

^— — ibit ia bia hand, 
Hia fool Marrarial, bia aiartial lbi|b 
Tbe bravoa of Rerrol -a. 

r* Sad it likeviao ia Raailel. Loogepi^tre iblaka ibat ibe baodi of 
i<t*wy at* acierted by Anarreoa, oa anoaal of the (rarcful graiurca 
barb were sappeaed to cbarartarite ihr god of elgqaanrei bat Mer- 
•y ««a ala« ibr pairoa of ibiete*, end may perbapa be praiaad aa a 
|kt<4agered deity. 

Mmt ok .' tmjfmit hii lim^t affr* 

With mli that flow ofyoumg dttirt, etc. ] I bare ukeo the liberty 
iro of aoneobai vailiag ibr origioai. Madame Oacirr, ia her trana- 
Itea. baa baog eat ligbta (a* Sirrae would tall it) at ibia paaaagr. 

ia twj ma«b to be regretted, tbat tbii aubatitotioa of aeuriakt ba* 
«B eo mocb adopted ia tbe popalar iatcrpretatiuaa of ibo Claw»t«; 

oorvee bat to briog wbatover i« eaceptioaable iaio asiico, • cla- 
OBtjaa faeom praforre fmd^a d it.u 



Which kindles when the wishful sigh 
Steals from the heart, unconscious why. * 
Thy pencil, though divinely bright. 
Is envious of the eye's delight. 
Or its enamour d touch wdUd show 
His shoulder, fair as sunless snow, 
Wliicli now in veiling shadow lies, 
Removc<l from all but Fancy's eyes. 
Now, for hi^ feel — but, hold — forbear — 
I see a godlike portrait there ; 
So like liathylkis! — sure tliere's none 
So like Rntliylhis but tbe Sun ! 
Oil. lei this pii-turcd god bo mine, 
And keep the boy for SamoV shrine; 
Pbtrbus shall thru Radiyllus be, 
Uathyllus then the deity ! 



ODE XVIII. » 

Now the star of day is high. 
Fly, my girls, in pity fly. 
Bring me wine in brimming urns, 
Cool my lip, it bums, it bums! 
Siinn'd by the meridian fire, 
Pautin;;, languid, I expire! 
(live me iill iho<ie iiumid flowers, 
Drop them o'er my brow in showers. 
Scarce a breathing cliaplet now 
Lives upon my feverish brow; 

^— ^aMf, kold^/orhemr— , 

1 ttt a fodliit porfrmit tktrt. ] Thit ia Tcry epiritti, bat It r«- 
qairr* eipUaatioa. Wbila ibr arliit ia poraoiog tbe portrait of Bi> 
llijllitt, AaMTTon, we mutt aa^oa^, taraa roaad aad aoea a pi<rt«re 
of Apello. wbirb «at iairodcd for aa altar at SaoMa; be ioataally 
Irlla tbe paioter lo r^a*' bl« work ; lh<i tbit pietare will aorrt for Ba- 
thylioat aad ib^i. ■m\\fo\i> |nte« to SaoMM, be may make ea Apollo of 
I be portrait of the bny «bi*b h# had begoo. 

■ Baibyllua (wya Madanr l>ari*r) rould not ba more alefaatly prai*. 
ed, aad ibia ooe paa««gr dora him mttrr honoar ibaa the autao, be«r> 
eter beautiful it might be, ohitb Polycratea raiaed to bim.a 

' • An pirgint tranilttina ofihia ode oMy b« feaad ia Ramler^a Lyr* 
BlumontIr«r, lib. r. p. 4<>^-* D«g«a. 

aria^ ow win* IN hrimmimf urns, rfr. ] Orif. 4rillV AfUlV^. 
• Thp am|M|l waa a method of drinking a««d aoMM >be Ibracia^. 
Tlina Horare, 'Tfarricia «iac4t amyatide.* Mod. DMSr, Loafepiorra, 
eir., etc. 

Parrliatiua, ia hia i«onty-*!«th cpitilc (Thetanr. Critic. voL i. ), 
eiplaiaa tbe amplia at a draught in be ribaaaiad withwat drawing 
breath. • uao bautru* A oeie io the margin of ibia epiatle of Por- 
rfu»iu« aayi, • Politiaoaa vcatem oaae puubat.a but I caaaot fiad 
where. 

Give me alt tkote kamid Jlowert. etc ] By the origiatl mHm§ of 
tbia line, tbe poet aayt, • Gif« me the flower of wiac •—Data i 
Lywi, at it it ia tbe Teraioa of Eliat Andrea* ; aad 

Drh porgplimi dri Gore 

IK quel almo a buon liquore, 

a 

at Regnier bat it, who topporta the rrading. At9oC woold 
ediy b^ar ibia appliratioo, which it tomewbat tiaular to ita 
tbf epigram of Simoaid<-t upoa 2iopboclet : 

Aad A'^a, in th^ Latin, ia frequently applied in thia ounaer^tbat Ce- 
ihrgu* I* calird by F.nniut, Flo* illihatut populi. aaaJoqua medalta, 
• 1 he immacalate flower of the people, and the very BMrrow of p«r- 
taaaion,* in ihute eeraea cited by Aulua Celliaa, lib. tii. which Cicero 
praited, and ^neca thoaght ridicaloa*. 

But in tbe paaaage before ua, if we admit fXf iyfll7, arrordiag to 
Fal>er'e conjcctaro. ibe aoaae ia laf&cioatly claar, aad we aood aot haee 
recuttrt«> io refiaemcata. 
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MOORE'S WOJ^S. 



Every dewy rosej 'wenr ' 
SheSs its tears, and withers there. 
But for you, my butaing mind 1 
Oh! what shelter shall I fiAd? 
Can the bowl, or ilw'ret's dew, 
Cool thq flame that scorches you T 

• _. 

ODE XIX. 

*Hbib recline you, gentle piaid, 
. Sweet is this imbowering shade ; 
Sweet the young, the modest trees. 
Ruffled by the kissing breeze ; 

S»»ry dewy rose 1 wear 

Sk*d$ Iff tears, and withers tA#r*.] Thcra ar* •obm baaaiifal 
lion, by AngorUmaat upon a ^rland, wbich I canaet reiiatquotiog 
here : 

Ante foraa nadida tic tic paodrie corolla, 

Maao ono imponat C«elia voa capiti ; 
At cum per niveam ccrricrm ioiuxcrit humor, 
Dicitc, non rori* aed pluri* bcc lacriina. 

By Olia'aarbonr all the oight 

Ha 00, homid wreath, the lovei'a vow ; 
Aod haply, at the morning liQbt, 

My love aball tvine ibce round her brow. 

Then, if upon her boaom bright 

Some dropa of dew ahall fall from thee. 
Tell her, ibey arc not dropa of night. 

Bat teari of tarrBv abed by mc ! 
-* ■ ' 
In tho poem of ,llc f/ittMB»t • Uncouth U thia moaa-coTcr'd grotto 

of atono,* there la an iitm vary aingolarly coiacident with this of Ange- 
rianna, in the alanza which begin*. 

And thoo, atony grot, in thy arvh auy'at preaerre. 

Bmlfor fH^ iMf UlhUmf mimd I ele.] The traaaitlen here ia peco- 
liarly delicata and impaaaiotied ; but the rommcntatora hare perplexed 
the acntinent by a variety of rradioga and coojrctarea. 

* The deacription of thia bower ii ao nainral and animated, that we 
cannot help feeling a degree of coolnraa and frcahncaa while we read 
it. I^ogepierre hat quoted from the first booh of the Aaihologia, the 
following epigMra, aa aomewhat reacmbling thia ode: 

E^;t«0» *** 'WtT' tfAAl l^iU O-ITI/y, A TO (AlK%Xf^^ 

Coiaa, ait by the ahadowy pine 
J^** covera ny tylvan retreat. 
Am aec how the branchet incline 
The breathing of Zephyr to meat. 

See the fouaiain, that, lowing, diffaeaa 

Around mc a gliiieriag apray t 
By ii« brink, aa the traveller matee. 

I aootlie him to »lcep with ny lay ! 

B*rt neUite y<m, tjtmtte maid, etc"] ' The Vatican MS. reads ySdt- 
OC/XXOt/y which reoderi ibe whole poem metaphorical. Some com- 

menutor tug|*»sts the readiug'of ^aLDI/X^oyj which mahn a pon 
opon the name; a grace that Plato hioMcIf haa condracendcd to in 
writing of his boy A^p, See the epigram of this philosopher, which 
I qnete on the lwenty^<A>nd ode. 

There is another epigram by this philosopher, prcterved in Laertius, 
which tturnt upon (he same word : 

A^p 4rpiy fjttj f xa^TTf c in fo(oi0vy ittoc 

Nt^T S% Betnecj, Kttfji'Tnii fffTf^c; ir f d«/bifyo<c. 

Id life thou wrri my mornin(;-siar. 

But new that draih has stolen thy light, 
Alas! ibnn sbinrst dim and far. 

Like the pale beam that weeps at night, 

la the Venerea BIyenharQic*. under the head of a allnsiones,* we 
find a number of sach frigid coacaiia npoa aamaa, •elected from the 
poeta of the middle agaa. 
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Sweef the little founts that weep, 
Lulling bland the mind to sleep ; 
Hark ! they whisper, as^ey roll. 
Calm persuasion to the soul; 
Tell me, tell me, is not this 
All a stilly scene of bliss? 
Who, my girl, l|f|i&ld pass \if^ T 
Surely neither yiiiii nor I! 



ODE XX. 

■ Oif B day the Muses twined the hands 
Of baby Love, with flowery bands ; 
And to celestial Beauty gave 
The captive infant as her slave. 

who, mg girl, would pats ii hft 

Smratf ueitAer ymmor I !] What a finlab he give* to tW 
the simple rxclsmation of the original! In iheae delicata 
inimiuble ; and yet, hear irl«it a French traaalator aaya 4 
sage: a This conclasiou appeared to me too trifling afWr 
scription, and I thought proper to add aomewhat to the atrai 
original.* 



* By thia allegory of ibr Mascs making Copid the priaoi 
Aaacria* teems to inaiauaie the sufiening influence whick a 
of poetry has over the miod, in making it peculiarly aaacepi 
impreaaions of beauty. 

Though in the following epigram, by the philoaapher Pt 
is found in the third book of Diogeoea Laertiaa,the Maata a 
disavow all the influence of Love j 

*A Kt/TpiC Mouortia%y xapoLotct <ratv A^p^S^t 

Ti^at' n toy Epopo-a U/Afjni fpo^Xion/cAi^ 

At MoiTAi <troTi K(/9rpiy. Apii ta ?a»/u</XaT 

*H/4IV 01/ <trfT0lTAI TOt/TO TO 4rAI Jk^iof. 

a Yield to my gentle power, Parnaaaianaaaidat* 
Thus to the Musca apoke the Qneen of Charma— 

■ Or Love shall flutter in your ciaaaic shades. 
And make yuur grove the camp of Papbia* ««•!• 

a No.> said the *irgina of the tuneful bower, 
a We acorn ihinc own and all ihy urchia'aart; 

Though Mars has trembled at ihc infant's pow^. 
His abaft is poinllest o'er a Muse's heart !• 

There is a sonnet by Benedetto Guidi, the ihonght of wUd 
gestcd by this ode. 

Scherrava dentro air aurec chiome Amora 

Deir alma donna della vita mia i 
E lania era il piacerth' ei ne aentia, 

Che non aapea, n^ volea nsciroe fora. 

Quando ecco ivi anno^Iar si aente il core. 
Si, che per forca ancor convein che alia : 

Tai lacci alta bellaie orditi aria 

Del crespo crin ; per Tarsi eierno onora. 

Oode ofTre infin dal ciel degna mereeda, 

A cbi scioglie il tigliuol la brlla dea 

Da tanii uodi, in ch' ellasireiio il vede. 
Ma ti vinto a due ocrhi 1' srme cede: 

Et t' affaticbi inciarno. Ciierea ; 

Che a' altri 'I scioglie, rgli a legar si riadc. 

Love, wandering through the golden 

Of my beloved's hair. 
Traced every lock with fond delays. 

And. doling, liiiger'd there. 
And soon be found 't were vain to fly. 

His heart was clo«e contined ; 
And every curlct was a tir. 

A chain by Beauiy twined. 

Now Venas seeks her boy's releaae, 

Whb ransom from above: 
But. Venus ' let thy efforts cease. 

For Lore 's the slave of love. 
And, should we loose his golden chain, 
Tltr prisoner would return again! 



ODU OF AJIACREON. 
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Ett mother comes with maoy a toy, 
*o nmom her beloved boy ; 
lis mother sues, bat ^11 in vain ! 
le ne'er wtJI leave his cliains again. 
Cay, should they take his chains avay, 
*he little captive still vrould stay. 
I If this,B he cri^ « a htrmhlflr be, 
nriio could wish for liberty H 



ODE XXI. « 

>MBKVB when mother earth is dry, 
»he drinks the droppings of the sky; 



MM«, irOA MMif « Iky. 
iMHi htr Mm« d kf. tie. ] Vm«i that prsdUiaM Um mnrd 
fagitivc tkiU ia ik« fint idji of Mawliim: 

r6e<<roi,«rs ^iX«ft«To K</7r^i^€. »f /'«y«yirc fit, 
ywfa%i TO piXtt/jM^ rvi'et (in, juu <rxiev i(tt{. 

kifli, wk« Um iMiiBli •( mj Cmpii can bImw, 
iM af iIm iraicrrai tiaap 1 *U b««to« , 
Im, wh« caa Wtag ■« tba «aa4ar*r brr«. 
II kava aaaiatkMf Mora raptaroaa, Mmatbinf aara imtk' 



tktsf BMrt* it iba ifai^qaM poM e«ca!a 4ak« af lanmdaa. 
iWt a4a. ilMTt follav la iba Tatiraa ^MS. ihaaa auraarllury 

*H/tf/UfXac AvdtxpiaiT 
'HA/)UfX»c /^ 2«TfSi 
IliT/ae^iaof TO J^ /uoi /utXoc 

T«i tptm. tdLUTA yuoi /oaii 
K«u ^viu9Ui fi0tx9»v 
K«u ITa^m 4rflt^st;^poo€ 
Kai «vto€ £f »€ XAV tvitiv. 

a liaaa, wkkb appear la ma la have a» little Mat* a» matra. ara 
na^biy tka iaterpoHkMa af the iraatcriber. 
« caauaaautart wba hafr aaJravaarnl lo tbrov tht thai^ af 
ta over lift apirit af ibia baautifal triSri reqaira toa macb froa 
aalie pbil«aapby. Mooaianr Gail rery triaaly tbiaka ibal tba 
laa tM •ptibal yUlXAJf N, hecaaae blark earth abaorba naiaiare 
•ickly cbaa aay aibar ; aai aeeardiagly h« iadMlgca at ailb aa 
aastal JiaqaiHtioa oa ibe ««bjcrt. Sea Gail'a aolaa. 
af tba Capilapi baa imilatad tbia eJe, ia aa rpilapb aa a 

Daa Till aiaa fiaa bibi, aie imbrifer areaa. 

Sir idlaa plaviaa tole peraala bibit. 
Sk btbit aaaUae foatea et SaMlna Poataa, 

Sia tamper titteat .lol maria htarii aqoaa. 
Ma te ifilur jaeirt plua ma, Sileae, bibitaa ; 

El Mibi ^ victaa ta qaoqae. Bat«ba. maaaa. 

Hippolytaa Capilapaa. 
Wbila life wat miae. tbe little boar 

la drialiiB| aiill aavarird flaw ; 
I Jraak aa eartb imb<bet tbe tbowar. 

Or at tbe raiabow Jriaka tba 4«« { 

Aa eeeaa iiaalTt tbe rivera ap. 

Or flaabiag aaa iahatct the teat 
Silaaat trcmUad at my rap. 

▲ad BaeJiaa aaa oatioaa by me I 

at emit citiag iboae rvaMrkable liaea of Sbakapaara, vberc 
»«gbu af tba ade befare aa are pratat^ad «itb aacb alrikia(f 
i4ai 

riMOH. ACT. IT. 

I'll ciamplc yoa vilb tbiarcry. 
Tbe aaa 'a a tbiaf, aod wiib bit great atiractian 
Kaba tbe tati tea. Tbe mooa't aa arraat ibiaf, 
Aad bar pale lire abe taaicbea from tbe aaa. 
Tbe tea 'a a ibief, wbaae li^aid turge reaeUaa 
Tbe aaaaada iaio aali team. Tba eanb'a a tbiaf, 
That faada. aad braada by a a a m p oatwa alolaa 



And then the dewy cordial gives * 

To every thirsty plant that lives. * 

The vapours, which ai evening weep, * 
Are beverage to the swelling deep ; 
And when rfie rosy sun apprars. 
He drinks t)ie ocean's mi^ty leaiV. 
Ttie moon, too, quaffs her paly stream 
Of lustre from the M>lar beam. 
Then, hence with all your sober thinki^ ! 
Since Nature's holy law is drinking ; 
I 'U make the laws of Nature mine, 
And pledge the universe in wine ! 



• % 

ODE XXII.» * 

T» Phrygian rock, that braves the storm. 
Was once a weeping matron's form ; 
And Progne, hapless, frantic maid, 
b now a svallow in the shade. 

. '^Ogilria, ia 4ia Faaay oa tbe Lyrt* Poetry of tba Aacteatt, Ja r^ 
markiaf apoa iba Odea of Anacrena, aaya. • la aome af bia piacaa 
ibare ia eiabaraace aad e*ca wildaaaa of imagiaatioa; ia tbal pmtifB 
larly wbicb ia addreaaod la • yoaa^ girl, wbere be viabaa alleraalely la 
be traatformed to a mirrar, a coal, a tiream, a bracelet, aad a pair af 
ab%aa. for tbe diffeteat parpoaca wbicb be racttaa; tbia ia awra ■pftt 
aod waaioaaeta.* 

It it tbe waatoaaett. bowerar, of a very fTMNfal maaat ladil ama- 
biliter. Tbe complimeat af tbia ode ia tuahlllly delicata. aad aa 
aiagaUr for tba prriad ia wbirh Aaarreoa Head, wbaa tbe a«ala af lava 
bad aat yet bera fradaatad laio all iia little profreativa ra&aamaaH, 
ibai if we wera iacliaad ta qaetiioa tbe aaibeotiriiy af ibe poaa, «a 
tbould 6od a macb mora plawaible aigaaarot la tbe faatam af mad<f 
galUatrv wbi.b it baara. ibta la aay of iboae faat idid^aaajaa t aaaa 
apoa wbicb toai^ comawautort ba*a prraaoted ao far. I>efm ihiaba 
it tparioaa. aad Oa Paaw prc»aa«arra it to be miaeraUa. Laajapiarra 
aad Baraaa refer at to aeveial imiiationa of tbiaoda, fraM vbidb lakaU 
aaly adect aa rpifiam of Dioayaiaa: 

£i9'«?ijUocyf?o/u»y, wliyt cv*A^ov9«««/M^y«Cy 

Eldf ^O^f 7f?0^«V ^TO^Of ^t/^O?, 0^p« fJL% X^t*^ 

£*9i »^i?of 7tT0)UN? Xfc;«o;^^oof, o^^m. /Jtt X*f^^ 



I eould lik^ frphyr aieal 
T* waatoa o'rr tliy maiy real i ' 

Aad iboa woaldai ope tby Loaom Teil, 
Aod uk« me paaiiag to thy breaal I 

I wiab 1 migbt a roaa-bad grow. 

Aad tbott woaldtt cull me from the bowel', 
Aad place me oa (ImI braaal of taow, 

Wbara 1 aboald bloom, a wiatry flower I 

1 wiab I were tba liiy't leaf. 

To fade apaa ibai boaom warm t 
Tberc I abould wiiher, pale aad briaf, 

Tba iropby of tby fairer form I 

Allow aa la add. ibat Plato bat eapraaaad aa Ctacifol a wiab ia a dl» 
aticb praacrred by Laeniut : 

Acv^a; ii0iitd^i«c> AC^p fyuoc iidfl >fTei/Mf 
Ovf«yoc. «c <roxxoic ojuijuiAnf ttt 9% jOktwrn' 



Wby doal tboa pte apoa tbe tky 1 

Ob ! tbat I ware ibat tpaag lad apbara. 
And cf ary aur aboald be aa eya 

Ta waader oa iby baautiea bara ! 

Apaleiaa qaatr* tbia apifram of tba ditiaa pbilaaopbcr. tajaalUy 
biamalf for bia varaaa aa Criiiaa aad Cbariaaa. See bia Apalafy* 

et 



ba alaa addwaa tba tt aapla af Aaacraaa s • Faccra ta 
altt talia. at at raa Ifaaraiia. apad Oomm Tataa qaidaa,* aia., aia. 
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MOORE'S WORKS. 



Oh !*that a mirror* s form were mine, 
To sparkle with that smile divine; 
And, likfe my heart, I then should be 
Reflecting thee, and only thee ! 
Or were I, love, the robe which flows 
O'er every charm that secret glows, 
In many a lucid fold to swim, 
And cling and grow to every limb I 
Oh! could I, as the streamlet's wave. 
Thy warmly-mellowing beauties lave. 
Or float as perfume on thine hair,> 
And breathe my soul in fragrance there ! 
I wish I were the xone that lies 
y Warm to thy breast, and feels its sighs ? 
Or like those envious pearls that show 
So faintly round that neck of snow ; 
Yes, I would be a happy gem. 
Like them to hang, to fade like tliem. 
What more would thy Anacreon be 7 
Oh ! any thing that touches thee. 
Nay, sandals for those airy feel- 
Thus to be press'd by thee were sweet ! 



ODE XXIII.' 

I OPTEN wish this languid lyre. 
This warbler of my soul's desire, 

/ wiik T wtrt tke urn* thai litt 

Warm to thg ttvaMl, and feets its Hjki /] Tbit TflUVIN »■• • n- 
band. or ban-l, called by ibe Romant fatcia and •trophiam, vbicb tbe 
vonen wor^ar ibc parpo«« of rettraining ibc aobaraoca of tbc bo- 
••B. YideWollac. Oaoina«t. Tbua Martial : 

Faacia cretecntea domioc compMcc papUlaa. 

Tbc women of Greece not only wore tbiatonr, bai rondemned ibem- 
aeWra to fatting, and made u«e of certain druga and powders for tbe 
aaaia pnrpoae. To ibeae eipeJienta tbey wcra compelled, in conae- 
quence of tbeir incUgant fasbion of conpretaing tbe waiat into a rery 
narrow eompai«, wbicb nerettarily caused an excetaire tumidity in tbe 
botom. See Dioacoridei, lib. v. 

Nag, tamJah /or thoMe airg feet— 

Tkiu to ha preu'd hy the* wert ivoHl'^ The aopbist Pbilo«traiua, 
in one of bit lo* e-lelter«. bat borrowed ibit tbnogbt ; « el^TOf 

ttfuiii. t» xAXXoc fXfli/Sfl^oc. <» r^to-tvilAifimf *yo» xdU 

/XdMdUpiQt tdL% va/no^Ti fJL%. • Ob lorely feetf ob csrellent 
beauty! ob *. ibriee happy and bleated tboald I be, if yon would but 
tread on me ! > In Sbaktpeare. Romeo detiret to be a glove : 

Ob ! ibai I were a glove upon that hand. 
That I might kita that check t 

And, in bit Paatlonatc Pilgrim, we meet with an idea tomewbat like that 
of tbe thirteenth line : 

He. ipying her. bounced in, where at be ttood, 
■ O Jore!* quoth the, ■ why vat not I a flood T* 

In Burton't Anatomy of Melancholy, that whimtical farrago of ■ all 
toch reading a* wat never read.* there it a very old trantlaiion of ibit 
ode, before i63a. ■ Englitbed by Mr B. Holiday, in bit Technog. 
act I, tcene •].* 

I Thitode it firtt in tbe t«-riet of all tbe editiont, and it thought 
to Im peruliarly drtigncd at an introduction to tbe rcat; it however 
cbaracteritettbc geniut of the Teian but very inadequately, at wine, ihe 
burden of bit layt, it not even mentioned in it. 

— — ^-cum multo Yencrem confundere mcro 
Preccpil Lyrici Tcia Muta tenit. Ovid. 

Tbe twcnty-titih Ode. ff-u fJiil Xf^f IC TA 0»Cn(, might, niih 
■a much propriety, be the harbinger of bit aongt. 

Bion bat expretacd the tentimenit of tbe od^ before ut with much 
timpliciiy in bit fourth idyl. I have given it rather parapbrattically ; 
it baa been to frequently trantlaied, that ^ could not olberwiae avoid 
tritenM* nod repetition. 



C6nld raise the breath of song sublime. 
To men of Came, in former time. 
But when the soaring theme I try. 
Along the chords my numbers die, 
^d whisper, with dissolving tone, 
« Our siglis are given to Love alone !» 
Indignant at the feeble lay, 
I tore the panting chords away. 
Attuned them to a nobler swell. 
And struck again the breathing shell ; 
In all the glow of epic Hre, 
To Uerculcs I wake the lyre ! 
But still its fainting sighs repeat, 
w The tale of Love alone is sweet!* 
Then fare thee well, seductive dream. 
That mad'st me follow Glory's theme; 
For thou, my lyre, and thou, my heart. 
Shall never more in spirit part; 
And thou the flame shalt feel as well 
As tliou the flame shalt sweetly leU ! 



ODE XXIV." 

To all that breathe the airs of heaven. 
Some boon of strength has Nature given. 
When the majestic bull was bom. 
She fenced his brow with wreathed h«ii. 
She arm'd the courser's foot of air. 
And wing'd with speed the panting hare. 
She gave the lion fangs of terror. 
And, on the ocean's crystal mirror. 
Taught the unnumbcr'd scaly throng 
To trace their liquid path along; 
While for the umbrage of the grove. 
She plumed the warbling world of love. 

In ati the glow of epic firt, ^ 

To UercuUi I u-ake the Igre ! ] Madame Dncicr 

Xl/CN into a lute, whirh I believe it rather innccamie. 

la lyrede* ancient (tayt Monsieur Sorel) par ■■ bath, c* 

difrirrncc qu'il y a entre cet deux intirumena de 

tbVque Franraite. 

But stilt its fainting sighs repeal, 

• The tale of Looe alone is turet!*} The word <ty 
in the original, may imply that kind uf musical dta]«M« m 
the ancionit, in which tbe lyre wat made to rc«poa4 (• iIh 
propoted by tbe tinger. Tbit was a method wbi^'ls Sappho « 
are told by Ilermogrnct: u CTetV TNV KVfdLf ^mtlkl 
XAI CTetV «tI/«rM dLTrdKfllWTM.y Tit ft lAfl»V. Tfl^ 

^ Henry Stephens baa imitated the idea of thin edle ia ihi 

lines of one of bit poemt 

Provida dat cunciit Natum antmaotibat nraia, i 

Kt «ua fcrminrum pottidet arma genua. 1 

Ungulaque ut defcndit equum, atque at coraaa law 
Armaia est forma foemina pulcbra aun. 

And tbr sams ihouijbt occurs in iboae liaco, opokca bf < 
Pattor Fido : 

Cnsi noi la bellctxa 

Che "k vrrtu nostra cou' propria, c< 

La forza del leooe 

K r ingcgoo de 1* buomo. 

The lion boasts bis savage power*. 

And lordly man his tirengih of i 
But beauly't charm is tolely oarv. 

Peculiar boon, by Heaven o«si«a*4 ! 

■ An rlrgani eiplicalion of the brauticn of tbinodo tm 
may be found in Grimm en den Anacrkli. 
Anakr.v 
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To man the gave tiie flame refined. 
The «i»ark of Heaven — a thinking mind! 
^•d had she no suq»at«ing treasure 
For thee, oh woman ! child of pleasure ? 
She gave thee beauty — shaft of eres. 
That every shaft of war oucflies ! 
She gave thee heaoty — blush of fire. 
That bids the flames of war retire! 
Woman ! be fair, we must adore thee ; 
Smile, and a worhl i« weak before thee! 



ODE XXV. « 

Orce in each revolving year. 
Gentle bird! we find thee here, 
When Nature wears her summer-vc»t. 
Thou come«l to weave thy iiimpic ni^t; 
Bot when the chilling winter lowers. 
Again thou seek'st the geuial bowers 
Of Memphis, or the sliorrs of Nile, 
Where sunny hours of verdure smile. 
And thus thy wing of freedom rovc«. 
Alls! unlike the plumed loves, 
That linger in thi4 hapless breast. 
And never, never change their nest ! 

To ««■ $ht fiuft tkt/lmmp rrXmml, 

Tke 9park •/ Mmmm— « Mmiimf ■■••//] !■ n^ Arat ■iirMpi ia 
-•••Ul« ihit oil*. I bait iHierprrinl f^VI9fJLA^ «ilh Eiflrr ad<i 
i«ra*<, •* inpljiftf roarjgc awl aiiliury tirinr . bai 1 dti not lb iik 
Ml lh« g»lla«lnr nf ihr id«a •■ffrr* by i\»* iw|n>rt wbiib I bi*« huw 
ifm lo ii. Far, why hmJ «• rAil«i«l«r ihit p*i«r««i»* vf witiluw at 
irl«»irr* and !■ iraih, a« lb* ilni^H of Aaa«r»«H la to m<Bair ih* 
'•aaarc of beauty, abofe all lb* rrtt «bi<h Naiurr b«i dialribuiad. ii 
> perbapa rrea rrfiaiag Hpea iti^ driiracy iifihr rAmplmrnl. 10 prcfrr 
•e radia»cr of fraaalr ckarvH to ihe r»ld illvniiaalioii of witdoB aad 
mmi 10 tbiak lh*t wnaara'a avca ar* 



-tha S^olia, iba arad«miaa. 



Fra* «linic« doth apnag ihcirue Proncibraa 6rr. 

Sk*§mv tittt frMntr — ikufk *f rjts, 

Tkmt€»fry iks/i mf wmr •nl/fiM / ] Tlia* Acbilln Tar at : XdXXoC 

f l/TSf OV TIT^Mrail jkiKdUty «<U /let TttV 9^8«t>.fca»r nc 

tn •\'Vy^9f ««*r«/3csi. O^SaL^juof yctf e/oc tfsmxa* 

'ttUfMtPTt* aBeaniy woumU Borr attifily tliaa ibe armv, and paia«« 
Ifwogb Um ff)c lo lb* vciy »oh1 , for Uia rye i« llit inlet to tbe nound* 
r lora.. 

tttmmn ' kt fmir, m-t mmUitdort thfe; 

Mmile, mmi m trorU i$ m-Mk Itfort the* '] I.o«B»pi»m"'t rraarb 
•f* •• very iagriiidat : • Tli^ Rnmant,* aavt be ■ wrre t(i rnn*ia<*d 
f ilMfAwrrof hfaniy. itui tliry ated m «or<i impliing ttrro^ih in ilir 
bH U lb« tpiibrt braaliful. Tliut I'lautut. ai (. a. vtmr. a. BaobiJ. 

Scd Bacib'>« tu>m f^rtit libi *••«. 



, U cat fornioaa.' aay Srrriat and Noniua.* 

• nit Ii ■■•tbcr mlr addratM^ lo lh« tKalluv. Albvrti bw iatUtaJ 
Mh ia ••* pA«B. b^giaaiiif 

Prtxb' io pianf^ a I tuo raato 
niadiaclla iBperlusa. ric 

JUm t mmUkt tie pImwteJ luptn, 
Tkmi hmftr in tkn k-tjJf** hrciit. 

And merer, merer cLtmff t'l^ir ntul ] Tboa Lora ta r»pr*tmtr.| 
I m bird, in an rpi^raui cited by l.iia|;r|iirrrp fr«n ilie Aalhulogia : 

Ji»%t /Act iuiu /ufv iv c{/a9iy »;t^C ffaracC9 

OfAjULA ii fftyA «ro9dic TO yXuxu loDtfU ^fl^fi. 

Qui* n lu^t ft'' ^*>7&5 t*ai,«i«», «txx* iro ptxtfon 
*H/s lo-ot/ KfoJin yyee^.c trigi Tt/iroc. 

SX oTdivoi, fjtn xau vvt t^t^tAoBxt jutn ifttric 
Otik'Ty asroTTa? <i /' o«/6 ' •«? irXy*^* i 



Still every year, aud all the year, 
A flight of loves engender here; 
And some their infant plumage try. 
And on a tender winglet fly; 
While in the shell, impregn'd with fires. 
Cluster a thousand more desires ; 
Some from their tiny prisons peeping. 
And some in formless embryo sleeping. 
My bosom, like tb« vernal groves, 
Resounds with little warbling loves; 
One urchin imps the oUier's feather. 
Then twin-desires they wing together, 
And still as they have leam'd to soar. 
The wanton babies teem with more. 
Hut is there then no kindly art. 
To chase thetie Cupids from my heart 7 
>'o, no! I fi'ar, alas! I fi-ar 
Thry will for ever nestle here ! 

ODE XXVI.« 

Tit harp may sing of Troy's alarms, ^ 
Or tell the tale of Theban arms ; 
With other wars my song shall bom. 
For other wounds my harp shall muura. 
T WAS not tho crested warrior's dart. 
Which drauk tlte current of my heart; 
>'or naval arms, nor mailed steed. 
Have made this «an<]uisird bosom bleed ; 
No — from an eye of liquid blue 
A host of quiver'd Cupids flew; 
Aud now my heart all bleeding lie* ^ 
Beneath litis army of tbe eyes! 



ODE XXVII.=» 

We read the flying coursers name 
Upon his side, in marks of flame; 

'Tit Leva ibal aarBan in my broaai, 

Aad Babaa Be thrd iba %frrtt laar ; 
Nar day aor oight By bran lia« reat. 

For aigbt aad day bit vnli-a I brar. 
A wABod viibia By heart I find. 

Aad obi *tia plain wbrrr I.OTr baahani 
For ttill ha l<>a*et a •oand behind. 

Such at «iihin my heart it aaca. 

Oh bird of Love I «iih ton| an driKir, 

Mabr not By tnul iha nati of paia ; 
Oh I In tha miag which iiriia(ffai ibea brro, 

la pity vaft ihaa heaic af{ain I 

* • Tba Ofiraan port l^i htt imiuird ihit oda. CoBpara alto 
Wtitao Schort. Liadar. lib. iii. dar !>oUai.« Gail, Drgaa. 

tf9—/r0mt an Qre of It^uitl War. 

jt ki-it *f ^nimtr'd Cupitit firw. ] Longrpierro baa ^olrd part of 
aa rpigraB froB ib« taTenib book of the Aatbolog^ia, wkich baa a 
fancy aoawibiag lika thit : 

Ol/ fA% Xf XN9dlC> 
To^CTflt, ZNTC^lXfltC CfJifAtLVt KfUrTOfJLt fit* 
Anhrr i.oTat ibnagh alily rrerpinir, 
Wfll 1 know nhrrr thou di>«t lia ; 
I tj« ihea lliroiif,h ihr «urij{n prrpiag. 
Tbjt frinftat Zcauphelia'a aye. 
Tha porta ahouaJ with conraiit on ihr an-hery of tbo ryra. bat frw 
hire tnraad the ihousfat ae naiarally u Aaacrooa. Roaaard givoa to 
the ayea of hi* Bitlreaa aaa petit <aBp d*aaMBrt.a 

* Tbia ode forBi a part of the prmding ia iko Tatlran MS. bat I 
bare coaforBed lo the oditiooa ia trantlatiag th<>B aoparairly. 

■ CoBpara with tbia (taya Drgen) the pecB of Raaaler Wahnvichea 
Jar Lioba, in Lyr. MsBOalaM, lib. i*. p. 3i3.* 
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And, by tiieir turban'd brows aloae, 

The warriors of the East are knovn. 

Buiin Uie lovers glowing eyes, 

The inlet to his bosom lies; 

Through them we see the small faint mark, 

Where Love has dropp'd his bnmiog spark I 

ODE xxvni.' 

As in the Lemntan caves of fire, 
The mate of her who nursed denre 
Moulded the glowing steel, to form 
Arrows for Cupid, thrilling warm; 
While Venus every barb imbues 
With droppings of her honied dews; 
And Love (alas! the victim-heart) 
Tinges with gall the burning dart; 
Once, to this Lemnian cave of flame. 
The crested Lord of battles came ; 
T was from the ranks of war he rush'd. 
His spear with many a life-drop bluh'd ! 
lie saw the mystic darts, and smiled 
Derision on the archer-child. 
«c And dost thou smile In said little Love; 
Take this dart, and thon may'tt prove. 

But in the Ioim:i'$ fUtwing tyts, 

rA« imltt to hi* loMom iUs,'] a W« euiBOt m« ioto th« heart, • 
•ays MaJaiD* Dacter. Bat tha lover anawara — 

11 cor aa g\i occbi a aa U freau ha acritto. 

Moaaianr La FoMa baa givea tkt foUeviag liaat, aa aalaifiof on 
Iba tboagfat of Aoacraen t 

Loraque ja voit aa anaat, 
II cacbe ea vaia sod loanaaat, 
A le trabir toot coasptra, 
Sa Ian0uear, toa eaibarraa. 
Toot ce qo'il paot faira o« dira, 
MAaa ca qn^il na dit paa. 

la vaia tb« lover tries to veil 

Tbe flaiar wbich ia bis beaaoi Ika i 
Hit cheek's confosioa tells tha tale. 

We read it ia hia Uagaid eyca > 
Aad thoof h bis words iha heart batnrf. 
His silcace speak* e'ea more ihaa thej* 

I Thi* ode is referred to by La Mothe le "Vanfr, who, I keiieve, was 
tbe aaibor of that curioos little work, caUad eH«uaia«iaBmiiqoe.* 
Ho nukes use of Ais, as well aa the thirty>-fifth, fa hia iageaioaa bat 
indelicate ciplaoetioa of Homer's Gave of the MyMpba. Joara^e Qua- 
tri^oae. 

Jmd U»0 {alas! tkt victim-htart) 

Ting€t witA fall tk« barnimg darf. ] Itea Oaodiaa— 

Labuator Qeaiini foates, hie dakis, aounu 
Alter, et iofaait cormaipit molla veaeaia, 
Uade Copidineaa annavit faaia aagitlaa. 

In Cypms* isle two ripplinf fooataiaa fall, t 

And one with honey flows, and one with fail ; 
la these, if we may tdie the tale fren faao, 
The SOB of Veaaa dips hia daru of flaae. 

See tbe ainoty-firtt embleia of Alciataa, oalhe doae coaaeiioa which 
subsisu betweca sweets and bitteraese. Apes ideo paafoat (sap Pe- 
troaios) quia abi dulce, ibi et addaas iaveaiaa. 

Tbe allegorical dcKripiioa of Capid's emplojmtai. ia Horace, may 
vie with this before as ia fancy, thoogh not la delicacy : 

feroa et Capido 

Semper srdsntes acueas sag ittaa 
Cote craenia. 

And Copid, sharpening all his fiery darta 
Upoa a whetstone stain'd wiib blood of hearta. 
Seeoadu* has borrowed this, bat has aomewhat aofteoed the image 
by tbe oaiasioa of the epithet • crueata. • 

Fallor aa ardaato* acaabet cota aagiltaa. Kleg. i. 



That though they pass the breese's flight, 
My bolts are not so feathery li^L* 
lie took the shaft-^-and, oh ! thy look. 
Sweet Venus! when tlie sbafi be took-^ 
He sigh'd, and felt the urchin's art; 
He sigh'd, in agony of heart, 
« It is not light — I die vrith pain! 
Take — take thy arrow back again.* 
«No,i» said the child, « it most not be. 
That little dart was made for thee I» 



ODE XXIX. 

Yes — loving is a painful thrill. 
And not to love more painful still ; 

Tn— loving i$ a painful tkrUt. 

Jnd not to love more painful still, tte. ] Moasiaar Me 
following Anacreontic, enforces tbe aereasity of ioviag i 

Ilf^f TCI/ ^fv ^iXinnu. 
Ilfoc IlfT^oir AaiiN^ce 'Tsttp?. 

XfltpiTflPV 3"atA0C 'TlTTI, 

^iMNovty CI fft^i^an. 
^iX«»9S nfjiyc( ttinfy 
To TfxvcT rou "Xct^poitffxot/y 

Ti iT* ttytv ^fvoiT* E^mrot^ 

AXSTN /AIT f r> -i'OX^f- (<>) 

Tlriftryiffviy ck Oxcz/Airov 

KctT«Urfl/AfVOI/C Al€Uf%i, 

BtKtiovt t^AyttfUy 
Uvpt Xct/A9ra,Jbc ^tt%na 
'Pt/^ctf«Tfpot/c xotSaipfi. 
^iXfttyufv o«/?,*TETTE, 
^ixc»/ufr, » «T<eipi. 
A^IJCMC ^f Xoi/o^ot/VTi 
*A^iot;f tfurtte ifAMi 
KeuLoi %u^o/A,eLt to fJLOvyof 
* Ivflt /xm Suibut' f xf lyoc 
^iXf fiy Tfl Xflci ^xuffQ-At* 

TO farts aA«iBt Hoarr. 
Thou ! of lunrful b«rd» tbe first. 
Thou ! by all tbe Graces nursed ; 
Friend ! each other friend above . 
Come with me. and learn to love. 
Loving is a simple lore. 
Graver men have leara'd before ; 
Nay, tbe boast of former agca, 
Wiictt of the wisest sages, 
Sophrnniscus' prudent son. 
Was by Lovh's illusion woa. 
Ob t how hrary life would asove. 
If we knew not bow to love ! 
Love 's a whetstone to (be niad ; 
Thus 'tis poioied, thus refined. 
MThea iho soul dejected lie*. 
Love can waft it to the skies; 
When in languor slrepe tha hooTt, 
Lova caa wake it with his dart } 

(a) Tim line is borrowed from an epigram by Aluhet 

MMiage, I think, says someeherv, tliat he waa ck« fiiai « 
ibis epigram to the world. 
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ly *tM the wont of pain, 
■nd not be loved again ! 
a now has fled from eardi, 
of genioc, li|;Ut of birth, 
renly ▼irine, qan beguile 
Mity's cheek one favouring smile, 
be woaan's only theme, 
he woman's only dream. 
tr be that wretch fbrgtveo — 
him not, indignant Heaven ! — 
provelling eyes could first adore. 
Mart could pant for sordid ore. 
at devoted thirst began, 
t liorgot to Ceel for man ; 
e of social life is dead, 
its fonder feelings tied ! 
has sullied Nature's charms, 
i provokes the world to arms! 
1 the worst of all iu art, 
breaks the lover's heart ! 



ODE XXX. • 

I an airy dream of night, 
I, that I wiog'd my flight 
>na fleeter than the wind, 
ttle Love, whose feet were twined 
not why) with chains of lead, 
me as 1 trembling fled ; 
— and conld I e'er have thought ?• 
the moment I was caught! 
MS the wanton Fancy mean 
a strange, illusive scene ? 
e whispers to my breast, 
1, my girl, have stolen my rest ; 
(Ugh my foncy, for a while, 
ig on many a woman's smile, 
iasolved tlM passing vow, 
!r was canght by Love till nov ! 



ODE XXXIJ 

itb hyacinthine rod 
DOUgh for such a god). 



ike mind •■ 4M mad d«rfc. 
L«v« MB li|bl it with hi* tpark ! 
Com*, oh I rea« Umb. I at m Imm* 
all lb« bliM of law to lM(#t 1 
Let IU loTt both aigbt aai day. 
Let «• loTO o«r live* ««4y '. 
iLmi whra hMri*. from loTiog fre* 
{ItlU^a Mch hMn* ib«r« b«). 
Frava "fo* ^^' gtntlt 1cm«. 
AmI tho MFMt daliuioa bUma . 
Thw ahall b« bj only ruraa, 
(CoaM I, eoald I wiab them won* I) 
May thay na'ar tba raptura prova. 
Of iha aflMla froai lipa wa lava I 

iaot freai this allafory. that oar pott aiafTiad Tory htc 
»t parctiva aoj thing ia tha adm virirh coaau 10 allada 
iropt it b* tha ImJ apoo iha faat of CnfAd t aad I aiuat 
;re« ia tha optBioa of Madam« Daeiar, ia her lifa of 
a waa alway* 100 fond af pUaaara to Barry, 
of thta liltla fictioB ia lo iBiiaaata, that Bach grtatar 
laaibility ihaa raa ator raaall froB iha t«>adera«t iB. 
u Loaftpiorre haa qaotad aa aacieat apigr*B (I da 
h« hmmd it). *y«h haa —mm ilBJiiiada i* ihia adoi 



Cupid bade me vring my pace, 
Aiul try with him the rapid race. 
O'er the wild torrrat, rude and deep, 
By tangled brake and pendent steep, 
With weary foot I panting flew, 
My brow was chill with drops t^ dew. 
And now my soul, exhanstai, dying. 
To my lip was foinily flying ; 
And now I thought the spark had fled, 
When Cupid hover 'd o'er my head. 
And, fanning light his breesy plume, 
RecalTd me from my languid gloom; 
Then said, in accents half-reproving, 
« Why hast thon been a foe to loving ?a 



ODE XXXII.' 

Sraiw me a breathing bed of leaves 
Where lotus with the myrtle weaves ; 



Lacto rOBpaaiiBB, m priBa ailratia aoctia 

CarpabaB. «t aoBao laBiBa rict* dabaB ; 
Cmm B* awaa Asmt praaaaB. aanoai^aa rapiUia 

Cmriui. at laeoraB parrigibra jabat. 
Ta faaalM SMaa. iafaii. MBoa raB Bills paoltaa. 

Solaa la. aalaa. dara jaoaro palaa I 
■xilio at podibat nadia, tuaicaqaa aalala, 

(teaa iter iBpodio. aatlaa iter npadio. 
Maac proparo, aaac ira pif ei ; nir«aBi|aa rodira 

Pvaitat ; at padar aat atara via Badia. 
■tta tacaal vacca haBiaaB, atrapitaaqua f«>raraB. 

Et folacroB caataa, tafba^aa fida cana*. 
Salaa ago ax aaactia povca aoBaaBqar torumqaa, 

Et aa^oar iBparJaB, asao Capida, laaB. 

Cpoa By coach I lay. at aight profoaad. 

My laagaid ay« ia aafia alaBbar boaad, 

Wbaa Capid cMM aad aaatch'd aa froB By bod. 

Aad forrad aao aMwy a aaary way to uroad. 

• What ! (aaid tha gad) rfwil yoa. ahoao vova are kaava. 

Who lor* ao aaay ayapha, thaa alaop aloao t • 

I haa aad foUav , all iho aight I atray. 

Uoahaltar^d. traad»liag, daabtfal of ay way. 

Tradag with aahad foot tha paiafal track. 

Loth to proceo d . yot f oa rf al to go back. 

Yaa. at that hoar, ahaa Nataro aeaau iaiarr'd. 

Nor warbliag birda. aar lowing f ocka ara heard ; 

I, I aloaa, a fagttiea fraa rcat. 

Paaatoa ay gaide. aad audaaaa io ay braoai, 

Waadar liM vatld aroaad, awkBOwiog where, 

Tho alovo of loeo, the eictia of d«poirl 

Wy hrptf vHU ekilt mitk dnpt of dew, ] I have followed ihoaa 
who read Tf I^IV l//N»P for ^ffll^CV vi^OC ; tha foratr ia partly aa- 
thoriacd by the MS which reada IHtftJ l^$»t. 

Jmd aaw atf «a«/. uakmrntttd, tfy^mf. 

To my Up wm$ Jkimtljr /fyimf, efc. ] la tha origiaal. he aaya hia 
hemrt few to hia aaao ; bat oar aaaaer aM»ra aalBrally iraaafera it tu 
the lipa. Sach ia tha effect that Plate talla aa he felt froa a kia«. ia a 
diatich. ^aatsd by Aalaa OoUiaa 1 

HxB* yM,f i tKBfdmi »t 4ctCire/uf ra. 

Wheaa'er thy aectar'd kia I aip, 

Aad driak thy hiaath. ia aeltiag taiae. 
My aoal thaa f attera to ary lip, 

Boady ta fy aad ab with thiaa. 

Aalaa Gdliaa aabj otaa a paraphraie of tbia epigram, ia which we iad 
aaay of tbaoo migaadiaa af eapraaioa. whiih mark tha effamiaatiwa 
of iba Latia langaaga. 

Jmd.fammimf Ufkt ki$ hrtny ptmmte, 

Metmird oie/reB my Immfmid ftaom. ] ■ The facility wiib which 
Cnpid recoeara hia. aigaifioa that tha awoeia af lor* aMke oa eaaily 
forget aay aolidtad e a which ha auy acraaioa.* Lie Poaa«. 

I Wo hora haeo tha paat, ia hia irao atlribat«i, rediaiBg apoa 
ayrtlea, with GafU Car ha — p hurt. SaaM iatarptaian hat* raiaod 
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And, while in lusary's dretm I tink. 

Let me the balm of Bacchui drink I 

In this delicious honr of joy 

Young LoTe shall be my goblet4ioy; 

Folding his little golden vett. 

With cinctores, round bis snowy breast. 

Himself sliyi hover by my side. 

And minister the racy* tide 1 

Svift as the wheels that kindling roll, 

Our life is hurrying to the goal : 

A scanty dust to fwd the wind, 

Is all the trace 't will leave behind. 

Why do we shed the rose's bloom 

Upon the cold, insensate tomb ! 

C^m flowery breeze, or odour s breath. 

Affect the slumbering chili of death? 

No, no ; I ask no balm to steep 

With fragrant tears my bed of sleep; 

But now, while every' pulse is glowing. 

Now let me breathe the balsam flowing; 

Now let the rose with blush of fire. 

Upon my brow its scent expire; 

And bring the nymph with floating ejc. 

Oh! she will teach me how to die ! 

Yes, Cupid! ere my soul retire. 

To join the blest Elysian choir. 

With wine, and love, and blisses dear, 

I '11 make my own Elysium here! 



ODE XXXIIL' 

T WAS noon of night, when round the pole 
The sullen Bear is seen to roll ; 
And mortals, wearied with the day. 
Are slumbering all their cares away: 
An infant, at that dreary hour, 
Came weeping to my silent bower. 
And waked me with a piteous prayer. 
To save him from the midnight air! 

th« pictarc by makiof £mK *!>• ■>■*• •f kis aUvt. Nobs bat Lore 
•hoaM fill th* gobUt of AacrrMa. Sappho kM aaHfaad tbia •tBe* to 
Yaaiu. ia a frasaieat. £x9f, Ktfflrpi, ^(^^t/mflUM? t? XUXt- 

X^cum Tot^ToiOT Toic Wtufoic f/MK yt xeu nn. 

Which may b« iho* p«r«phraMdi 

Hiihvr. Vraaa t qa««D of biMei. 
Tbia ahall b« the aioht of bliaaM ! 
Tbia the Btgfat. to rriaadahip 4oar. 
Thou ahalt be oar Babo baro. 
Fill tb« |fol4aa briaiaar high. 
Let it aparkla lika tbiaa ay* I 
Bid tha roay rarrast snab. 
Lot it naatla lika thy blasht 
▼asual haat iboa t't aboaa 
Saaa a faaat ao rich ia lova 1 
Kat a aeul that ia sot mina I 
Not a aoal that ia not thina ! 



> Coaipan with tbia oda (a«y« tha Garmas coauiaataler) tha bc^n- 
liful poaa ia Rawler'a Lyr. Bluaanleaa, lib. ir. p. ag6. Amor ala 
Diraar.a 

• Maaaiaar Baraard. ib« author of 1' Art d'aiwer. baa writtea a balUt 
cMvi • La* Sarpriaaa do T Aoioar.* ia which tha aobject of tha third 
rair^e i« Anarrcan, aod tha atory of ihia eda aitfgnu oaa of the acenaa. 
OForroa da Baraard, Aaac acaaa 4th 

Tha Oemaa anaotatar rafara aa bara to aa iniuiioa by Ut. lib. iii. 
• Ammt aad aaia Brodar.* aad a poan af KlaiN die HailiiBg. I.a 
Faauia* haa traaaUtad. or rathar iautalad, tbia oda. 



« And who art thon,» I waking cry, 
« That bid'st my blissful visions fly ?» 
« O gentle sire!» the infant said, 
« In pity take roe to thy shed ; 
Nor fear deceit : a lonely child 
I wander o'er the gloomy wild. 
Chill drops the rain, and not a ray 
Illumes the drear and misty way !i» 
I hear the baby's tale of woe ; 
I hear the bitter night-winds blow ; 
And, sighing for his piteous fate, 
I triram'd my lamp, and oped the gate. 
T wa» Love I the little wandering spriti 
His pinion sparkled through the night! 
I knew him by his bow and dart ; 
I kncMT him by ray fluttering heart! 
I take him in, and fondly raise 
The dyinjj embers' cheering blaze; 
Press from his dank and clinging hair 
The crystals of the freezing air, 
And in ray hand and bosom hold 
His little fingers thrilling cold. 
And now the embers' genial ray 
Had warm'd his anxious fears away ; 
« I pray thee,>» said the wanton child 
(My bosom trembled as be smiled), 
« I pray thee lei me try my bow. 
For through the rain I 've wander'd so, 
That much I fear the ceaseless shower 
Has injured its elastic power.a 
The fatal bow the urchin drew ; 
Swift from the string the arrow flew; 
Oh ! swift it flew as glancing flame. 
And to my very soul it came! 
« Fare thee well,» I heard him say. 
As laughing wild he wiog'd away; 
M Fare thee well, for now I know 
The rnin has not relax'd my bow ; 
It still can send a maddening dart. 
As thou shalt own with all thy heart ! 



ODE XXXIV/ 

Oh thou, of all creation blest. 
Sweet insect ! that dclight'st to rest 

• Jnd who art thou.m T wakimt/ cry, 

• That bid'tt my bliit/ml aiitaaf /fy" .* ] Aaaltaaai ap| 
been a voluptuary ev«D in drraoiing, by the liraly ra|r«t 
praaaaa at boiag diaturbad from bia viaioaary rajayaaa 
odea X. aod iixrii. 

'Twms Love.' tht UttU ■nmndeting iprite, fte.) Sao 
dcacription of Cupid, by Moacfaua, io bia firat idyL 

• Father Rapin, ia a Laiio oda addraoaad to cha fM 
preaertad aoma of the thoughia of our author t 

O quK Tirtnli gramioia ia toro. 
Cicada, blaade lidia, at berbidoa 

Saltua oberraa, otioaoa 

Ingeoioaa ciere caotoa. 
San forta adultia floriboa iocnbaa, 
Ccrli caducie abria dctibae, «u. 

Ob ibou, tbdt oa ihr grauy bod 
Whirh Nalure'a vernal hand h^a aprraJ, 
Re«liooat enft, and tune*t tby aong, 
Ihc dewy harb* and leasee anioaf ! 
Wb«lhrr tboo lint on aprio^og ' 
Dmak ailb the balmy mornii 
Or, etc. 

Sr c what Licetoa aap about graaaboppare, eap. 9} mi > 
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Upon the wild wood's ienff lopt. 
To drink tlie dew that moniiag dropi, 
Ind chiqp thy ioog with uifch a glee. 
That happiest kings may envy thee ! 
Whaterer decks the velvet fiel<l, 
Whate'er the circling seasoos yield. 
Whatever buds, whaltver blows. 
For thee it buds, for thee it grows. 
Nor yet art thou the peasants fear. 
To him thy friendly notes are dear ; 
For thou art mild as matin dew. 
And still, when summer's flowery hue 
Begins to paint the bloomy plain. 
We hear thy sweet prophetic strain ; 
Thy sweet prophetic strain we hear. 
And bie«s the notes and thee revere ! 
The Muses love thy shrilly tone; 
Apollo calls thee all his own ; 
T was he who gave that voice to thee, 
T is he who tunes thy minstrelsy. 
Unworn by age's dim decline, 
The huleless blooms of youth are thine. 
Melodious insect ! child of earth ! 
In wisdom mirthful, wise in mirth ; 
Ezeropi from every weak decay. 
That withers vulgar frames away ; 
With not a drop of blood to stain 
The current of thy purer vein ; 
So blest an age is pass'd by thee. 
Thou seem'st a little deity! 



ODE XXXV.' 

CtrriD once upon a bed 

Of roses laid his weary head ; 

chirp tkf $0mf wi'fA larA m fU*. He. ] • Soim ■■iktn hmn 
1 (mp MadaoM I>Kicr). that it it oaly ■«!• grmukofff wUch 
IK* aa^ tb«i tb« faaaaUt ar* mUbI; *mA «• tbii ciniua»UHC« ia r«Hia^ 
* b«B-aMt of Xnurrhua, th* romic po«i, «bo My* fKr' §1917 0( 

^fn-i^ ij 0(/« f (/ Jkiuovf c> •» taut yufAt^tr oi//* w oi;» 

•^^•C #'(> ' *'* BAt ib« fraMbopp«n bappy in haviaf iumh wivaa fm 
^^* no(« it orifiaally H««ry .S«ephea'i ; bal I d^aa ratbar to mukt 
le Daciar ny auihoriry for ii. 



it Mtuet ioif€ llty ihrilly t»M*. etc. ] Pbil*. it Aaiaaal. Pro* 
^ftat. rails ibi* iuactMbl/O'AlC ^fXOC, iba Jarliag of iha Moaaa; 
^ M0(/9Wf OCViV, tbe bird of tba Maaoa ; aai wa fioi PlalO coB> 
*''^kd for hia alo4|naaca le tba ^rMahoppor. •■ tba following p«aBiag 
*^^ of Tioioo, praaarrcd by Diogeaea Laartisa : 

"^Tflff 4r«ir«ra»f i* aytiro <vxxtTi/CMT0C9 «txx* A^o^rmc 



• laac lioe ia borrowed froa Bosar'a Iliad, X. «Wr« ik«r* m* 
^^ tba wry mmm ainila, 

^^ftUdiouM imaeet ! ekiU tftmrtit .' Loafapiarra baa ^aoiod iba two 
""^W liBca of an epigraa of Aniipatar, frooi tba firtt book of tba Aa- 
"^logia, wbarc ba prefara tba grataboppar ta tba twaa t 

Jlpxfi TfTTtysLt f/.%Bu9tu /^0^c, «txx« 4rioy<rfC 

Atl/f I? Xt/XTttT f 10V ^t^ UVOVtfOI. 

Ia daw, tbat drop* froai Moraing't wiags. 

Tba gay Cicada tipping f oata ; 
And, drunk with daw, bi« aMtin atnga 

Swectrr ibaa any rygaat'a notaa. 

* T^aocritttt hat loiitatvd tbia bcaatiful oda in bia ainalcaatb idyl. 
^% b vary iafarior, I (bink. to bia origiaal, ia daiirary of paial aad 
*^vc«i of •tpfcetioa. Sf aaaar ia oa« of baa aaullar caaipoairiaaa, baa 



Luckless urchin not to see 

Within the leaves a slumbering bee ! 

The bee awaked — with anger wild 

The bee awaked and stung the chiki. 

Loud and piteous are his cries ; 

"To Venus quick he runs, he flies! 

« Oh mother ! — I am wounded through — 

I die with pain — in sooth 1 do ! 

Stung by some little angry thing, 

Some serpent on a liny wing — 

A bee it was — for once, I know, 

1 heard a rustic call it so.» 



aported 
alluda 



a diffaaoly ea tb« 
tbaat 
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Opoa a day. aa Lava lay avaatly ahuibanaf 

Alliabkaaotbar'tUpi 
A gratia baa, witb b>« load irantpct aaanaarSag, 

Abast biai lav by bap. etc. 

In Abadoraaa'a calloctioa of epigraaa, tbara i« oa« by 
carraafoadaai aoaaaabat witb tba tara of Aaacraaa, wbart Lav* co m 
plaiaa to bia oiotbar of boiag waaadcd by a roaa. 

Tba oda bafora aa it lb* vary lowar of tfaapKcliy. TV laiWada* 
coaaplaiaiaga of tb« littla go4, aad tba aataral aad faaprvaM** rala a - 
tioa* wbich ibay draw from Vaaaa, ara bw at i aa of iai w i tab j * giar*. 
I bopc I tbaU ba pardoned for iairodaciaf aaotbar Grt*b Aaaa r aoatic 
9t MoNticar Meaaga, aot for iit aiaiilitod* to ib* oabiact of tbia oda. 
bat for aoB* faint iracra of thta naiaral aiaiplkity, wbkb it appaara 
to oia to bava preorrrad . 

E^S 4rOT' IT X^f****f 
Ten ^XfB%ion «svtcv 
TaT /Asi f i>.«v Kc^ifTfli? 
'Ac iii^T, «c 'O'foc Avmf 

^iXfi /uf, yurrtp, iiirf . 
K«Aoi//ufTa Kept Tct 
Maaap, f^vdpidt^fi, 
'Ac 4ratfdfT0C /xtv ot/snoi. 

'Ac 9/JtfJtA9t 'O'XtfVadfK} 

Ey» Ji oi 4r<ipatriaic> 
Ma ^0-;tipativi, ^M^. 
Huirfti Tf a«ci KopvT«? 
AteLyimotu o(/x fp^ot/o-i 
K«tJ oi /SxtiroTTfC o(u. 

At daaciag o'er lb* aaaataiFd plain, 
Tb* low' rat of tba rirgia train. 
My aoaTt Coriaaa, ligbtly play'd. 
Touag Capid taw tba gracafal aMid i 
n* taw. and in a aiooieat flew, 
Aad roand bar aack hit arait ba ibraw ; 
And said, wiib aaiilaa of infaat j«y. 

• Ob ! ktta Bia. moibrr. kiaa iby bof ! a 
Uncontcioat of a aiotbar't aaat*. 
Tb* aiodatt virgin blaab'd witb tbaoMt 
And aagry Capid. aaarea balieriag 
Tbat viaioa coald b« to dec«iriag, 
Thna to aiiBlaka hit Cypriaa daaia. 
The liuia infant bittth'd with ibaai*. 

• Ba n«t atbaaird, my boy,* I cried. 
For I wat lingering by bia tida; 
■ Corinna and tby lovely laoihar, 
Bcliara ma, are to like each mber. 
That claareat ryrt ar* oft bciray'd. 
And take tby Vanat for ibe maid.* 



Zitla, ia bia Cappricioai Poaoirri, baa traatlatod tbia 
cr«i.-a. 
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Thus lie spoke, and she the while 
Heard liim with a soothing smile; 
Then said, « My infant, if so much 
Thoa feel the little wild bee's touch, 
How must the heart, ah, Cupid ! be, 
The hapless heart that '• stung by thee !» 



ODE XXXVL' 

h hoarded gold po^ess'd a power 

To lengthen life's too fleeting hour, 

And purchase from the hand of death 

A little span, a moment's breath. 

How I would love the precious ore ! 

And every day should swell my store ; 

That when the Fates would send their nunion, 

To waft me off on shadowy pinion, 

I might some hours of life obtain, 

And bribe him back to hell again. 

But, since we ne'er can charm away 

The mandate of that awful day, 

Why do we vainly weep at fote. 

And sigh for life's uncertain date t 

The light of gold can ne'er illume 

The dreary midnight of the tomb! 

And why should I tlien pant for treasures 7 

Mine be the brilliant round of pleasures ; 

The goUet rich, the board of friends. 

Whose flowing souls the goblet blends ! 

Mine be the nymph whose form reposes 

Seductive on that bed of roses ; 

A^ oh ! be mine the souFs excess. 

Expiring in her warm caress ! 



ODE XXXVII.^ 

T WAS night, and many a circling bowl 
Had deeply warm'd my swimming soul ; 

* MoasMvr Foateoelle hat treaslatc^ ib!* ode, in bit dialognc b*> 
imco AaaenoD and ArUtotle in tb« alMdca, wbcrc be Lctiovt ibe prii* 
of viadoB npoo ibe poet. 

a Tb« Genua iMitaiora of it arc, Leaainf , is bia poem * Ocatera 
Brttder, etc.* Glcim, io tbo ode • Aa dea Tod,' aad Scbmidi io der 
PooC Blaaieal. Gotiiof . 178I, p. 7.* Oe|^. 

r&a( wAcN the Pates would tend their municn. 

To wafk mu off on thadowf pimiom, ete.} Tfae coamenutora, vbo 
are ao foad of ditpatiag ■ de laoa caprina,* bavo beaa very baay oa 
the aatboriij of ibe pbrate n' HI 6«Vf fV #«'# Xd». Tbe readia^ 
of W dty OflCVflCTOC larSXfin, **»* De Medeabach propoaca ia bia 
Amctaitatca Liiierarir, waa already biated by l.e Fovre, wbo aeldom 
auggeat* aoy thing vortb aotiee. 

The fobiet rich, tho board of friends, 

trhote flowing souls the goblet blends ! ] Tbia eonaiaoioa of 
friendabip, »bich •wccicacd the bowl of Aaacreoa. baa aot beea for- 
goiiea by tbe aiAor of ibe followiaf acholiaai, wbere the bleieiaga of 
life are eaumerjicd with proverbial aUBpHdty. *T^lflUVfiy UfV 

eipiciBr cty^i dirnrai. Ast/o-tpoy J^> »«txsv i^t/ny ytr 10^01. 
To i^iTor itt frxst/Tfliv iti^Kmi. Kau to TtTci^oy, 
01/VaMlV fXVTA Taiv ^ix»r. 

Of Mortal bleaaiaga here, ibe firtt ia health, 

Aad Bcxi, thoae chanaa by which ihc rye we move ; 

The third ia wcalih, aaweaadief . gaillleaa wralib, 
Aad then, an iaterconrae with thoae we love 1 

* ■ Goapare with tbia ode the bcauiifal poem, ' der Traom of U>.'* 
Degea. 

Moaalesr L* Fetrre, in a note apoa tbia odei eatera iato aa ela- 
borate aad Icaracd jaatificatioo of dr«ahaaaeaat aad tbia ia probably 



As luU'd in slumber I was laid, 

Bright visions o'er my fancy play'd * 

Witli virgins, blooming as the dawn, . 

I seem'd to trace the opening lawn ; 

Light, on tiptoe bathed in dew, 

We flew, and sported as we flew ! 

Some ruddy striplings, young and sledt, 

Witli blush of Bacchus on their cheek. 

Saw me trip the flowery wild 

With dimpled giris, and slyly smiled — 

Smiled indeed with wanton ^ee { 

But ah 1 't was plain they envied me. 

And still I flew — and now I caught 

The panting nymphs, and fondly thought 

To kisS' when all my dream of joys. 

Dimpled girls and ruddy boys. 

All were gone! « Alas !» I said. 

Sighing for the illusions fled, 

« Sleep ! again my joys restore. 

Oh ! let me dream them o'er and o'er !» 



ODE xxxvin.* 

Lrr us drain the nectar'd bowl. 
Let us raise the song of soul 
To him, tlie god who loves so wdl 
The nectar'd bowl, the choral swell ! 
Him, who instructs the sons of earth 
To thrid the tangled dance of mirth ; 
Him, who was nursed with infant Lore, 
And cradled io the Paphian grove ; 
Him, that the snowy Queen of Charms 
Has fondled in her twining arms. 

the eaaae of tbe aevere reprcbeaaioa whi^ I fca laa ew ka 1 
bia Aaacreoa. aFait olim fatcor (aap he, ia aaot« wpaa 
cum Sapphoaem amabam. Sod ex qao ilia aao pwdititii 
peoe miaemm perdidit ram aceleratiaaimo aao coK^orraaa I 
tern dico, ai acari* Lector), aoli aperare,* etc. etc. Ho 
ihia ode the aoibority of Plato, wbo allowed obticty. at tlw 
featieale, to mea arrived at their fortieth year. Ha IBw 
tbe following line from Alexia, wbicb ho aaya ao oaM. wt 
tally igaoraai of the world, e%m beaitalo to eoaCeaa llao < 

Oviiti ^ixoromc tTiv ct?d'^o»9rec 

■ No lover of drinking waa ever a vicioaa aaaa.e 
—when all mg dream of jogs. 
Dimpled girit mmd rmddg iegt. 

Ait wen gome.'l Noaaua aaya of Bacehaa^alaioas iatbai 
that Aaacreoa uaea, 

Waking, he lou the pbaatom'e cbaroaa. 
He found ao beaaty ia hia armas 
Again to alumber he etaay'd. 
Agaia to claap tbe abadowy maid I 

• Sletp.' ogmim mg joge roeton. 
Ok! Ut mo dream tkem o'er mmd o'orfm ] I 

preface to Shaktpeare, aaimadvertiag apoa the 
poet, who prcteadod. in every little coincidaaM* of 
an imiution of aome ancient poot, alludaa ia the I 
the line of Aaacreoa before oat • I bava bean laM chatt 
aftrr a pleaaiag dream, aaya. • I tried ta a le e p afaia,* ibti 
taiea Aaacreoa, who bad. like aay othar 
aame orcaaion.* 

* ■ Compare with thi* baaalifal oda tha vara 
dat Geaellathaftlicbe ; and of Bikrger, p. 5t,« 

Him, that the tnowg Qmoen of Chmnmt 

Has fomdled in her twiuing mrwu. ] Robcnailaa, apea I 
lamiam of Catnllu*, meationa aa ingeaioaa derivaiiaa ef (^ 
aame of Vena*. 'TTA^et TO MuBttf TSV^ 
to bint that • Love'a fairy faveara are loot. 
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From him that dream of transport flowt. 
Which sweet iotoxicaiioo knows; 
With him the brow fbrgeu to darkle. 
And brilliant graces learn to sparkle. 
Behold ! my boys a goblet bear. 
Whose sunny foam bedews the air. 
Where are now the tear, the sigh f 
To the winds they fly, they fly! 
Grasp the bowl ; in nectar sinking, 
flfain of sorrow, drown thy tliinking ! 
Oh ! can the tears we lend to thought 
In life's account avail us aught? 
Can we discern, with all our lore. 
The path we re yet to journey o'er? 
No, no, the walk of life is dark, 
T is wine alone can strike a spark! 
Then let me quaff the foamy tide. 
And through the dance meandering glide; 
Let me imbibe the spicy breath 
Of odours chafed to fragrant death ; 
Or from the kiss of love inhale 
A more voluptuous, richer gale ! 
To souls that court the pluntom Care, 
Let him retire and shroud him there; 
While we exhaust the nectar'd bowl. 
And swell the choral song of soul 
To him, the God who loves so well 
The nectar'd bowl, the choral swell! 



ODE XXXIX. 

How I love the festive boy, 
Tripping with the dance of joy ! 
How 1 love the mellow sage, 
- Smiling through the veil of age! 
And whene'er this man of years 
In the dance of joy appears. 
Age is on his temples hung, 
But his heart — his heart is young ! 

K; m, At mmU af Ufa it dark. 

'T it mint aImw mm $trUt» m tpmrk .'] Tbc brevity of life «llew« w 
!■■••(• fi»r tba Tolapiuary •• veil m lh« Bsniliu. Aaraaf maay 
Wflmllcl fMMfw which I.o>grpirrrr bat AiAmnA, 1 •hall caatnl ayMlf 
rich thtt «pi|raai froai lbs ABiboiogia . 

Ao(/0^«ftfvol> ripo/ixjf , 9r{/xAM»/uidflt, juu Toy ««^«T9y 

*£XJUi/«tfly, X{/MX«tC /UII^OV<t< A^A/Utf si. 

"Piuo< ;(^<u^efT»y ici /Sioc. sit* t* ^oi^ris 

TWfM X»M/9«I> XflU TO TfXOC d'AVATOC. 

Of vkkh the following ii a Ioom partphraao: 

Ply, Biy brIoTrd. to yon<ier ttrcoB, 
W« 'U plongc n* from tbe aoonty* hamm \ 
Tb«a cull ihcrotv't bamiil bad, 
Aod dip it in oor goblrt** flood. 
Oar age of blitt, my aympb, aball f y 
A» twrrt, tboagb p^Ming. at thai tifh 
Which trcmt to whup«r o'er yoar lip, 
■ Come, whilr yon maj, of rapture Mf •• 
For age will tlojil the roiy form. 
And rbill lb* pnlac, which trembin warm! 
And deaib — alai I that bearia, wbicb thrill 
Lib* yourt and mine, thonld e'«r be tldl ! 

Is0m hii le mp U$ kmmy, 

kit htmtf —kit heart it ymmf /] Saint Pavin nuke* the Mae A\v 
Ea a loanrt to a yonng girl. 

Jc tait biaa qne lc« dattin^ 
Oat Ml w 



ODE XL. 

I KNOW that Heaven ordains me here 
To run this mortal life's career; 
The scenes which I have jonmey'd o'er 
Return no more— alas ! no more ; 
And all the path I 've yet to go 
I neither know nor ask to know. 
Then soivly, Care, thou canst not twine 
Thy fetters round a sool like mine; 
No, no, the heart that feeb with me 
Can never be a slave to thee! 
And oh! before the viul thrill, 
Which trembles at my heart, Is still, 
1 11 gather joy's luxurious flowers. 
And gild with bliss my fading honrs ; 
Bacchus shall bid my winter bloom, 
And Veons dance me to the tomb ! 



ODE XLI. 

Whir Spring begems the dewy tcaae^ 
How sweet to walk the velvet green. 
And hear the Zephyr's languid sighs, 
As o'er the scented mead he flies! 
How sweet to mark the pouting vina. 
Ready to fall in tears of wine; 



Ne ref>rd#t qua mon ai 
Pcni-4tra en aeret ton* ^aine x 
Ii eat jennr, et n'cai qne dn jonr. 
Belle iria, que Je vetM ai we. 



Fair and yaang, thnn bloemeat i 

And I full many a year have told ; 
But read the heart and not the brew. 

Thou thalt not find my loee ia eld. 

My lore 'a a child ; and thna cnnat lay 

Row macb bia little age atay be. 
For be waa bum the eery day 

That firat I tot my eyea on thM 1 

JVe, ne, ika kaart tkal/aalt with wta, 

Cea neMr la m almga /« tkaa ! ] L«»tef«arre qnotea as Sfigi 
from (be Anibologia, on arcount ef ihe aimilariiy nf a partiealar 
phratc ; it it by ne meaua anarreemic, but baa an ialetvatiaf aia»> 
piiciiy wbich induced me to paraphrate it, and may atone for ita 
iutruaion. 

^kmtt iMU «f, *rtfX*t /«t>*;t«*f*Tf . T«f xt/uitf' tufn, 

OuAf f/UOl X* ^A«IV. ff-Al^lTfl TOC/CjUIT* fjUf. 

At leufth la Fertane, and to yaa, 

Pe l aaifa Hope ! a laat adien. 

The I harm that eace beguiled ia e'er, 

dkad I bare reach'd my deitined ahera t 

Away, away, your iaiirring aria 

May now betray tome timplVr htana, ^ 

And yon will tmilc at their believing, '' 

And they thall weep at year daceieiag ! 

Batrkmt tkmlt hii any wiuiar i / eam, 

Ami ftmu done* mta ta tka tamt ! ] The aame catBateatalar hat 
quoted aa epitaph, written upon ear peat hy Jaliaa, where he waket 
him fire the prrcepta of good-fcllowihip e* an from the lamb. 

IlcXXttXI JUiil TO^ «fl»«, XtU *Z tvjuiCw ik ^M9m 

XIiyiTf > ^fti rtttnuf ttjut^OoaiarB* ftoriy. 

Thia Icaaaa eft in life I aimg, 

Aad from my grave 1 atill thall cry, 
■ Driak. aortal ! driafc, while lime ia yoaaf , 

Ira 4aath has awia dMe caU aa !.• 
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And wiih the maid whose every sigh 
Is love and bliss, entranced to lie 
TVhere the embowering branches meet — 
Oh! is not this divinely sweet? 



ODE XLII.« 

Yes, be the prions revel mine. 

Where bumoor sparkles from the Ulliel. 

Aroond me let the youthful choir 

Respond to my beguiling lyre ; 

And while the red cup circles ronnd. 

Mingle in soul as well as sound ! 

Lei the bright nymph, with trembling eye, 

Deside me all in blushes lie; . 

And, while she weaves a frontlet fiur 

Of hyacinth to deck my hair. 

Oh ! let me snatch her sidelong kisses, 

And that shall be my bliss of blisses ! 

My soul, to festive feeling true, 

Oic pang of envy never knew ; 

And little has it leam'd to dread 

The gall that Envy's tongue can shed. 

Away — I hate the slanderous dart. 

Which steals to wound the unwary heart; 

And oh ! I hate, with all my soul, 

Discordant clamours o'er the bowl, 

Where every cordial heart should be 

Attuned to peace and harmony. 

Come, let us hear the soul of song 

Expire the silver harp along : 

AIkI through the dance's ringlet move, 

With maidens mellowing into love; 

Thus simply happy, thus at peace. 

Sure such a life should never cease ! 



ODE XLIII. 

W^HiLE our rosy fillets shed 
Blushes o'er each fervid head, 

Jnd with tkg maid, wkou ettrif n$k 
h ioM ami bUu, tte. ] That Horsec : 

Quid habet illiaa, iilia* 
Qoa >|>irab«t amorn, 
Qaa ac fturpuent mibi. 

And doM iherr then tcmaia bnt ih'a. 

And hMt thou Imt Mcfa rotj ray 
Of her, «hu breathed ibe toal of bliM, 

Aod ttole me from myaelf oiray t 

* The ihararier of Anaereon it here very •trtkiagly depicted. Ili* 
love oftociaLh^raoDiied pleaiarcaiteiprcMedirithawarmlh, amiable 
and cnJearing. Among the epiffram* imputed to Anaereon it ihe (a\- 
ln«ing ; it it the only on* worth trantlation, and tl breathet the aame 
tentimentt with tbia ode : 

Axx' or>C MauTtui <r<, Kau'ttyhtta, iot^ A^po^iritc 

When to t!i« lip the hrimming rnp it preu'd. 
And hrarit are all afloat upon the tiream. 

Then hini«h from my board the unpolith'd gant 
Who makra the feai« of w«r hit barbiirout theme. 

But bring the man. who o'rr hit goblet vreathet 
The Mate'i Ijurel with ih* Cyprian flower i 

Ob! gire me him whote heart expantire breathe* 
All iht rtfiaementi of the kocial honr. 



With many a cup and many a smile 
The festal moments we beguile. 
And while the harp, impassion'd, flings 
Tuneful rapture from the strings. 
Some .liry nymph, with fluent limbs. 
Through the dance luxuriant swims. 
Waving, in her snowy hand, 
The leafy Bacchanalian wand. 
Which, as the tripping wanton flies. 
Shakes its tresses to her sighs! 
A youth, the while, with loosen'd hair 
Floating on the listless air. 
Sings, to the wild harp's tender tone, 
A tale of woes, alas ! his own ; 
And then, what nectar in his sigh. 
As o'er his lip the murmurs die! 
Surely never yet has been 
So divine, so blest a scene! 
Has Cupid left the starry sphere, 
To wave his golden tresses here? 
Oh yes ! and Venus, queen of wiles. 
And Bacchus, shedding rosy smiles. 
All, all are here, to hail with me 
The Genius of Festivity ! 



Jnd whiU the harp, imputian'd, flimgt 

Tuueftd raptmrt from the slringi, etc. ] On (be bnr 
authuritiet may bo collected , «hirh, after all, lenre aa i 
nature of the inntrumeni. There it learcely any point 
are to totally uninformed at the mutie of the aocicnla. 1 
eitant upon the tubjeci are. I imagine, little undcretecMl 
if one of their mood* wat a procreation by quartnr^loi 
are told waa ih" naiorr of the eoharmoair acnie. aiap' 
meant the rharACteritiic of their melody : for thia ia a 
greaaioo of whicli modern mutic it not tutcrpttble. 

Tlie inreniion of the barhifon i», by Athcnvaa. nUr 
crcon. See hit fourth bouli, where it it called! TO t 

AVtf Xef OVTOC* Neanthet of Cyiicat. aa quoted by G 
the tame. VideChabot. in Herat, on ihewoeda a E««>ab* 
in the Cnt ode. 

Jnd thm, what nectar in Ai'« tijh, 
At o'er hit lip the mttrmmrt die .' ] Longrpierrc baa 
epigram from the Aoihologia : 

KlXTfltp f MV TO ^IXM/Ust. TO yttf T^fJitt. VSJlT 

Kt/v fjiiBut0 TO ^tKMuet, 4roXc/? rov t^an-s 

Of which the following may p,ive tome idea : 

The kitt ihit the left on my lip 

Like a dew-drop tliall lingering lie: 
'T wai net tar the gare me to aip, 

'T wat nectar 1 drank in her t'lf]^ ' 

The dew that dittill'd in that kiaa. 
To my toul wat voluptnoua wine ; 

Ever tioce it it drunk with the bitaa. 
And feelt a delirium dirinel 

Bat Cupid left the ttarry tphere. 

To ware hit golden treitet here J J The iatrodartioa < 
to the fckliral it merely allrgorit^l. M.>«lamc Dvtier ll 
poet drtcribea a matquerade. wbrrr ihete deitiet wr 
by the company in matkt. The trantlatioa will eaafan 
idea. 

All, all are here, to hail nn'th me 

The Genius of t\'tlivil:j .' ] Ktt,UO(, »be dvity ar p» 
I'bilntlr.itut, in the ibirJ of hit piiturrt (at ail the ana«« 
^crvetl) civet a very beautiful dricription of tliiaged. 



(a) Collected by MaiboMwa. 



ODE XLIV.« 

^CDS of roses, virgin flo«er«, 
CuII'd from Cupid's balmy boirers, 
In the bo^l of Dacchos steep. 
Till with crimson drops they weep! 
Twine the rose, the garland twine. 
Every leaf distilling wine ; 
Drink and smile, and learn to think 
That we were born to smile and drink. 
Rose ! thou art the sweetest flower 
That erer drank the amber shower ; 
Rose! thou art the fondest ehild 
Of dimpled Spring, the wood-nymph wild ! 
Even the gods, who walk the sky. 
Are amorous of thy scented sigh. 
Cupid too, in Papliian shades, 
His hair with ro»y fillet braids. 
When, with the blushing naked Graces, 
The wanton winding dance he traces. 
Then bring me showers of roses, kring, 
And shed them round me while I sing; 
Great Racchus! in thy hallow'd shade, 
With some celestial, glowing maid. 
While gales of roses round me rise, 
In perfume sweeten'd by her sighs, 
1 11 bill and twine in early dance. 
Commingling soul witli every glance ! 



r. 



ODE XLV. 

Wrrvm this goblet, rich and deep, 

I cradle all my woes to sleep. 

Why should we breathe the sigh of fear. 

Or pour the unavailing tear? 

For Death will never heed the sigli. 

Nor soften at the tearful eye ; 

And eyes that sparkle, eyes that weep. 

Most all alike be seal'd in sleep: 

Then let us never vainly stray, 

In search of thorns, from pleasure's way ; 

Oh ! let us quaff the rosy wave 

Which Racchus loves, which Bacchus gave; 

And in the goblet, rich and deep, 

Cradle our crying woes to sleep! 

' 1h'* •pirttrd pe4>in i* aa ^atofy on ih« roM : and assia, in the 
Sfty-Sfib imU. w« ihall finil onr aaihoi rirh in the praiaca of ibai 
lavar. !■ a rrafmrni of Sappho, in tbc romance of Achill«« Taiioa, to 
wliirb Barnc* r*fen ua. iha ro«« if very alef^nily ityleii • tba ryo of 
tmmmim aod ih« taai* poriraa. in another fr^gvcni, ralU ihe f^Toart 
•f the Miia* • tbc r«>ae« ofpieria.* See the noteo on the 6fiy-£fUi ode. 

• Cowpare with ihit forty-founh odo (aaya the Genaao aasoutor) 
dM bcoatifal o4c of Vt die Roae.* 

Wkfm teitk tke Umiking, makmi Grmna, 

Tk» tnmtom mttudimf done* ke traeet.) • Tliia t«««l idea of Loee 
4t » rf « g with the Crare«, •« ainott peniliar to Anacreoo.* Degea. 

WiAtemt etUttiat, glomnmg mmiJ, tte] The «<p{iiict ^dc9l/X0X^0C> 
' '■fticb be civea lo the nymph, ia literally • full-'^ooomcd : • if tbiavaa 
I'^lly Anacreon'* taate, the boaeeaof MaheoMt wvvld amil bim ia evory 
9** Ucalar. See the Korjo. cap. ya. 

tntm let ui newer wmimlg itnuf, 

I aemrck ef ikormt. from PUatmrt'i wmw,' etc. ) I have ibaa endea- 
lo €—rrj the meaning of Tl A TOV ^107 ^htif(ft/JMt ^ 
ii'-g to Regnirr'a parapbraae of the line : 
E che T«l, fuor della tirada 
Del piacere alou • gradiij, 
Vaa«|g;iare ia ^ae.ta f iu I 



ODE XLVI.« 

See, the young, the rosy Spring, 
Gives to the breeie her spangled wing; 
While virgin Graces, warm with May, 
Fhng roses oer her dewy way 1 
The murmuring billows of the deep 
Have languish'd into silent sleep; 
And mark! the flitting sea-birds lave 
Their phimes in the reflecting wave ; 
Whilf cranes from hoary winter fly 
To flutter in a kinder sky. 
Now the genial star of day 
Dissolves the murky clouds away; 
And cultured field, and winding stream. 
Are sweetly tissued by his beam. 
Now lire earth prolific swells 
With leafy buds and flowery hells ; 
Gemming shoots the olive twine. 
Clusters ripe festoon the vine; 
All along the branches creeping. 
Through the velvet foliage peeping. 
Little infant fruits wc see 
Nursing into luxury ! 



ODE XLVII. 

T IS tme, my fading years decline. 
Yet I can quaff the brimming wine 

* The faatidioaa affectation of lomc cnmmeataiora baa^amtneed 
ifaia oda aa tpnriout. Drgrn pronoonrea ibe foar laai liafsto be the 
patch-work of tome miaerahle eeraifiraior, and Rraaik cttndMnn* the 
vhole ode. It appaara to me to be elefanily (frapbicni i fnll wf del» 
rale npreatioaa and loiariani imagery. The ahraptacaa of l/| 4rMJ 

C^OC PetJiirOf it Mriking and tpinied, aad baa been iautntad r«tb«r 
langaidly by Horace : 

Videa ni aha ttet aiee raadidam 
Soracte 
The impcratire i^ la infinitely more Impretaife. at ia .Sb«l- 
•peare, 

Bot look, (be mom, in raMci mantle rkd. 
Walka o'er ihc dew of jon high caaiarn bill. 

There it a aimple and pnetical deicripiioa of Spring, ia Cotallaa't 
beantiful faie«rll to Bitfaynia. Carm. 44« 

Baraea ronjertnret. In bit lifr of our pool, ibal thit ode wat written 
after be bad rcinrnrd from Athena, lo aeiile in hit paternal toat at 
Teoas there, in a little rillaat tome dialame from the rity, whicb com- 
manded a view of ibe iEgean Sra and tbe iaianda, be contenapUled the 
beaatiea of natare, and enjoyed tbc feliciilea of retircmeat. Vide 
Bamea, in Anac. *ita, § hit. Thit aappoaiiion, however anaaibenti- 
rated. forma a pleaaaat ataociatioa, whicb aMkat tbe poem more inlcr- 
ealing. 

Monaicar Cherreaa aaya, that Gregory Natiantenaa bat parapbrated 
tomewbere ibit deacriptlon of Spring. I cannot fiad iu FeaGhcTrcau, ' 
OEarrea M^lee*. 

• Compare with tbit ode (taya Degea) tbe rcrtea of Haytdora, book 
foartb der FHtbling, and book Bfib der .Mai.« 

While virgin Gneet tpnna tritk Mmf, 

Ftinf rout e'er her devf wmtf ! ] De Panw rcada. X«t^lTAC f^X 
Cpy^UVtiy ■ ibe rotea diaplay ibeir gracea.* Tbia i* aot aaiageni- 
one ; but we lote by it tbe beauty of iba pertoaiticatiaa, la lb* bald- 
aeaa of which Regnirr bat objcrted very fritolontly. 

The wurmuriny hiUenft of the deep 

Uaeeiangmith'd into tiient ileep, etr.) It hat beea ja«lly remarked 
ibat tbe liquid flow of tbc line ATrAkUTHTeU ^fltXaVN ia perfecdy 
eipreaaiTC uf the iranquillify wbiib it detcribet. 

And nltureJ field, and wimdinf tttefm, ele. ] By fit^ttn (AVit} 
t the worka of airn,* (aayt Baiter), he meant cittea. tempica, and 
towna. which arc iben illamiaaMd by ibe be«au nf tbetau. 

>9 
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As deep as any stripling fair 
Whose cheeks the flush of morniDg wear; 
And if, amidst the wantoli crew, 
I 'm call'd to wind the dance's clue, 
Thou shalt behold this vigorous hand- 
Not faltering on the bacchants wand, 
Uut brandishing a rosy flask, 
The only thyrsus e'er I 'II ask! 
Let those who pant for Glory's charms 
Embrace her in the Geld of arms ; 
While my inglorious, placid soul 
Breathes not a wish beyond the bowl. 
Then fill it high, my ruddy slave, 
And bathe me in its honied wave ! 
For, though my fading years decay, 
And though my bloom has pass'd away, 
Like old Silenus, sire divine, 
With blushes borrow'd from my wine, 
I 'II wanton 'mid the dancing train, 
And Kvc my follies all again ! 



ODE XLVIII. 

Whin my thirsty soul I steep. 
Every sorrow 's lull'd to sleep. 
Talk of monarchs! I am then 
Richest, happiest, first of men ; 
Careless o'er my cup I sing. 
Fancy makes me more than king; 
Gives me wealtliy Croesus' store, 
Can I, can I, wish for more? 
On my velvet couch reclining. 
Ivy leaves ray brow entwining. 
While my soul dilates with glee, 
What are kings and crowns to me? 
If before my feel they lay, 
I would spurn them all away! 
Arm you, arm you, men of might. 
Hasten to the sanguine fight; 
Let me, oh, my budding vine! 
Spill no other blood thcin thine. 
Yonder brimming goblet see. 
That alone shall vanquish me; 
Oh ! I think it sweeter far 
To fall in banquet than in war ! 



Bm tnnkUMmf a rosg flask, Mf. ] AoTlOf wM • kind of iMtbcrn 
TfMcl for vine, very murb ia ate, •• abould aecm by tba proTcrb 
Ct0tCOC KtU ^'UkttKOti whicb vaa applied to tbotc wbo were in* 
trmperate to eating and drinking. Thia proTCrb ia nentioned in aomo 
Tcraea quoted by Atben«aa, from tho Heaionc of Alcua. 

Tht only thgnut t'er TU ask ! ] Pbornalua aaaigna aa a raaaon for 
the conaccration of the tbyraua lo Bacchoa, ibat inrbriety often rcndtra 
th« aupport of a alick Tcry neceaaary. 

t»f imwea mg btwv entwininq, «le. ] ■ Tbe ivy vaa coueecraied to 
Baccbna (tayt Montfjueon), becanae bt fomcrly lay bid nndcr ib«t 
irM, or, at oibert will hare it, bacaate ila laaTca rcacmbU tboaa of ibe 
vine. Olber reaaona for ita ronaecraiion, and tba uecof it in garianda 
•I banquets, nay ba found in Lttogepierre, Baroea, etc. etc. 

Arm jroM, arm jroir, mm o/mifktj' 

Osttem to the taugutM Jtgkt ; } I bare adopted ib« inierpreuiion 
of Rcf nier and otbcra : 

Altri aegua Mart* fcro: 

Cba tol Barro k '1 ■tio eonforto. 



ODE XLIX.« 

When Bacchus, Jove's immortal boy. 

The rosy harbinger of joy, 

W^ho, with the sunshine of the bowl, 

Thaws the winter of our soul ; 

When to my inmost core he glides. 

And bathes it with his ruby tides, 

A flow of joy, a lively heat, 

Fires my brain, and wings my feet ! 

Tis surely something sweet, I think, 

Nay, something heavenly sweet, to drink ! 

Sing, sing of love, let Music's breath 

Softly beguile our rapturous death. 

While, my young Venus, thou and I 

To the voluptuous cadence die ! 

Then waking from our languid trance. 

Again we'll sport, again we'll dance. 



ODE L.» 

When I drink, I feel, I feel. 
Visions of poetic xeal! 
Warm with the goblet's freshening dews. 
My heart invokes the heavenly Muse. 
When I drink, my sorrow 's o'er; 
I think of doubts and fears no more; 
. But scatter to the railin;; vrind 
Each gloomy phantom of the mind ! 
When I drink, the jesting boy, 
Bacchus himself, partakes my joy ; 

* Tbia, the preceding ode, and a few mora of I be aaaa character 
are merely chrfnton* a boira. Moat likely ihry were tba effaaioaia <^f, 
ibe moment of conTivialiiy, and were tiiog, we imigtoe. witk rapture 
in Greece; but ibat inierettiog ataeriatien. 'by whick tbey •Iwyi 
recalled ibe conrifial emotion* that produced ihcm. can be very lible 
felt by the moat enihuttaaiic rradrr; and much leaa by a phlefmalic 
grammarian, wbo acea nothing in them but dialecta and partidca. 

ffho, wilk tht suntkine of the bowl. 

Thaws tht winter «/ our toul,} AviUOt •• the till* whicb be 
girra lo Barcbua in tba original. It ia a eoriooa circumaeaacf, tbat 
Pluiarth miaiook ih« name of Levi among the Jewt for Af Ut (<«ae of 
the bacchanal crirt). and accordingly auppoaed that ihoy wwrdkippad 
Bartrhut. 

' Fabar tbinka tbia apuriooa; but. 1 beliere, ho is ain(;aUr in bia 
opinion. It ha« all tbe spirit of oor author. Liko the wmth which 
he preaented in the dream, ait small* of Aoarteon.a 

The form of this ode, in the original, i* remarkable. It ia a kind 
of aoag of seven quatrain aunzaa, each b^inning with the line 

*Ot' *yt» •viu toy otvor> 

The firat atanta alone ia incomplete, consisting hat of throe Knee. 

• Compare wiib tbia poem (says Degen) the versca of H ag edwew, 
lib. V. dor Wein, where tbat divine poet baa wantoned in the praises 
of wine.* 

Whom i drink; t/eot. l/etl, 

Yitions of poetic toal!} aAuacrcon is not the only one (says 
I.ongepirrre) whom wine has inspired «itb poetry. There ia an epi- 
gram in iha first book of the Anihologia, which begins thaa t 

OlTCC TOI ;^flCpiCyTI fJL*yA( 4»<Xll IJDTOC AOt^, 

'TJuf Si 4Vfy»y, luixov ot/ TtxoK s^roc.n 

If with water you fill up your glassrs. 

You 'II never write any thing wise ; 
For wine is ibe horse of Pamaaana, 

¥f hicb bbtriea • bard to the afciee 1 



And, vhile we dance througb breathing bowers, 
Whofic every pale is rich with (lowers, 
^ bowls he makes my senses swim. 
Till (he (;;ile breathes of nought but him ! 
When I drink, I deftJy twine 
Flowers, bcgemm'd with tears of vine; 
And, while with festive liand I spread 
The smiling; (garland round my head, 
Somethin{; whimpers in my breast, 
How sweet it ii» to live at rest! 
When I drink, and perfume stills 
Around me all in balmy rills. 
Then as some beauty, smiling roses, 
In languor on my breast reposes, 
Venus! I breathe my vows to thee, 
In many a sigh of luxury ! 
When I drink, my heart refines. 
And rises as the cup declines, — 
Rises in the genial flow 
That none but social spirits know. 
When youthful rtvellers, round the bowl. 
Dilating, mingle soul with soul! 
When 1 drink, the bliss is mine, — 
There's bliss in every drop of wine! 
All other joys that I have known, 
I 've scarcely dared to call my own; 
But this the Fates can ne'er destroy. 
Till Death o'ershadows all my joy! 



ODE U.' 

Flt not thus, my brow of snow. 
Lovely wanton! lly not so. 

AmJ, tpkile we dame* iknmyk bnnMmy tm m e rt , etc.) If toac of 
lb« inntUior* bad ohMrfcd DtKlor Trap|>'« cauiion, with rrgard !<• 
4rOX(/diydl01V fJi* ty ttOpaUt, 'CaT* ar rorluM iBtalligm.* ibr; 
«*«ld not have •poil«<i iha ■ioapliciiy of Anacraoa't fascy. hj amii 
cttravagani coarepiiooi ofibr paatage. Could ••£ poet imagine amcIi 
bMBbati M th« roUuving . 

Qaanii je boit. mon <ri| •'uBagina 
Que, dam no lourbilloa pUio i* parfum* <iiT«r«, 
Baccbua rn'mportr dan* let airs, 
lleBipli de aa liqurar divioe. 
Or tbiat 

|a<<i mi maaa 
Mcnire liriro «bn> dcliro 
Barcho io gir« 

Per la Tjga aura acrena. 

Wlm» fomtkfmt reeeUen, romtd ikt Uml, 

DUaHmg. mimjte ioml with aomU'i Subjeiacd to Gairt adiiioo of 
4aaer*OR. ibcre arc toma rnriout Icitrra up** tba QuLOttt of tba 
aariaau. which appaarMi is the Frcath JuunuJa. At (b« opraiug of 
the Odeon. ia Pari*, tba maaagara of the apanarlc rr^ueatrJ Pro- 
feaaor Gail lo give tbcm aomc uaramaMta aamc for tbo f(l«a of tbia in- 
aUtutioa. H« auggeaiad tbc vord aTbiaac.* which waa adeptad; bat 
lb* litrralt of Paria quatitonnl the propriaiy of it, aad addrcaaed 
tbaar criticiama lo Gail, ihroagh tba aMdiNB af tba pabUc priala 
Two or tbrrr of thr Irtlera h« baa ioaerted ia bia cdicioa. aad tbcy 
ba«a clicitrd from him aomc learoad rcacarrb oa the tiibjact. 

* Alh«rti baa imiUird ihia ode; aad CapUapua, ia tba followiag 
epigram, baa gtvea a veraion of it i 

Cor. Lalaga. mra viu. mraa coairmaia amor««I 

Car fagia c noairo pnlcfara puella aiaa * 
St fagia*. aiai aparaa licet mca tcmpora caaia. 

Inque tuo roa^u* fulgeai ore color. 
Aapirc ui ialevUt drcrant quo4]ue flora corullaa 

Caadida parpurci* lilia mitta ruaia- 

Ob * why i^pel my aool'* impaaatoa'd row, 
Aad fly, belaved auid, tbeae longiag arma i 



Though (he is-ane of age is mine, 
Though the brilliant flush is thine. 
Still I m doom'd to sigh for thee. 
Blest, if thou couldst sigh for me! 
See, in yonder flowery braid, 
Cull'd for thee, my blushing maid. 
How the rose, of orient glow, 
Mingles with the lily's snow; 
Nark, how sweet their tints agree, 
Just, my girl, like thee and me ! 



ODE LII.» 

Away, away, you men of rules, 

What have I to do with schools? 

They'd make me learn, they'd make me think. 

But would they make me love and drink? 

Teach me this, and let me swim 

My soul upon the goblet's brim ; 

Teach me this, and let me twine 

My arms around the nymph divine! 

Age befffns to blanch my brow, 

I 've time for nought but pleasure now. 

Fly, and cool my goblet's glow 

At yonder fountain's gelid flow; 

I 'II quaff, my boy, and calmly sink 

This soul to slumber as I drink! 

Soon, loo soon, my jocund slave. 

You'll deck your master's grassy grave; 

la It. that wiatry time baa atrav'd my brear. 
And ibiae arc all the aummrr'a roaeata rbarma f 

^re the rich gar'aad, cull'd in vernal weaibcr, 
I Wbrrr the young roaabud with the lily gloaa. 
ia wreath* of love we ibaa mey twiae logetber. 
And 1 will be the lily, thou the roaal 

See, f a frnder flowerj bttdd, 

t'mtCd for tkrt. my Umtkdmy muud!] • la the aame maaaer ibal 
AaacrcoB plead* for the whiuaraa of hi* lock*, from the beaaty af tbe 
colour in garland*, a •hepberd. ia Th«ocritu*, rad«aT0«r« ta racaa*- 
mead bia black hair • 

Kott TO toy /uiXA> ici, x«4 i. yfA'TTTM. ^««iv9oc 
Axx' i/xirnf <v TOK o^roK T<t4r^an'<t xsyorrsu.* 

Longepicrre, ■araec, etc. 

' Tbia ia duabtlem the work af a mora uMdera poet tbaa Aaa- 
rreoa i for at the pariod whea ba lived rhetoriciaaa wera not kae»a.» 
— Dagca. 

Tboegh tbe antiqaity of ihi* ode ia caafirmed by tbe Yallcaa mana- 
acript. I am very much iaHiaed to agree ia tbia argument agaiaat it* 
antbeeticity : for, tboagb tbe dawainga of rhetoric might already liave 
appeared, the firat who gave it aay celebrity waa Coral af Myracuaa, 
aad be floariahed ia tba ceaiary after Aaacreoa. 

Our poet anticipated the idea* of Epicurua. ia bia aeeraioa to the 
labour* of learaing, aa well aa bia devotion lo volaptaoaaaeaa. 
n«inev <9cu/«lat? fXaxa.p%<H ^f t/^ITt, aaU the pbilMapbar 
of ih« garden in a leiitr la PjUkucle*. 

Teack me Ikit, ami let me twiue 

Mg mrms enmmd the ugmph dieime /] By X,fua%( A^poi^«mC 
■'"re, I anderaund aome baaatifal girl ( ia tba aame maaaer thai 
"^(/fltlOf iaoftea uaed for wiao. aGoldca* ia frequeatly aa epithet 
k ^beauty. Tbaa ia Virgil, • Veaua aarea ;• aad ia Propertiaa, ■ Cya- 
tbia aurea.a Tibullu*. however, calla aa old womaa • galdaa.* 

The tranaLlioa d'Aulori Aoeaimi, aa aaoal, waaloaa aa tbia paaaage 
of AnacreoB' 

R m iaaegai roa piu rare 
Porme aecorte d* involaia 
Ad amabik bdult 
II bcl rial* t aaetiade. 
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Aud tliere 's an end — for ab ! you know, 
Tlicy driuk but little wine below ! 



ODE LIII. 

Wlicu I behold the festive train 

Of dancing youth, I 'oi young again ! 

Memory wakes her magic trance, 

And wings mc lightly through the dance. 

Come, Cybeba, smiling maid! 

Cull the flower aud tvine the braid ; 

bid the blush of summer's i'ose 

Burn upon my brow of snows; 

Aud let me, while the i»ild and yoimg 

Trip the mazy dunce along. 

Fling my heap of years avay, 

And be sa wild, as young as they. 

Hither haste, some cordial soul ! 

Give my lips the brimming bowl; 

Oh! you will see this hoary sage 

Forget his locks, forget his age. 

He still can chaunt the festive hyrao, 

He still can kiss the goblet's brim ; 

He still can act the mellow raver. 

And play the fool as sweet as ever ! 



ODE LIV.' 

Methinics, the pictured bull we see 
b amorous Jove — it must be he ! 

Ami tker* 'ia» end-— for ak ! j/ou know, 

Th*g drink bmt liuU win* Mow 1 ] That ib« wUiy ]bl«iaar<l ; 

La Mort noui gaette; c( qiuiul •«• lou 

Moat onl eafma^ une foia 

Aa aein d'uDe fotae profonde, 

Ailiea bona fioa ri boot rapat. 

Ma acieaca aa trouve pat 

Dca cabareta en lauira moadr. 

From Maiaard, Gorabaaid, and De Cailly, old Freadi pocta, aoaa of 
the beat epigrama of tha EoQiiab language are borrowed. 

Bid tho btuMk'oftwmme/M rou 

Bmmmpon\my brow'of $nomi, 0te.^ Licetaa, in hi* Hieroglyphica, 
quoting ivo of our poci'a odea, wlicre be call* for gsrUada, remark*, 

■ Conaut 'ioUar floreaa coronal poeiia rt potaotibu* in aympoaio con- 
venire, non aatcm aapientibn* et pbiloaophiaa afleclantibttk.* • II 
appear* tbat wreath* of flovcra weic adapted fur poet* and rcTcllcra at 
baoqueta, but by no meana became thoac who had preirnaion* to wi»> 
dom and philoaophy.a On tbia principle, in bia i5ad chapter, bcdia- 
covera a refinement in Virgil, deicribiog the garland of the poet Si- 
lenua as fallen off; which di*tingui*beat be tbinka, the dirinc intoxi- 
cation «f Sileoua from that of common druakarda, who alwaya wear 
their crowni while they drink. Thia, indeed, ia tha • labor iaepiiarum • 
of commentatora. 

Ho atUl can kin the foUe/» brim, «fe.] Win* ia preecribed by 
Galen aa aa etcclleai medicine for old acni a Qnod frigidoa et ha« 
moribiu eiplcto* calefdUat,* etc.; but^Matmra waa Aaacreon'a pliy- 
aician. ^ 

There ia a proverb in Eriphoa, aa quoted by Atbanaeaa, which aaya, 

■ that wine m^kea an old man dance, whctbar ha will or aot.> 

Oiyov Kiy^vfft rout yiporrdtc, m 4rctTfp> 
nudfiy Pc^P**'' ov d-fKovTAC 

I aThii od(> ia wriitao upon a picture which repreaenltd the rape of 
Europa.a Maddime Dacier. 

It mjy perhap* be cooaidered a* a dcKription of one of thoac coiut* 
which the Sidoniana atrttcb off io honour of Etfropa, repreaeaiing a 



How fondly blest he seems to bear 
Tliat fairest of Phoenician fair! 
How proud he breasts the foamy tide, 
And spurns the billowy surge aside ! 
Could auy beast of vulgar vein 
Undaunted thus defy the main? 
No : be descends from climes above. 
He looks the God, he breathes of Jove! 



ODE LV.« 

Wbilk we invoke the wreathed spring. 
Resplendent rose ! to thee we '11 sing ; 
Respleudeul rose ! the flower of flowers. 
Whose breath perfumes Olympus' bowers; 
Whose virgin blush, of cbastca'd dye. 
Enchants so much our mortal eye. 
When Pleasure's bloomy season glows, 
The Graces love to twine the rose : « 
The rose is warm Dione't bliss, 
And fluslies like Dione's kiss ! 



woman carried acroaa tha tea by a ball. Thua Natalia Ceaca. Uh. 
viii. cap. a3. • Sidonii numitouia com forauna taari dorao inaidoow 
ac mare tranaf rata ate, caderoot in ejua honorom.a In tbc littk tre«- 
ti*c upon the goddeea of Syria, attrilmtrd Tory falaciy to Laciaa, iherr 
i* mention of ibi* coin, and of a temple dedicated by the Sadoaiaaa to 
Aaiarte, whom *oma, it appeare. confounded with Earopa. 

Moacboa baa written a very beautiful idyl on the atory of Earopa. 

No : ho descend* from cUmo* aiooe, 

Uo looks the Cod, ho broathoi of Jooo.\ Tha* Mooduu i 

Hie God forgot himacif, hi* heaven, for love. 
And It buU'aform baliod the almighty Jovo. 

* Tliia ode ia a brilliant panegyric on the roaa. • All aati^aity (aaya 
Baraet) hat produced nothing more beautiful, t 

From the idea of peculiar excellence which the aociaata 
thia lower, aroae a pretty proverbial expreaaiaa, laacd by 
according to Suidat. AocTflt fA* f I^NXfltf , • Toa have apokaa 
a phrate tomewbat aimilar to the ■ dire dac dcurattca ■ af tbc ~ 
la the aame ide^ of excellence originated. I doubt aot, a vory < 
application of the word poJhVt for which tha iaq[aiait4«e reader m*j 
rontult Gdulminut upon the epithalaminai of oar poet, wbctw it ia in- 
t odaccd iu the romance of Tbeodorua. Mitratua, in oa« arhiaelo» 
gica, calJa hi* mi*trc*a bia roae . 




Jam to igitur rnrtiu tcneo, foraoaala, jam ta 
(Quid ucpidaa?) teaeo; jam, roaa, te teaco. 

Now I again embrace tbce, deareat, 
(Tdl mc, wanton, why thou feareat t ) 
Again my longing arma infwld thca^ 
Agaia. my roac, again I bold thoa. 



El eg. 8. 



Thia, like moat of tha teram of cadcamcat la tka Modcra Laiia 
pocu, ia taken from Plautoa ; they wcra rulgar aad c«llo^lal im hm 
lima, aad they arc amoag the elagaaciea of the aiodcra l.aiiaitw. 

Paaaeralaaa alladca to tbc odo bcfwro aa, ia the ka^aaiaf of laa 
poem on the Roae i 

Carmine digna roaa eu ; Tcllem eaaerctur M iSimm 
Teiiu argttU ccciait teatudine vatca. 

• 

ReiftleudoiU rotol lo thoe wo 'U aimf.} I have paeaed over tW fiac 
avi treUfU <ty^U /mtWnf ; it ic corrapt U thia orifiaal feed- 
ing, and haa been very little improved by the aaaotatora. I ehaaU 
•uppoae it to be an ioterpulation, if it were not fur a liae whkli eecafa 
afterward*: ^f^f Jti puff^t XiyCffJttf, 

The rote it warm Dione't hUtt, ote.1 Balleaa. in a sole upon aa old 
French poet, quoting the original hei« <t^AO9l014Wf T* itBufM^t 
trantlatca it, • 4.«auae lea dclicea et ■ugaardiaaa de V/ 



ODES OF ANACKEON. 
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Oft lias the pool's nia(;ic toague 
The rose's fair luxuriance suog; 
And long the Muse&, heavenly maitU, 
Have rear'il it iu their tuneful sliades. 
When, at the early glance of room, 
II slecpti upon the glittering tlioro, 
'T is sweet to dare the tangled fence. 
To cull the timid How' ret thence, 
And wipe, with tender liand, away 
The (ear that on iu hlushes lay ! 
T it sweet to hold the infant stems, 
Yet dropping with Aurora's gems. 
And fresh inhale the spicy sighs 
That from the weeping buds arise. 
When revel reigns, when mirth is high, 
And Bacchus beams in erery eye, 
Our rosy fillets scent exhale. 
And fill with balm the fainting gale ! 
Oh, there is nought in nature bright. 
Where roses do not shed their light ! 
When morning paints the orient skiet, 
Her fingers burn with roseate dyes,- 
The nymphs display the rose's charms, 
It mantles o'er their graceful arms ; 
Through Cytherea's form it glows. 
And mingles with the living tnowt. 
The rose distils a healing balm. 
The beating pulse of pain to calm ; 
Preserver the cold inumed clay, 
And mocks the vestige of decay : 

Oft kattktfottt mm^ic tom^ua 

Tht ro$€'$fmir Uxurutmce muf, dr.] Tb* follow isf it • fra(pacat 
of the hmkntm pocieM. Ii i« afA i i ib* roauac« uf AcbillM Talina, 
«bo appears to bara rr««|f«d iIm ouoibrrt into proM. £l TOIC 

T»r fltvdsaiv fCat^Xfc/f. ^nc f?^ xo0;^oC) ^c/twv Ay- 
kmJifffJULy o^dfltx/uoc otydfltty, x*t/jteno( t^t^BnjuuL^ JUtXXoc 
it^ct7«rov. EfctToc 49'Tfi, A^foiirni 4rpo^fv<i , 

TO oytaXov to Z*^Vf» 7fx«. 

If Jova wealJ givr tb« l«afy bowcn 
A qaero for all tbrtr world of lower*. 
Th« rote woald be tb« rboir* bf Jetc, 
Aad blutb tb« qucvn of every grove. 
Swcaini cbild of wrrpiog aiomiBg, 
Cen, tba vr«( of ejrih adoroiag. 
Eye of Bow'rrift, glow of Lwnai 
Bud of bcaaiy nuraed by dawsft. 
Aofl thr aoal of lure ii brrjthra. 
Cypria'ft bru«r vitb n«fic wrealbca. 
And, to ibe Zr|ib|ir'« warm carceaea, 
Diffuaet all iu rerdaat ire«*r«. 
Till, glowing »itb th« waotoa'a play, 
It blatbra a diTiacr ray I 



ITAmi ■onaiaj paimtt the orismi $ki*i, 

Htr/imfen bmm vitk rontate dif€S , etc.} !■ the origiaa! here, ho 
eaaaaeratea the many epiibcu of beauty, borrowed from roaea. wbivU 
were need by tho po«U, 4r«l^flt TMf O^^Otl, Wc tec that poet* 
vere iigai&fi in Grercr with ibo title of M|et: even the rarrleas 
Aoacreoo, who livrd but for love and roluptaooaaeaa. was called by 
Plata the wiac Anacrcua. Puit bac aapiaaii# quvodrfin. 

P rt 0»r *e $ tk* cold immrnaU rlmg, a*-.] He here allude* to tho u*e 
of tho roae in eabalmingi and, perhaps (a* Barne* thinkt), to the 
rosy angocat with wbitb Vonu* aooinied the curpte of Hactor. Ho- 
■Mr'* Iliad, tL, It may bkewitc rrgard ilie ancient practice of pat- 
ting garlaoda cf rose* on iho dead, a* in Suiiu*, Theb. lib. i. jti. 

— — — — hi seriis. hi »ori* honors solnto 
Accumutant artus patria<ioe in acda repoannt 
Corpn* odoraiam. 

Whcro • ecrio honor,* theagh it mean ««ery kiad of lovors, may 



And when, at length, iu pale decline, 

lis florid beauties fade and pine, 

Sweet as in youth, its balmy breath 

Diffuses odour e'en in death ! 

Oh ! whence could such a plant have sprung T 

Attend — for thus the tale is sung. 

When, humid, from the silvery stream, 

Effusiug bcauty'<t warmest beam, 

Venub uppear'd, iu (lushing hues, 

Mcllow'd by Ocean's briny dews; 

When, in the si.irr)' coiu'ls above, 

The pregnant brain of mighty Jove 

Disclosed the nymph of axure glance. 

The nymph who shakes the martial lance! 

Then, then, in strange eventful hour, 

The earth produced an infant (lower. 

Which sprung, with blushing tinctures dress'd, 

And wantou'd o'er its parent breast. 

The gods beheld tliis brilliant birth. 

And hail'd tlie Rose, the boon of earth ! 

Witli nectar drops, a ruby tide, 

The sweetly orient buds they dyed, 

And ba4R them bloom, the flowers divine 

Of him who sheds the teeming vine ; 

And bade them on the spangled thorn 

Expand their bosoms to the mom. 



■ore partieolarly to refer to the rose, which o«r port, in an- 
other ode. call* tH^of IU%XllfA.tt, Wt rraJ, in the Hieroglyphica 
of Picrio*. lib. U. that some of tho amieois used to order in their 
will*, tliat ruse* should be aunualiy acaltcrvd on their tombs, ofl^ h% 
baa adduced •oaae aepulchral inscription* to tbi* parpwo*. 



it» lAt 9«»Hfe of doeajf.^ Whoa he says that ihio fovor 
prevails ovrr time iitelf. b<- (till allndca to it* efBcaey id coiholmoat 
(tenera poncrrt ossa rosa. Proport. 1th. i. eleg. t^). or perhaps to 
the subsequent idoa of it* fragrance surviving its honaty ; forhoonn 
trarrrly mean lo praitc fur duration tbe • nimium brevet lore* • of 
the rose. Pbiloatratns lumpare* this Sower with love, on^ sap. that 
tbey both defy the influence of time; P^fiOVO? Si QVTS £009(9 
OVTf foidL Oli^V. Unfortunately tbe ft.militiida Uoo Mt in thoir 
duration, bnl their tranMence. 

SwMtt M in fomlk, iu Mmy Irtatk 

D^msot adimr 4 en in dmth,1 Thiu Caspar Bnflaat, ia his Eilaa 
M«pt«nnuBi 

Ambrosium late rosa innc qaoqna spargit odonna. 
Cum Snii, aut multu langnida aula Jacot. 

Nor then the roae iis odour losos. 

When all it* flushing beaatirs dio| 
Nor less ambrosial balm diffnsos. 

When wiibrr'd by the solar eye ! 

With iHKtmr dnff$, m rmiy tuU, 

Tht »W4Hly oruut ^at/j lk»ji dftd, «((.] The aatbor of tho * Ptr- 
eigiliam Yencri* • (a poem attributed lo CaiullM, the •Ijle of which 
appear* to me to bate all the labonred laaariaace of a much later p*> 
nod) ascribo* the tiacusr* of the roao to the blood from tho vouad of 
AdMi*— 






Fusa aprtoo de 

ocearding to the omeadation of Lipsius. In the foUowiag opigrun 
this hao is differently ncconated for 1 

Ilia qoidom studiosa suum defpadero Adoaim, 
GradJTU* stncio qurm petit ease feroi, 

Aniiitdaris vestigia c#ca rusetis, 

Albaquc divino picia cmore rosa «tt. 

Whilr the oaamuur'd quefn of joy 
Flica to protect her lovely hoy. 

On wbum tbe jealous war-god rashoa | 
Sho tread* upun a tborood rwae. 
And while the wound with crimson float, 

Tho snowy flow'rol fools her blood, oud blMshco! 
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ODE LVL' 

Hi, who instructs the youthful crew 
To bathe tiicm in the brimmer's dew, 
And taste, uncloy'd by rich excesses. 
All the bliss that wine possesses! 
He, who inspires the youlli to glance 
In winged circlets through the dance! 
Bacchus, the god, again is here. 
And leads along the blushing year; 
The blushing year with rapture teems. 
Ready to shed those cordial streams 
Which, sparkliug in the cup of mirth. 
Illuminate the sons of earth ! 
And when the ripe and vermil wine. 
Sweet infant of the pregnant vine. 
Which now in mellow clusters swells, 
Oh ! when it bursts its rosy cells. 
The heavenly stream shall mantling flow. 
To balsam every mortal woe ! 
No youth shall then be wan or weak, 
For dimpling health shall light the cheek; 
No heart $hall then desponding si^ 
For wine shall bid despondence fly ! ' 
Thus — till another autumn's glow 
Shall bid another vinuge flow ! 



ODE LVII.^ 

And whose immortal hand could shed 
Upon this disk the ocean's bed T 
And, in a frenzied flight of soul. 
Sublime as Heaven's eternal pole, 
Imagine thus, in semblance warm. 
The Queen of Love's voluptuous form, 

* ■ CoBiparc with this elei^aat ode the rtrtn of Ui. lib. i. die 
WoiuicM.* Drgen. 

Tliit appear* lo be one of the hymnt whlih were *un(; at tbe aoa! 
vcrury fpeiiTal ot the vintage: one of ibo fTlXNTIOI (//UVOI, ■» our 
poet bimteir lermt them iu the fifiy-niniU ode. We cannot help feel- 
ing a peruliar veaeraiioa for ibetc relic* of ihe religion of aniiqaiiy. 
Flnracc may be auppoaed to bare written the ninctecatb ode of bia »e- 
cond book, and the twenty-iiflh of the third, for Mine bacchanalian 
celebration of thi* kind . 

Which, iparUiMf im th* eup «f mirth, 

Ulmmimate the »om$ of tarlh!'] In the original 4roTCir Ct910VOy 
XOUt^etf, Madanc Dacier think* that the poet her« bad the oc- 
pe*tb« of Homer in hi* Blind. Ody**ey. lib. ir. Thi* ocponihA wa* 
a •ometbing of esquitite charm, iafuied by Helen into the viae of her 
gue«t». which had tha power of ditpelling every ansieiy. A French 
writer, with »ery elegant gallantry, conjectore* that this ipeU, which 
made the bowl »o beguiling, waa the charm of Helen'* ceaTenatton. 
See de Meri. quoted by Bayle. art. HelVac. 

• Thi* ode is a rery animated deacription of a picture of Team on 
a diacu*. which r«pre*entcd the godde** in her fir*t emergence from 
the ware*. About two centurie* afier our poet wrote, the pencil of 
the artist ApeHe* embelli.hed thia eubjeci. in hir famou* paiatinf of 
the Venus Anad|omcoi, the model of which, a* Pliny informs n*. waa 
tha beautiful Campaspe. given to bim by Aletandcr ; though, accwrd- 
ing to Natalia Come*, lib. rii. cap. |6, it was Fliryna who sat to ApaUe* 
for iba face and breast of thi* Yenu*. 

There are a few blemishca in the reading of tbe ode beforo as. 
which bare influenced Faber. Heyne. Brunch, etc. to denounce tbe 
whole poem as apurious. Non ego paucis offendar nuculi*. 1 think 
it is beautiful enough to be authentic. 

And mkate immortat hamd comlJ iheJ 

Ujxm Mm disk ike oeeam'M heUI] The abrupt ne*« of «tpct TIC 
tOfiUTt 1»0VT0f > «• finely e»pre**i»e of tndden admiration, and i* 
one of those beaoiiea which we cannot but admire in their aource, 
though, by frequent imiuiion. they are now bacome languid and un- 
impraaaire. 



Floating along the silvery sea 
In beauty's naked majesty! 
Oh !] he has given the raptured sight 
A wiicliiug banquet of delight; 
And all those sacred scenes of Love, 
Where only hallowed eyes may rove, 
Lie faintly glowing, half-concoal'd. 
Within the lucid billows veil'd. 
light as the leaf that summer's breese 
Has wafted o'er the glassy seas. 
She floats upon the ocean's breast. 
Which undulates in sleepy rest. 
And stealing on, she gently pillows 
Her bosom on the amorous billows. 
Her bosom, like the humid rose. 
Her neck, like dewy-sparkling snows. 
Illume the liquid path she traces, 
And burn within the stream's eitibraces ! 
In languid luxury soft she gUdes, 
Encircled by the azure tides. 
Like some foir lily, faint with weeping. 
Upon a bed of violets sleeping ! 
Beneath their queen's inspiring glance, 
The dolphins o'er the green sea dance. 
Bearing in triumph young Desire, 
And baby Love with smiles of fire ! 
While, sparkling on the silver waves. 
The tenants of the briny caves 
Around the pomp in eddies play. 
And gleam along the watery way. 



ODE LVIII.« 

Whir gold, as fleet as 2^hyr s pinion, 
Escapes like any Pithless minion, 

Ami mil ikote taereJ icenet of lue. 

Where naiy hallow J e^eg mag tvM, etc.} Tba picture hen kaa aB- 
the delicate character of the aemi-reducta Venn*, and i* the awaMeat 
emblem of what the poetry of passion ought to be; glowing bnt throafk 
a Tcil, and *tealin(; u|>un the heart from concealment. Few ef the 
ancients hare attained this modesty of description, which i* like the 
golden rlond that hung OTcr Jupiter and Juno, ioapenrinn* to eecfr 
beam but that of f«ncy. 

lier boaem. like the hueud rote, etc. ] ' Pof^StV (aaya an anony 
mous annoUior) is a whimsical epithet for the bo*oan.» Neither C^ 
tuUus nor Gray have been of his opinion. Tbe fomacr baa the o- 
prcssion. 

En hie in roscis latet papiUia. 

And tbe latter, 

Lo ! where the ro*y-bo*om'd hour*, etc . 

Crottn*. a modern Latinisi, might indeed be ccnaarwd for tno eagec 
an use of the epithet ■ rosy.* when he applies it to the eyes: • eroaHS 
oculis.a 

~.~- yotmf Detire, etc.] In the original ' IfAtpciy «be est 

tba aame deity wiih Jocus among the Roman*. Aurdiaa Angnnlla* 
has a poem beginning 

Inviui olim fiacchua ad ceenaa raoa 
Comon, Jocom, Cupidinem. • 

Which Parnall has closely imitated: 

Gay Bacchus, liking Estcenrt** wtna, 

A noble meal bespoke a* ; 
And. fur the guests that were to dine. 

Brought Comus, Loee, and Joeua, etc 

* 1 bare followed BaraiVs arrangement of thisoJc i h devialaa aama ' 
what from the Vatican MS., but it appeared to nae tke asere naiarJ 
order. 

When fold, ma fleet tu Zephyr tpimiem, ^ 

Etatpet like eng JaithUtt minien, etc. ] In the origiMJ *0 ^- 
irttlti ycUffOt' There i* a kind of pan la ilman weeCa. » 
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And flies me (as be flics me ever), 
Do I pursue him 7 never, never ! 
No, let tlie false desrrtrr ijo, 
For who would court his direst foe? 
But, when I feel my lighteo'd mind 
No more by ties of gold confined, 
1 loosen all my clinging cares, 
And cast them to (he vagrant airs. 
Then, then I (erl the Muse's spell, 
Aad wake to life tlie dulcet shell ; 
The dulcet shell to beauty sings. 
And love dissolves along the strings! 
Thus, when my heart is sweetly taught 
How little gold deserves a thought, 
Tlie winged slave returns once more. 
And with him wafLs delicious store 
Of racy wine, whose balmy art 
In slumber seals the anxious heart ! 
Again he tries my soul to sever 
From love and song, perhaps for ever ! 
Away , deceiver ! why pursuing 
Ceaseless tlius my heart's undoing 7 
Sweet is the song of amorous fire ; 
Sweet are the sighs that thrill the lyre; 
Oh ! sweeter ^r than all the gold 
The waftage of thy wings can hold. 
I well remember all thy wiles ; 
They wither'd Cupid's flowery smiles. 
And o'er his harp such garbage shed, 
I thought its angel breath was fled ! 
They tainted all his bowl of blisses. 
His bland desires and liallow'd kisses. 
Oh ! fly to liaunts of sordid men. 
But rove not near the bard again; 

ll«d«a»c Dmict b«« alrcaily mmriied i for Cbryaoa, wbirb »i(;nifip« 
[•U, WM ako ■ frr^aent B«ne for a •*.«*«. In one of Lncian'* <i>«- 
!«{••«, tbrr* it. t ibiak, a •imilar play upon tb« worJ. wberr ili** M- 
:*««rt •f Cbrvaippat ara railed foldea fi»li<^. Th« pun* of iba ai- 
itmt* are. in gcarral, ettm mora *ap>d tbaa our own; aoBie efibc 
ImM ar* iboM rarorjad of Dioganaa. 

Amd/:Utm«(titkt/IUtm»0»*r),eie.'\ All i\ Ait jUii ^ll/^fl. 
rbU grmea »f iirration baa alrraJy brra takan aotic* of. Tbovfb 
••■Miiaiea acrvly a playful btauty, it it pemliariy nprvaaSva of iaa- 
MaaSo**d aeattnaat, and «• may aatily brliava tbal it wat one of ibc 
■•■y Boarcta of tkat anergalic trntibility tibicb brraibed tbreagb ibe 
•tyla of lappbo. S«« Gyrald. Vrt. Port. CKal. 9. It will not b« laid 
bat tbia !a a aMibaaical ornamrai by any oa* «be> eao ftal ita charm 
■ iboac Km* of Catalloa. «bcrc ba conpUint of tbc infidelity of bit 
■iauoaa, i.cabia. 

Ctrli, Letbia nottra, I e*bia ilia, 
nia Letbia, qoam C^lullut uoan, 
Plaa «|uaB t« atquc too* aaavil eaoM. 
Naoc, etc. 

Si a'c oaaia dixiaaai ! bai the rett do«« aot bear dtatioa. 

Tkff taintmiatt kh tout of Hiue$, 

Bit bUmd dnirm mmd kmUom'd kt$te$. ] OrifiMl 1 

rioBoty Xt/TtXXd KlffttC 

Rora«« hat • tVtiderlqne l^nperare pocaluB,* aot fi|pirallrcly, 
bovever, like Anarreon, but ioiponing tbe lo*o>pbilire« of tb« wiirhea. 
By acapaof kitt#«« our port may allude to a faTOuritegallaairyaBong 
lb« •n«:ieat», of drinking wbrn the lipt of ibeir mtatrette* bad toncbed 
ibe brin : 

■ Or lea*a a kit* witbia ibc cup. 

And I Ml not atk for uiae,» 

M la Bra Joatoa'a irantlation from Pht'oatratot; and Lucian bat a 
c»n<««t apon tbe tane idra, ■ 'irst XOll 4riT))C «/U«t K(U ^IXMC,!* 
• tbot yea auy at oarc both dnak aad kwt.* 



Thy glitter in the Muse's shade 

Scares from her bower the tuneful maid; 

And not for worlds would ! forego 

That moment of poetic glow. 

When my full soul, in Fancy's stream. 

Pours o'er the lyre its swelling theme. 

Away, awny! to worldlings hence, 

Who feel not this diviner sense. 

And, with thy gay follacious blaze, 

Dazzle their unrefined gaze. 

ODE LIX.» 

Sablcd by tbe solar beam. 

Now the fiery clusters teem. 

In osier baskets, borne along 

By all the festal vintage throng 

Of rosy youths and virgins foir, 

Ripe as the melting fruits they bear. 

Now, now they press the pregnant grapes. 

And now the captive stream escapes, 

In fervid tide of nectar gushing. 

And for its bondage proudly blushing I 

While, round the vat's impurpled brim, 

The choral song, tbe vintage hymn 

Of rosy youths and virgins fair. 

Steals on the cloy'd and panting air. 

Mark, how they drink, with all their eyes. 

The orient tide that sparkling flies; 

The infant balm of all their fears. 

The infont Bacchus, bom in tears ! 

When he, whose verging years decUne ^ 

As deep into the vale as mine. 

When he inhales the \intage-spring. 

His heart is fire, his foot s a wing ; 

And, as he flies, his hoary hair 

Plays truant with the wanton air! 

While the warm youth, whose wishing sonl 

Has kindled o'er the inspiring bowl, 

fmpassion'd seeks the shadowy grove. 

Where, in the tempting guise of love. 

Reclining slepes some witching maid. 

Whose sunny charms, but half display'd, 

Blush through the bower, that, closely twined, 

Excludes the kisses of the wind! 

The virgin wakes, the glowing boy 

Allures her to the embrace of joy ; 

Swears that tlie herbage Heaven bad spread 

Was sacred as the nuptial bed ; 

• Tba title ElTlXMyiOC i^fOf , •hSfh Baraet hat gleea ta tU* 
a4«. it by ae ncana appropriate. Wa ba<re already bad aae af iboao 
byaiBa(ode 56). bal ibit it a dcftcriptioa of tbe viatafc; aad the title 
tic eiVOV} vbicb it beart ia ib« Vatiraa MS., it more correct tbaa 
aay that have beea tu|»gMied. 

D«(ca, ia tbe irac tpirit of literary acepticitm. doubtt that thi* a^ 
ia geaaiae, wiiboni auigning «ny rraaoo for tacb a tuapicioa. » Ra* 
amo le, S«bidi. oec poiaum direre quare}* bat tbis it Car ff«ai laCia- 
fartory criticiam. 

Swaan that the kariafa H*a9en kaJ $praad, 

Wa$ taerad a$ tka nmftial bed, rte. \ Tbe origiaal brre bat beea 
varioaaly inicrpretrd. Somr, in tlirir trat far our auibor't parity, bare 
toppotcd titat llie youib only pertnadre her to a preauilare marriage. 
Otbcrt andfraiand from tbe word* ^rco/o^lV yctfAmi ^tTt^^SUy 
that be acdurea bcr to a riolalion of the nuptial vow. Tbe lara obkb 



1 bave given ii ia aomeobat like ibr arniimrat af Heluiaa, • aaaor 
conjagio, liberiairm vinculo prrfcrre.> (See ber original Lrtterm.) 
Tbe Italiaa tmnalationa have almott all waataaed apoa ibia dfttrip- 
tiaa I bat tbai of Manbcui it iadeed • aimiaa labricaa atpict.a 
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That jaws should never bind desire. 
And love was nature's holiefit fire ! 
The virt^o weeps, the viqpn sighs ; 
He kiss'd her lips, he ki&s'd her eyes ; 
The si{;h was balm, the tear was dew, 
They only raised his flame anew. 
And, oh ! he stole the sweetest flower 
That ever bloom'd in any bower ! 

Such is the madness wine imparts, 
Whene'er it steals on youthful hearts. 



ODE LX.» 

AwAKK to life, my dulcet shell. 
To Phoebus all thy sighs shall swell ; 
And though no glorious prixe be thine, 
No Pythian wreath around thee twine, 
Yet every hour is glory's hour. 
To him who gathers wisdom's flower I 
Then wake thee from thy magic slumbers, 
Breathe to the soft and Phrygian numbers. 
Which, as my trembling lips repeat. 
Thy chords shall echo back as sweet. 
The cygnet thus, with foding notes, 
As down Cayster s tide he floats. 
Plays with his snowy plumage fair 
Upon the wanton murmuring air, 
Which amorously lingers round; 
And sighs responsive sound for soimd ! 
Muse of the Lyre ! illume my dream, 
Iliy Phcebus is my fancy's theme ; 
And hallow'd is the harp I bear. 
And hallow'd is the wreath I wear, 
Hallow'd by him, the god of lays. 
Who modulates the choral maze ! 
I sing the love which Daphne twined 
Around the godhead's jfielding mind ; 
I sing the blushing Daphne's flight 
From this aethereal youth of light ; 
And how the tender, timid maid 
Flew panting to the kindly shade, 
Resign'd a form, too tempting foir. 
And grew a verdant laurel there ; 
Whose leaves, with sympathetic thrill, 
In terror scem'd to tremble still ! 

^Tbis hymn lo Apollo i« luppoaeH not lo ba*e brtu writtm by 
AMcrton, and it certainly ia rather a aublincr flight than the Teiaa 
wing it arcatiomrd to aoar. But we ought not to judge from tb>a di- 
veraily of ttylc, in a poet of whom time lut prraerred Mch partial re- 
Iwa. If ve knew Horace but a» a Mtiritt, abonM wc aatUy believ* tbore 
could dwell anch animation in bit lyre ! Suidat aaya that our poM 
vrote hymna, and thit perhape ia one of them. Wo can perecivcia 
vbat an altered and imperfect atate hi« vorka are at preaent, when we 
find a arbo'iaat upon Horace citing an ode from the third book of 
Anarrcon. 
'Aud how the tender, timid maid 

Flam pamtiug to tko kimdtg ihadt, otfi.] Orif ioal i 

To /xfy ixTi^ci/^f xifTpof , 

I And the word XlVrflOy bere lua a doable force, at it alao tigni- 
fir« that ■ omninm parentem, qium aanrtnt Noma,* etc. etc. (See 
Martial). In order to tonfirm ihia import uf the word here, tbote 
who art curiout iu new readingt may place the «top after ^l/fftOtf^ 
that ; 

To /Ail iKirt^ioyi xht^ov 



The god pursued, with wing'd desire; 
And when his hopes were all on fire. 
And when he thought to hear the sigh 
With which enamour'd virgins die, 
lie only heard the pensive air 
Whispering amid her leafy hair ! 
But oh, my soul! no more — no more! 
Enthusiast, whither do I soar ? 
This sweetly maddening dream of sonl 
Has hurried me beyond the goal. 
Why should I sing the mighty darts 
Which fly to wound celestial faearts, 
W^hen sure the lay, with sweeter tone. 
Can tell the darts that wound my own ? 
Still be Anacreon, still inspire 
The descant of the Teian lyre : 
Still let the oeclftr'd numbers float. 
Distilling love in every note! 
And when the youth, whose burning soul 
Has felt the Paphian star's control. 
When he the liquid lays shall hear, 
His heart will flutter to his ear. 
And drinking there of song divine, 
Banquet on intellectual wine ! 



ODE LXL' 

GoLDBif hues of youth are fled; 
Hoary locks deform my head. 

Still he Anacreon, ttiU {»afdr§ 

The descant of the Teiam ^w.] Th* origiaal it To? A?ft- 
XOfOVTdt jUiyUOt/. I have traatlated it ander the aappomtioti that 
the hymn it by Anacreon ; theagh I fear, froai tbia enry Use, tbal hit 
claim to it can trarccly bo tnpported. 

To? AflfLXCtOfret jUHJUCU, • ImStato Aa»cr«on.» Sack ia the 
letton giren a* by the iyritt ; and if, in poetry, a aimplc dc^gnanc af 
leatiment, enriched by the most playful felicitirt of fancy, be ■ cW* 
which inritea or detcrrei imitation, where thall we find each ■ g ai de 
at Anacreon f In morality, too, with torn* little rctcrcc, I think wc 
might not blntb to follow in hit foottlept. For if bta aawf b« the 
langaage of hit heart, though lusurioai and rclased. be vat artlota aad 
benevolent; and who would not forgir* ■ few IrregnlantiaB, wWa 
atoned for by viriuet to rare and to endearing f Whcs w* dilnk af 
tha tentimcnt in tbote linet ^ 

Away ! I hate the tlandemut dart. 

Which aiealt to wound the unwary baart. 
bow many are there in the world to whom wc woaM wiA to taj. 

Toy AvflUt^ioTTdt /jLtfAw ! 

Hera endt the latt of the odea in the Vatican MS. wlioa* aaibofity 
ronfirmt the gennioe tntifuity of ihcm all, though a few bava 
among the number which wa any hetiiate in attributing to Ai 



In the little ctaay prefixed to thit trantlatioa, I obaerrcd that 
bad quoted thit mann«cript incorrectly, relying upon aa imperfect 
copy of it, which It«ac Vottiut ImH taken | I thall jaat meatioa Cwa ar 
three intuncea of thia inaccuracy, the firtt which occur lo ate. Ia the 
ode of the Dote, on the wordt IXTipOlffl 0t/^JCAXC;^|>tl, ba aaya, 
• Vatican MS. 0rt/9Xi«t^»y, etiam Pmctano iavito,* i h aa gb the 

MS. raadt fft/VXAXl/^fl*) v"^ aV0%t(t9U iaterliacd. Orgca, 
loo. on the the tame li>ic, it tomewhat in error. In tbe tw«a(y-ae» 
cond ode of thit tcriea, line tbirtecoih. the MS. baa Tf Via with tfl 
interlined, and Baroet imputet to it tbe reading of «rf ? A. Ia At 
fifty-teveath, line iweirih, be profettet to bare preterrcd tb* mad> 
ing of the MS. AXfllXM/AfVM S* IT* «U;«ril, while tbe latter hn 
9tAfltXNjUIT0C (T* Ijr* fltC/Tct. Almott all ib« otbcr aaaoUian 
have trantplantad tbeao errora from Baraet. 

* The intrution of thi* melancholy ode among tha carelaaa IceHtat 
of our poet, bat alwayt reminded me of the akelciaaa which the 
Fgyptiana utcd lo bang op in their banquet-rooma, to iacalrau a 
ihoagbt of mortality eren amidtt the ditaipationa of aairtk. If it werv 
not for the beauty of ita nuinbert, tbe Teian Mute thoald ilhoai thit 
ode. Quid babet illint, illiut qua apirabat amorca F 

To Stebaua wo are indcbtad for it. 
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BlcK>my graeet, dalliauce gay. 
All the flowers of life decay. 
Withering age begins to trace 
Sad memorials o'er my face ; 
Time has shed its sweetest bloom. 
All the future must be gloom ! 
This awakes my hourly sighing ; 
Dreary is the thought of dying ! 
Pluto's is a dark abode. 
Sad the journey, sad the road : 
And, the gloomy travel o'er. 
Ah ! we can retom no morel 



ODE LXIL« 

Fill me, boy, as deep a draught 

As e'er was hll'd, as e'er was qualTd ; 

But lei the water amply flow. 

To cool the grape's intemperate glow ; 

Let not the fiery god be single. 

But with the nymphs in union mingle; 

For, though the bowl 's the grave of tadnets, 

Oh ! be it ne'er the birth of madness! 

AU thg /hmrrt of ti/e Jeeuf.} Bonn olVca. vttli hAlmf »m4 eir. 
(>aBr«. dcplera* ibc fs^city ot boBMM edjcjacau. Sec buuk i«. 
ode 1 1 ; uMI thos !a tk« Mcead epittU* book ii. 

SinyvU io nobU anai pradantar miaia*. 
Eripnar* jm:«>«, veacraai. coatWu. ladaai. 

Tbe wiag nf evary pataiog day 
Wiibari toBie blooniog joy away; 
Aad wafia from nnr enaoioar'd armt 
Tbff baaquct t mirtb, tba virgia'a ebanna. 

Drmrj i$ tkt thomykt of rfyi'ay. ate.] Regairr, a lib^riine Frrndi 

poet, baa wriilen aunia Mtnnru oa ibc approarli of deatli, full i»r 

glaany aad iranbliag repcnuoia. Chaaliea, howcirr, aupporu woie 

coaaitteatly tbe apirit of tbe Epkurc^a philoa»pber. See bit pocn, 

addmaad to ibc Marauia La Farre. 
t 

Plaa j'approebe da trraie rt aioiaa jc le rcdoate, etc. 

I aball Uave it to the aioralitl to auka bia reflactiooa bere ; it it 
iai p aaaibla to ba very anacreontic un aucb a aabject. 

Ami, tkg floomy Iravel u'er, 

Akl w* raa rr/am no avore.'] Sralio«r. Mp«n Catailat'« well- 
kacma liaca. ■ Qui nunc it per iter., rii. reaajrka. that Ailierwu. 
wiib tbe eaiae idea, it calUJ ATf^O^GC} by Theociiiua. aad 
/(/«txJ|96^0C by Nicandrr. 

' Tbit ode reaaiiu of two fragaieBU, whirhare lo l»e found in Athe* 
ncoa, book x. aad wbia U Birnr«, from ibr aimilarily of their lendrocy. 
ba« ceaibiaad iato one. I ihiok tbta a very juaiiiiabla liberty, aud 
ba«e adopted it ia aome other fragaieou of oar poet. 

Degca refera ae here lo veraea of L'<, lib. iv. dar Triaker. 

Bar U» tko maler ttmfijf fioop, 

Toeooilkt gn^'i imiempentu flote, arc] li waa Aapbirtyoa who 
lint taagbi the Creek* to mii water wiib ibcir wiaa; ia coaunaaiora- 
liaa of which rireaaiatance they erected allara to Baccbaa and the 
aynpha. On thia nyibological allegory ibe foUowiag epigraai ia 
foaadcdi 

Ardanteoi ei atero Senelaa lavcre Lyma 

KaiaJca, eitincto fuluiioi* igne a«rri| 
Can nyotphia igitnr craciabili*, at aine aynpbia 
Caadcnti rurtua fulaaiac curripitnr. 

I'iariaa Valeria naa. 
Whkb ia, bob verLom trrlm, 

While heavenly hte roaaooted bia Tbe ban dame, 
A Naiad raaght young Bacchoa fruoi the flame. 

Aad dipp'd him baraiag in her parr»t lymph : 
Still, ttill he lovea the tea^maid'a maial am. 
And when hi* native Area infuriate burn. 

He batbea bim ia tbe fooatain of tbe ajaph. 



No, banish from our board to-night 
The revelries of rude delight ! 
To Scythians leave these wild excesses. 
Ours be the joy tliat soothes and blesses! 
And while the temperate bowl we wreathe, 
Our choral hymns shall sweetly breathe, 
Beguiling every hour along 
With harmony of soul and song! 



ODE LXIU,' 

To Love, the soft and blooming child, 
I touch the liarp in descant wild; 
To Love, the babe of Cyprian bowers, 
Tlie boy, who breathes and blushes flowers! 
To Love, for heaven and earth adorr him. 
And gods and mortals bow before him ! 



ODE LXIV.> 

Haiti thee, nymph, whose winged spear 
Wounds the fleeting mountain-deer ! 
Dian, Joe's immortal child, 
Huntress of the savage wild! 
GoddcKS with the sun-bright hair ! 
Listen to a people's prayer. 
Turn, to Lethe's river turn. 
There thy vanqutsh'd people mouru ! 
Come to Lethr'H wavy shore, 
There thy people's peace restore. 
Thine their hearts, their altars thine ; 
Dian ! must they — roust they pine ? 



ODE LXV.3 

LiKc some wanton filly sporting. 

Maid of Thrace ! thou fly'si my courting. 

Wanton filly ! tell me why 

Tliou trip'st away, with scornful eye, 

* •Thia fra(;meot ia prr«er«ed in Clcmrna Alnaadriaaa, Siroai. 
lib. vi. aad in Araeniua, Collect. Or jrr.« B*aaB*. 

it appeara lo bare lieea the o|>eniDg uf a hjuu ia praiaaof Lore, 

' Thia h«ma lo Diana ia eitant in Iir|ih.e«iion. There i» an anee> 
dt'te of our p«>et. wltlth baa led to aome doubt whether h« errr wrote 
any odea of thia kind, it ia related by the Scboliaal upon I'iad^i- 
(Ittbmioaic. od. ii. v. i . aa eited by Baroea). Aaacreoa briag aakrj, 
why ha addrcaaed all hit hjmaa to vromea, aad aone to the dcitica \ 
dn«wrred, • Bccauae womea are my deitiea.a 

I have a«»umed tbe aame libarty ia reporting thia anecdote whi<li 
I have done in traaalating aome of tbe odea; and il were lo be wtabed 
that ib< ae little iaSdelltiea were alwaya coaaidcred paidoaablo ia the 
inlerpreiiiion of tbe aacieata; thua. wbea aaiure ia fergottca ia tb« 
original, ia the iraadatioa, • umea aaquc rtcurrct.* 

Tani, to Lttkt't rioer torn. 

Then tJ^ r^tmmiik'd peo fU a mumru /] Lalbe, a river of leaia, ae- 
lording to Strabo, falling into the IMaaader ; aear to it vaa aitiuted 
tbe lowa Magoetia, in favour of whoa* inbabitaaia oar poet ia aup- 
iio*ed lo have adJrraaed tbit ■uppiimtioa to Diana. It waa wriilea 
(a« Madame D«cirr roajeiturea) oa tbe occaeisa of aoaae battle, ia 
nhitb tbe MaQariiant had been defeated. 

> Tbie ode, which ia addreaaed to aome Tbraiiaa girl, niala ia lle- 
raclidci, and ha« haeu imitated very frequently by Horace, aaall tbe 
anootaiora have remarked. Madame Daeier rejecU tba allegory, which 
I una ao obvioutly throughout it, aad aupf^-aea it to have beeu addreaaed 
lo a young mare batoaging to Polyrratoa . tber* ia mora aodciiy tlun 
ingenuity ia the lady'a cunjeclura. 

Fiariut, ia tbe fourth book of bia Hieroglyphica, riiea tliia ode. and 
iuforma ua, tbat tba borte waa the kiarpglyphical emblem of piide. 
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Aod seem'st to think my doiiog heart 
Is novice in the hridling art ? 
Believe me, t;irl, it is not so; 
Thou'lt find tliis skilfiil hand can throw 
The reins upon tliat tender form, 
llowever wild, however warm! 
Thou'lt own that I can tame thy force, 
And turn and wind thee in the course. 
Though wasting now thy careless hours, 
Thou sport'st amid the herbs and flowers, 
Thou soon shalt feel the rein's control, 
And tremble at the wish'd-for goal ! 



ODE LXVI.» 

To thee, the Queen of nymphs divine, 
Fairest of all that fairest shine ; 
To thee, thou blushing young Desire, 
Who rulest the world with darts of fire ! 
And oh ! thou nuptial Power, to thee 
Who bear'st of life the guardian key; 
Breathing my soul in fragrant praise. 
And weaving wild my votive lays. 
For thee, O Queen ! I wake the lyre, 
For thee, thou blushing young Desire ! 
And oh ! for thee, thou nuptial Power, 
Come, and illume this genial hour. 
Look on thy bride, luxuriant boy ! 
And while thy lambent glance of joy 
Plays over all her blushing charms, 
Delay not, snatch her to thine arms, 
Before the lovely, trembling prey. 
Like a young birdling, wing away ! 
Oh! Stratocles, impassion'd youth ! 
Dear to the Queen of amorous truth, 
And dear to her, whose yielding zone 
Will soon resign her all thine own ; 
Turn to Myrilla, turn thine eye. 
Breathe to Myrilla, breathe thy sigh ! 
To those bewitching beauties turn; 
For thee they mantle, flush, and burn ! 
Not more the rose, the queen of flowers, 
Outblushes all the glow of bowers, 
Than she unrivall'd bloom discloses, 
The sweetest rose, where all are roses ! 
Oh ! may the sun, benignant, shed 
His blandest influence o'er thy bed; 
And foster there an infant tree. 

To blush like her, and'bloom like thee ! 

* 

I Tbit odr i» ialroduced ia tb« Roaance of Th«od«rut Prodromal, 
Bod U that kind of rpitbalainiam which was aaog like a achoUam al 
tb« auptial haoqact. 

Amoag the nany vorka of tha inpaaaioaad Sappho, of vfaieb tima 
aad ignorant aapcratitloa hava deprived na, the loaa of bar epilhala- 
niuma ia not one of the lea*t ibat we deplore. A aubjert ao iniereat- 
ing to an anoroaa fancy wat warmly felt, and miut hare been warmly 
deacribad, by aucb a aoal and auch an imagination. The following 
linea are cited aa a relic of one of her epiihalamiuma i 

OxCii yct/mCft. ant /uiv J\n yAfjLOf »{ apAo, 

See Scaligar, in bit Poetic^ on the Epitbalamium. 

And ^$ter thert am infant tree, 

ToUu$k like her, antl bloom like thse!] Original K(/^0tpiTTOC 
d^O-l^t/ieOI 0^VfVI KitfrOf. Patacratiua. upon the worda • mm 
caatum amiait florem,* in the naptial aoog of CatuUoa, after explain- 



ODE LXVII.' 

Gkntlk youth ! who»e looks assume 
Such a soft and girlish bloom, 
Why repulsive, why refuse 
The friendship which my heart pursaes ? 
Thou little know'st the fond control 
With which tliy virtue reins my soul ! 
Then smile not on my locks of gray. 
Believe me oft with converse gay; 
I *ve chain'd the years of lender age, 
And boys have loved the prattling sage! 
For mine is many a spothing pleasure. 
And mine is many a soothing measure ; 
And much I hate the beamleasmind, 
Whose earthly vision, unrefined. 
Nature has uever formed to sec 
The beauties of simplicity ! 
Simplicity, the flower of heaven, 
To souls elect, by Nature given ! 



ODE Lxvni.» 

Rich in bUss, I proudly scorn 
The stream of Amalthea's horn I 
Nor should I ask to call the throne 
Of the Tartcssian prince my own ; 
To totter through his train of years. 
The victim of declining feurs. 
One little hour of joy to me 
Is worth a dull eternity ! 



-ing afloa.s in aomewbat a' aimilar'acnie to that which Geolauau m- 
iribttlea to ^O^OV, *■!*•!• Hortan qaoque Torant ia qao f aa tUe mt' 
pitur, ct Gr»rit xtlTTOV^ IJI TO. l^nCkiOV yUfOUX^V. 

May I remark, that the aaibor of the Greek vertionof thia charaiag 
ode ofCatallutbaa ne|<!ecied a moat airiking and aaacreoatic bcaatr 
in thoae veraea. • Vt floa in aepiii,* etc. whirh ia the ri'petkioa af the 
line ■ Multi ilium pueri. mnlts optarere puvlly,. with the alight al- 
teration of nulli ami nulls. CaiuUita himtelf, however. k*a b^a 
equally injudicioua in bia rertion of the famoua ode ot S«ppbo: be 
baa traoaiated ytKU0rt( t/UtfXitVf but takea no notice ^ i/y 
^etyavmS. Horace baa caught the apirit of it oaor* latiLfwUy: 

Duli-e ridcnlem Lalageo amabo. 
Dalt-e loqurniem. 

* I have formed thia poem of three or foar difTrmit fragaeeta, 
which it a liberty that prrhapa may be jaaiiBed by the eaaiBple ef 
Bamei, who baa tbot compiled the firiy-aoreoth of liia eattiaa. aad 
the little ode beginning ^|^' CJdtjif ^%f 01? 0?, 0> 0>aU» whiA he 
haa anbjoiaed to the epigrama. 

The fragmaou combined ia thia ode, arc the •uttf-aewaaika Msety- 
aiub. niaety-aaeeaib, and handredih of Baroea'a aditioa, la whiA I 
refer the reader for the namei of the author* by wbam ihry are Mv> 
acnrcd. 

A»d boy$ hoM lored tkt prmuliMf tofel} Moomaar Cbaabca 
bat given a very amiable idea of an old aao'a itttcf«aaf«c wnfc 
youth s 

Que cherche par lea jennea pens. 
Pour lenrt erreurt plein d'iodulgence, 
Jc toUre leur imprudence 

En fa*enr dc leurt agremeaa. 

* Tbia fragment ia preaerred in the third book of Suabo. 

Of the TaHeitian prince mif oira.] lie hero alladc* la Affaathe- 
niua. who lived, according to Luciaa. a haadrad «a4 fifky Ttan; 
aod reigned, accordiag to Hcrodoio*. eighty. Saa 1 






ODES OF ANACREON. 



235 



ODE LXIX.« 

Now Neptune's suJIen month appears. 
The angry night-cloud swells with tears ; 
And savage storms, infuriate driven. 
Fly howling in the face of heaven! 
Now, now, my friends, the gathering gloom 
Willi roseate rays of wine illume : 
And while our wreallcs of parsley spread 
Their fadeless fbliag'e round our head, 
We 'II hymn the almighty power of wine. 
And shed libations on his shrine! 



ODE LXX.» 

TiKT wove the lotus band, to deck 
And fan with pensile wreath their neck; 
And every guest, to shade his head. 
Three little breathing chaplets spread ; 
And one was of Egyptian leaf, 
The rest were roses, fair and brief! 
While from a golden vase profound, 
To all on flowery beds around, 
A goblet*oymph, of heavenly shape, 
Pour'd the rich weepings of the grape ! 



ODE LXXI.3 

A BBocBif cake, with hooey sweet. 
Is all myjpareand simple treat: 
And while a generous bowl I crown. 
To float my little banquet down, 
I take the soft, the amorous lyre. 
And sing of love's delicious fire ! 
In mirthful measures, warm and free, 
I sing, dear maid, and sing for tliee ! 



ODE LXXII.4 

With twenty chords my lyre is hung. 
And while I wake them all for thee, 

Tboa, O virgin ! wild and yoaog, 
Disport'st in airy levity. 

* m* ia eempfttcd of two rngmurmu s the Mvcmtialk uMl vlfkly* 
fint ia Bara«». Tb«y ar«1»oih fo«s4 in CMtuihiiM. 

* T^rr* ttrngmtnu fona ibia liiiU ade, all of whirh ara prm rraj 
ia Aib^aaaa. Thry arctlM aifktf-accoad, aaveaiy-fiftk, a»d aigbly* 
tliirJ, ia Baraea. 

Ami «T#rv fmMt. to ihnja kii hfmi, 

Tkrm little hreatUmf eknpUu ipr$tid. ] LAaprpiarrr. le five aa 
itiea of tbe leiarioiia ratimaiina ia whirfa (jarlaadt wrr« h«M by tha 
aadvata, rrlatn an aarr«lot« of a caartataa, who, ia order to fnti(j 
ifarrc lorrra, wiibAui Icaviae raaia for fMloaay with aay of thMi, 
iraT* a kiat to oaa. let the otbar driak afkrr hrr. aad pat a fsHaad oa 
th« brow of lb* ib^rd < aa ibat each va« aatiaSad wiib bia favoar, aad 
Ikltrrvd hiaiaHf wllb ibo prrfrroarc. 

Tbia rircamataare ia ntrraarly like tba aabjert af oae of ib« tea- 
■••• of flavarf de Ma«li«a. a iroabadour. Sea rilittoire LiuAraira dea 
TVvabadoara. Tb« recital ia a rvrioaa piciare of tba poeril* f allan- 
lH«i of chivalry. 

> Tbia poeaa la compiled by Baraea, frem Atbeasaa, Hcpbaatiaa, 
■•d Araaaioa. See Banica. Sotb. 

* Tlkit I bare formed from the eiobly-foartb aad Mfbt|^fUi of 
BBraca'a cditioa. Tbe two fraymeattare foaad (« AtbaaaM. 



The nursling fawn, that in somethsde 
lu antler'd mother leaves behind. 

Is not more wantonly afraid. 

More tinid of the rustling wind ! 



ODE LXXIII." 

Fa as thee well, perfidious maid! 

My sool, too long on earth delay'd, 

Dclay'd, perfidious giri ! by thee. 

Is now on wing for Uberty. 

1 fly to seek a kindlier sphere. 

Since thou hast ceased to love me here! 



ODE LXXIV.» 

I bloom'o, awhile, a happy flower. 
Till Love approach'd, one fatal hour, 
And made my tender branches feel 
The wounds of his avenging steel. 
Then, then I feel, like some poor willow 
That tosses on the wintry billow ! 



ODE LXXV.5 

iloNABCH Love! resistless boy. 
With whom the rosy Queen of Joy, 
And nymphs, that glance ethereal blue. 
Disporting trend tbe mountain-dew; 
Propitious, ok ! receive my sighs, 
Whicl^ homing with entreaty, rise; 
That thoa wilt whisper, to the breast 
Of her I love, thy soft behest; 
And counsel her to learn from thee 
The lesson thou has taught to me. 
Ah ! if my heart no flattery tell. 
Thou It own I 've leam'd that leaaon well! 



ODE LXXVI.4 

Spibit of Love! whose treases shine 
Along the breeie, in golden twine, 



Madam* 
bar* all 



Tkt umnltrnf/mmm, daf lu «mim $huk 

t$ auder^d w mtktr Umm Mdmd, Me. ] la tb* orlgiaal i 

'Oc tv y\n MfotTnt 

• Horaad* b*rr. aadaobtadry, aeeaa* a aliaaf* vpitbcl t 
Dacier. boweeer, obaerrca, that Sopbedea, Callimacha*. etc. 
applied it ia lb* vary aame maooer, aad ab* aecm* to afrr* ia tb* 
coajcclar* of lb* arboliaat apoa Piadar, that parbap* horaa are aot 
aWraya peraliar to tbe aialr*. I ibiak we may with more caa* coaclada 
it to be a liccaa* af tbe poet. • jaaait baber* paelUm eoraea.e 

( Tbia frafmcat ia preaerred b j tb* acboliaat apoa Arialepbaa**, asd 
ia tbe •i(bty>**v*aib ia Baraea. 

* Tbia i* to b« foaad ia Hepbattioa, aad ia tb* tifbty-niaib of 
Barnet'a oditioB. 

I muat b*ra apolofit* far omiulas a very eaaatdcrabla A«|m*at 
impeted t* oar pMl, E«t9n /* EvfUn'VXU /«lXtl, *«c which ia 
preacrrcd ia tb* twelfth book of Athoaaa*. aad i* tb* aiaaty-firat ia 
Bara**. If it va* really Aaacreoa wbo wrote it. ail fait ao^aam eic 
inipar aibi. it ia ia a atyle of gram •aiire, aad ia full of eipraaaioaa 
which a*T*r coald be gracefofly tmaalatad. 

> Tbia fra|ment ia praaervad by Diaa. Cbrytoatem, Oift. it. da 
RcgBO. Se« Barac*. 9I. 

4 Tbia fragmaat. which ia •Haul la Atbaaam ( Baraaa, lai), ia aajK 
aa lb* aoibority of Chsaalaaa, ta bara baaa addr*m«d la 
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Come, within a fragrant cloud, 
lUusliing with light, thy votary shroud; 
And, on those wings that sparkling play, 
Waft, oh ! waft me hence away ! 
Ix>ve ! my soul is full of thee, 
Alive to all thy luxury. 
But she, the nymph for whom I -glow, 
The pretty Lesbian, mocks my woe; 
Smiles at the hoar and silver'd hoes 
Which Time upon my forehead strews. 
Alas ! I fiear she keeps her charms 
In store for younger, happier arms ! 



ODE LXXVII.« 

HiTHKR, gentle Muse of mine. 
Come and teach thy votary old 

Many a golden hymn divine. 

For the nymph with vest of gold. 

Pretty nymph, of tender age. 
Fair thy silky locks unfold; 

Listen to a hoary sage. 

Sweetest maid with vest of gold ! 



ODE LXXVIIL* 

Would that I were a tuneful lyre. 

Of burnish'd ivory fair. 
Which in the Dionysian choir 

Some blooming boy should bear! 

Would that I were a golden vase. 
And then some nymph should hold 

My spotless frame with blushing grace, 
Herself as pure as gold ! 



Sappbo. We bar* aUo • auau attribaltd to h#r. vbicfa Mme ro- 
nuBcan bave sappMad to h« bar ailavar lo Aaanreoa. • Mait par 
oivlbaur (a* Bayle aaya) Sapbo vmt att moiMla »ariroa c«at ou ais 
vio(;ta aaa avant Anacr^oa.* Nouvallea de la Mp. daa Lett. ton. ii. 
da Novenbre, 1684. Tbc followiaf U bar frafraaat, tba coaipUiBeat 
of whicb it very finaly imagined ( aba auppoaaa tbat lbs Mat* bat dic- 
tated tba varaet of Anacreoa 1 

Kllf OV, M Xp^^^f<^^* MoVO-'y *ft9TTH 
TniOC ^atpatC OV «fl/l TfpTTVtfC 

Oh Maael who aitt'at on ffolden tbraac. 
Pull miay a bynn of dulcet ton* 

The Teian aaga it laagbt by thac; 
Bat, goddaaa. from thy tbroaa of gold. 
The iweeiaat bymn thoa'at aver told. 

Ha lately Icara'd aad aaof for ma. 



' Tbia ia formed of ibe ii4tb and 1 i4)ib fragaitaU ia Bamca, botb 
of wbidt are to be foaad in Sraligrr'i Poatica. 

D* Faaw Ibinka that tboaa douched line* and coapleU,' vbicb Sra- 
liger bai adduced aa awmplai in bia Poatica* are by ao aaaaa b4- 

tbeatjc, bat of bia own fabrieaiion. 
« 
' Tbia ia geaerally inaertcd among tba ramaina of Aloeaa. Some, 
bowarer. bare attributed it to Aaacraoa. Sa« oar poat'a tvcaty. 
coad ode, aad tba aotaa. 



ODE LXXIX.' 

Wbkn Cupid sees my beard of snow, . 

Which blanching time has taught to flow. 

Upon his wing of golden light 

He passes with an eaglet's flight, 

And, flitting on, he seems to say, 

« Fare thee well, thou 'st had thy day !» 



'Cupid, whose lamp has lent the ray 
Which lightens our meandering way — 
Cupid, within my bosom stealing, 
Excites a strange and mingled feeling. 
Which pleases, though severely teasing. 
And teases, though divinely pleasing! 

' Lit me resign a wretched breathy 

Since now remains to me 
No other balm tlian kindly death, 

To sooth my misery! 

4 1 KNOW thou lovest a brimming measure. 

And art a kindly cordial host; 
But let me fill and drink at pleasure. 

Thus I enjoy the goblet most. 

5 I rsAR tliat love disturbs my rest. 
Yet feel not love's impassion d care ; 
I think there 's madness in my breast, 
Tet cannot find that madness there ! 



^ Fbom dread Leucadia's frowning steep 
I '11 plunge into the whitening deep. 
And there I '11 float, to waves resign'd. 
For love intoxicates my mind ! 



7 Mix me, child, a cup divine. 
Crystal water, ruby wine : 

* Sec Bamea, i73d. Tbia fragment, to vbkb I hava tahaa tba K- 
berty of adding a tqra not to be foaad in tba origtaal, ia daad by 
Luciaa ia bia litila aiaay oa tba Gallic Herralco. 

' Baraaa, 1 aStb. Tbia. if I remambar right, ia ia ScaUfaf'a ] 
Gail baa omitted it in hi* collection of fragmeata. 

* Tbia fragment ia eiiant in Araenioi and Hepbratio«. S«a ! 
(69tb), vbo baa arraagad tba metre of it very elegantly. 

4 Bamea, ^id. Tbia fragment, wbicfa ia qneicd by AlhaaAaa, b aa 
osralleat laaaon for tba rouriea of Japitar Hoapitalin. 

* Tbia fragment ia ia Hepbcttion. S«« Baraaa, 95th. 
CatuUna eipreaaaa eomatbing of tbia ceauariety of faaKftt 

Odi et aaM ; qaara id faciam foruaae rcqniria ; 
Naario : aed fieri aaatio, at excmcior. Carat. SI. 

I love tbae and bat* ibee, but if I can tall 

Tbe CBoaa of my love and my bat*, may I di* 1 
I raa f*el it, alaal I caa faal it toa wall, 

Tbat I lova tba* and bau tba*, bat eaaaat t^ «by. 



•riaprh^ 



• Tbia alto ia ia Repbaatioa, and parbap* 
poem, in whicb Aaacreoa bad commaa 
It ia tbe ia3d of Barae*. 

' Tbia fragmeat ia cellectod by Barne* fi 
aad EutUtbioa, aad ia aabjoinad ia bia adition to tba 
tributed to oar po*t. Aad here it tba laat of tbooa Itttio 
flower* which I ibeught I might veaiara with aay gioc* to 
I wi»b it coald be aaid of tbe garlaad wbicfa tb*j fotm, Tt 

AvcUtfiOVTOC. 
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Weave the froDileL, richly flushing, 
0>r my wintry temples bliuhiii|^ 
Mix the brimmer — love and I 
Sbill no more the gauntlet try. 
Here — upon tliU holy bowl, 
I surrender all my soul ! 



Auono the Kpi(;rams of tlie Anthologia, there arc &ome 
panegyrics on Anacreon, which I had translated, and 
originally intended as a kind of Coronis to the work ; 
but I found, upon consideration, that they wanted 
variety : a frequent recurrence of the same thought, 
within the limits of an epitaph, to which they are 
confined, would render a collection of them rather 
uninteresting. I shall take the liberty, however, of 
subjoining a few, that I may not appear to have fo- 
ully neglected those elegant tributes to the reputation 
of Anacreon. The four epigrams which I give are 
imputed to Anlipater Sidonius. They are rendered, 
perhaps, vrith too much freedom; but, designing a 
translation of all that are on the subject, I imagined 
it was necessary to enliven their uniformity by some- 
times indulging in the liberties of paraphrase. 



AyriTrorpou IiJibiviou, tiq Avaxpcovra. 

GAAAOI TfTpfltxopjUySoC} Av«Jiciov> «tjU^i vt xi0v«c 
ocfipetn xii/zarToty TTop^i/pfory TtvraLXx* 

"nwyau i* Afiytioifrof AfoBkifiotrro ^«tXAXToc> 
tyetSki /* «tro yi»( iJb ;^«ofTo /«i9i/> 

II ^ TIC ^di/ufvcic Xf^M-"^*^**^** iu^pooviHf 
m TO ^ixoy cip^«tc» ^ixt* y0z^ySiTcy> » ovi etQtiit 

* AiocND the tomb, oh bard divine I 
Where soft thy hallow'd brow reposes. 

Long may the deathless ivy* twine, 
And Summer pour her waste of roses! 

' Aatipat«r Siilooiat, tb« aaibor of ibU tpigran. \\w»d, accorJiBg 
le YoMiu, d« Pe#tM Grvrit, ia tb« ••road year of ih« 169th Olynptad. 
Ho appoon, from what Cicoro and Qaiatilioa bavo aaid of bioi, 10 
hare baoa a kiod of inprert iaaioro. S«a laaiitat, Orat. lib. s. cap. 7. 
Th«ro is aolbiag more kaewa respactiag ibu po«t, ncopt aomo par- 
itcalara abeat bia illneaa and drath, wbirh arc mantioood aa earieut 
by Pliay aad olbora ; and thora rcaHia of bit worka bat a faw opigrama 
ia ib« Aatbolofia. aoMag which ara thoao I have Mlartod, upoa Aaa- 
rrooB. Tbow rcmaiaa bar* bo«a loaMtimaa impatfd to aaotbor 
poot (a) of ibe hibo nam«t, of whom Yoaaiaa givca aa the following 
■ctoaaii • Aatipairr Tbr««alonic«a«i« villi tampora Aagaati Canaria, 
at ^i aaliaatam ridarit PyUdam, aicat coaaul tx ^oadam ajaa api- 

graanaaia Avd-OXO^lCtC) lih. ir. tit. 11^ OfX^^*^^' A* *"" 
•c Baibyllnm primoa fubaa paatomimoa, aa wab Aogaata cUmiwa, mtia 
aaiam et Diooc,* cic. ttc. 

Tha raador, wbo tbiaka it worth obaarriaf, maf Sad a Mraaga 
OTertifbt ia HofTman'a qnoutioa «f lUa artida from Tamioa. Lasic. 
ITaivrr*. By tb« omiaaioa of a aaaiaaca ha haa auda Taaafam aaaart 
that iha poet Aatipatar waa oa« of tba fiiat paolomtma daaccra ia 
Roma. 

Baraaa, apon iha epigram before aa, mealioaa a vaniaa of il by 
Brodaaa, which it not to be fooad ia that tommeaiaiar. bat ha more 
than eaca coafonnda Bredvut with aaether aaaouior oa iba Antbo- 
lafia, Viaceatiui Obaopora*. wbo baa fieea a mailaiiaa af the epi- 
gram. 

(a) Picnic tamea Tbeaaaloaiccaai tribaeada vidcalar. 

Brnarh, Laetlaaea el Kmeadat. 



And many a fount slutU there di'ttil. 
And many a rill refresh the flowers; 

But wine shall gu^h in every rill, 
And every fount be milky showers. 

Thus, shade of him whom Nature taught 
To tune his lyre and noul to pleasure, 

Who gave to love his warmest thought, 
Who gave to love his fondest measure! x 

Thus, after death, if spirits feel, 

Tliou may'st, from odours round thee streaming, 
A pulse of past enjoyment steal, 

And live again in blissful dreaming! 



Ton ocurovi, hq toy oirron. 
TTMB02 Avfltxpiiorroc. o Tmioc fvSatA avxvoc 

AXfJllIf XfipiOIVTI /AtXl^lTAI AfA^t B«t9uXX« 
IjUi^A' X«l Xt9^^U Xll/XOC iSySk Xl9oC. 

Of/' Ai/iic a^t i^aiTAC A'jnT^im' •» /' AX*f^vr^ 
fly, oxoc »iiun ILvirfiit OtfjUOTi^a. 

TTkrb slfeps Anacreon, in this ivied shade; 
Here, mute in death, the Teian swan is laid. 
Cold, cold the heart, which lived but to respire 
All the voluptuous freniy of desire ! 
And yet, oh bard ! thou art not mute in death. 
Still, still we catch thy lyre's delicious breath ; 

— <— fAe rri'an naaa it Imid.] TIhm Horace of Piadari 

Mulu Dircvam Irrat aara cycaam. 

A awan waa the hieroflypbiral emblem of a poet. Aaacraaa bat been 
called the ewsa of Teoa by another of bia eviogiaia. 

£v Toi;yutXi;^poic*I/uf^oi0i 0t/vT^of«f 
A{/fluoc ATtfxpfovTct, Turoy xvxvof, 
"Ea^nkAS uy^n vucTflt^oc/uiXn/ovN. 

Evyivoi/C} AvdoXo^'. 

God of the grape ! thou haat batray'd. 

In wine'a bewildering dream. 
The fairett twan than ever play'd 
Along the Miim'b Mream! 
The Teian. nuraed wiib all ihote boni^ heya. 
The yonag Deairet, light Lore*, aad rote^ipp'd Jey« t 

SHU. $tia w* tmtek tkf tyrt'i dtUeimu A««mA.] That Simeaidet. 
tpeekiag of oar poet s 

Mox^mc /* 01/ Xn^in /uiXiTf ^4r«oc, «xx' iti xii? o 
B«^CiTov 01//1 d'ctvtfv tvvfltff^y fiv «i/f . 

Ziyu9ivi/ov, AyOoXo^'. 

Nor yet are all hit aambert mate, 
Thoagh dark wiihia the tamb he net | 

Bat Uring ttill. hit amoraoelala 
With tleepleta aaiaaalioa aigha 1 

Thte ia the famoaa SImonidet. whom Plata atylad • dietBa,* thoagh 
Le Fevre, in bit Po^tet Greca, eappetet that the epigvaam aader hit 
name arc all falaely imputed. The moat ceaaiderabia af kia ranMiat 
it a aatincal poem upon woaaen, preacrvad by 8tob«at, JrOVOC V Vf ■ 
fltlXMV. 

We may jadge from the linct I have jaat ^uetad, aad (bt import 
of the epigram before aa, that iha worka af Aaaeraea wara parfectia 
the timet of.Simonidet and Antipaler. ObeopeHta, the eommeautar, 
here appear* to null in ihrir dettruciion, and lelliag ft^hey were 
buraed by the bitbopt and patriarcfat, be addi, • aec taae id aecqnir- 
qnam fccemnt,* aitribating to ihit o«tnge an effect which it conid 
never prodace. 
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And still thy soDgs of soft Batbylla bloom. 
Green as the iry round the mouldering tomb'. 
Nor yet has death obscured thy fire of love, 
Still, still it lights thee through the Elysian gro?e: 
And dreams are tliine that bless the elect alone, 
And Veniu calls thee, even in death, her own ! 



Tou avTWy 6tc Tov ourov. 

HEINE, retp^y vctpA Xitov AvflUtpiioyToc «e/xti/S»f 
Et ti to< <x fLi^Koey Mxdiv tfJLmy cf ixoc, 

'X'jrUOriV %/H1f O-TTo/lli, a7tfl9t>V ^atVOC, 0^p«t Xlf OfVtt 

Og^et yfiQmn rAfAA yonfo/zivflt, 
Ac ^iXflCx^NTCi; tf-vvTpo^oc oe^/«oyiMC, 

Tov T'fV^M /UtfOTtUf X^f^^ O^tlXO^ITOV. 

* Oh stranger ! if Anacreon's shell 
Has ever taught thy heart to swell 
Witli pa&sion's throb or pleasure's sigh, 
In pity turn, as wandering nigh. 
And drop thy goblet's richest tear, 
In exquisite libation here ! 

* Tb« spirit uf Anacrvoa utten cbcM renvt from the tomb, •eine» 
vhat ■ mautotab illo,* at laaat ia aimplicliyorcsprMaioa. 

if Aumerteni skeB 

Has ettr tamght thy ktmt to jim/I, «ir.} We nay 0a«ta frev th« 

words «X ySlCXMT tf^Utft *^* Anacrran wa« not neraly a vriurr o( 
biUett-doux. a* iom* French critic* hare called him. Amongst 
these. M. La Fevre, with all hia profesacd admiration, has given our 
poet a character by no means of an eleraicd caat: 

Aoasi c'est pour tela que la post^riti 
L*a toujoan juacrment d'Ige en Igr ehanti 
Comma an franc gogaenard, smi de goiaf^arte, 
Ami de billcts-dou el dc badiueric. 

Sac the verses preGxcd to his Pontes Greca. This is aolika the lan- 
guage of Theocritus, to whom Anaereon is indebted for the following 
simple eolegium : 

£ic Av«txptoTTO( oLtSftaita.. 

Qttatu TOV ttiS^iArtA <ro(/Tov, t» ^ivc, 
rjrwi'fi xflu xiy', i7r«v %i oixov ix6iic' 

AVflUplOVTCC fixov* ffl^OV ffV Tl0>. 

TttV TTfCff^* II Tf 'JTifiaVtl 0>/o9roi(»v. 
4rpo0^iic /« /t***"* TO'C vtoiOTV «JWo, 

If lie ATftKlUS OXOV TOV <tV^«. 

Upon tha Sutaa of Anaereon. 

Stranger* who near this statue chance la raam. 

Let it awhile your studious ryca engage ; 
And you may say, returning to your home, 

• I 're seen the imaga of the Teian sag*. 

Best of tb« hardesvbo dock tha Muse's page.* 
Then, if yon add* • That akriplings loved him well,* 
You tell them all be was. and aptly tail. 

Tli« tlmplictty of diis lascriptiea has always delig ht«d m« ; I have 
gives tl, I believe, as literally aa a verso ttwaalatioa will aUow. 

AjhI drop (Ay jolM$ richest ttar, stcl Thua Stmonidcs. in an- 
oriicr af his epiupha oa oar pace t 

Hlm /Ml fltti Tiyy^i voti ^n ^o0^c> ii o yi^auoc 
Adt^oTfl^ov /uMKauMf tmtn tx^fAMrmf. 

Let vines, in clnstering beauty wrcaihed. 

Drop all their traaaares on hia bead, 
Whoaa lipa a dew of swcetnaaa breathed. 

Richer than viae bath ever shed I 



So shall my sleeping ashes thrill 
With visions of enjoyment still. 
I cannot even in death resign 
The festal joys that once were mine, 
When Harmony pursued my ways, 
And Bacchus wantoo'd to my lays. 
Oh ! if delight could charm no more. 
If all the goblet's bliss were o'er, 
When Fate had once our doom decreed. 
Then dying would be death indeed I 
Nor could I think, unblest by wine. 
Divinity itself divine ! 



TOU OUTOU, etc TOV OUTOV. 

E*TAET2 IV ^i/uivoiMV, Avwt^tov, taBha. ^oT»m(» 
fv/ii /*« yKuxtftt vi/«TiX0tXoc «id«t^<t, 

IvAl KAl 1/AtfJiC, TO ITodttV tAft ti 9V /A%\t^4mf 

^Ap^n\ aUKpOUOU VfJCTatp «VAp/«OVIOV. 

Nidfotf yAf Bfm^os t^us o-xorroc t c ^s o^ juowev 
To^A Tf xdCiVxoXifltc *tX*^ ixa^^oXifltc. 

At length thy golden hours have wing'd their flight, 
And drowsy death that eyelid steepeth ; 

Thy harp, that whisper'd through each lingering night. 
Now mutely in oblivion sleepeth ! 

She, too, for whom that heart profusely shed 

The purest nectar of its numbers. 
She, the young spring of thy desires, has fled. 

And with her blest Anaereon slumbers ! 

a 

And Baoekm wtmtoud to my lagii Me.] Tha origiaal hare ia car. 
ruptad; the line etf AtQIfUffXiUi >• unintelligible. 

Brunck's emendation improves the srnse, bat I doabl if it aaa b| 
conunended for elegance. He rrada tha line tbaa : 

eSf Aio»vt/9«io xix«0]uivoc twrvrt xmjutmf. 

See Bmack, Analccta Tal«r. Poac. Oemc val. iL 

7Ay harp, that whisper'd through each Uugerimg mifht, ate] 1» 
another of tbesa poems, • the nighily^peakiaf Ijtwb af^^h* bard ia 
not allowed to b* silent even after hia death. 

tt( ^X«(Xf NTOfi Tl XAi oivoCaeptfi ptKoxmfitH 
^AfiuX*<iC «f ovoi (a) TNV f iXe7r«Jk ^t*'^'* 
1t/jMn^Vf tic Af«utf99rrm. 

To beauty's smile and wina's dalig^ 

To joys he bvcd oa aartb aa wall. 
Still shall his spirit, all tha night. 

Attune the wild aerial shell ! 

She, the fenny ^»y •/ thf desires, #».] The nHfi na l . n 
ITo^MV tctfl, is beautifol. W« regret that such praiaa si e aid be 
laviahed so prapoataroualyt and feel that the po«t*a 
pyle. would have deserved it better. Her name haa baaa 
Melaager, as already quoted, and in another cpiyraai bf 

l^pA Jk ^pM/UtVOIfflV t>0fAJUULOtV OVXOf 

Mi TT^oc Evfuvuxni vvrfAjuifAtf^ .... 

Long may the nymph around thee play. 

Eurypyla, thy soul's desire 1 
Basking her beauties in the rsy 

That lights thine ayea* dissolriag fire ! 



tay asby 



(a)Bnincfc has XOOVtfV y but lcpO(/OI> the coi 
ter suits a dctacbea'quoution. 
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Farewell ! thou liadst a pulse for erery dart 
That Love could scatter from his quiver ; 

Sing of bcr tnilc't bevitrbtaf p*««r. 

Mrr e*rry grace ibal wamt ao^ McMn | 
SiDg of her brnw't la<ari«ai flower, 

Tb« bcamiag glory of her trcMM. 

Tbe npr^eioa ber«. fltvd'3C *0/X»C> • «*»• •w'W <»f »•»• hair.* it 
borrowed Trom AnacrroM faianelf, aa appear* by a frafmest of tb« 

poel preaerred ia Stobvna : ATtMtfAS f ATTfltXaC tf/AMftOV 

Ctvd'OC. 

TA* pmrt't mectar of its »iimU*n, «r.] Tb«i, aay* Braa^. U ibe 
prolofo* to the Satire* of Pcraiiit: 

Cinure <reda« Prgaaeiun ••ctar. 

• Mcloaa i« the aaaal rejuHaf; ia tbia liae, aad CMaaboa hM i»- 
Teoded ill but ■ accur.* 1 ihiak. i* aiuch BMrcfpirUerf. 

FmntweiHtkom kmUl apuiae/or mtery dart, Me.] t<fV( ^XOTTCC, 
■ tropaa eraa aatura,* aot * ■peculator,* aa Baraea rrry falaely iairro 
prrta it. 

Viaieoiina Obtopopo*. npoa tbi* paauge, coalrivet to Sadulge aa 
with a liitle aairoiociral wiadoia, aad ulka ia a ttyle of learaed acaa' 
dal about Veuai, • ■«!* poaUa cam Marte ia dono Sataroi.* 



And every wooaan found in thee a heart. 

Which thou, with all thy soul, didst give her ! 



Amd «9erf i>i— fmnd in tktt m kmrt, «*.] Tbia c*«pUt •• aot 
oibcrwiae wamaied by the orifioal. tbaa aa il dilalM ika ibaa^kc 
which Aalip^ter baa figuratively r«prea««d. 

Toy ^ ^i/vcutiia*? /ufXi«f ^xi^«vt« vot* ttikt^ 
H/vv AvctJt^ficvTfli, (a) Tf«c ut'kkkeW AVirytf, 

lu/JtTO^imf «^|3'I0JU«, yUfAtMMf »Tt^«^fl//U«. 

Critiaa. of Aibaaa, pay* a tnbnic to the trfiiinaatc gallaatry of Aaa- 
creoa. raiiiaf him. with ele^al coaci ar aaaa. yuiiUMmf VXTf^O- 

iriu/juu 

Tro« gave to Greece brr irejanr*. 

Sm^c Aaacreoa. aage ia loving; 
Foadly weavtag laya of pleaaara 

Far the maid* who blutb'd appreviag! 
Ob! ia aigbily bjaqaei* apurtiag, 

Whrre 'a itip gueaiioald ever fly bim ( 
Ob '■ with love'a ardaitwa rooniag. 

Where 'a ibc ajmph coold c'or doay bim f 

(•) Tbui Scaliger, in liia dedirviory rcrae«*ta Hoaaard i 
Blaadoa, aMariloqaaa, dalrta Aaarrcoa. 
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Metroc. ap. Dioc. Lakit. Lib. «i. cap. 6. 



PREFACE 

BY THE EDITOR. 



Tbc Poems which I take the liberty of publishing were 
never intended by the Author to pass beyond the circle 
of his friends. lie thought, with some justice, that 
what are called Occasional Poems must be always insipid 
and uninteresting to the greater part of their readers. 
The particular situations in which they were written; 
the character of the author and of his associates; all 
these peculiarities must be known and felt before we 
can enter into the spirit of such compositions. This 
consideration would liave always, I believe, preventpti 
Mr LiTTLB from submitting these tritles of the moment 
to the eye of dispassionate criticism: and, if tlieir post- 
humous introduction to the world be injsistice to his 
memory, or intrusion on the public, the error must be 
imputed to the injudicious partiality of friendship. 

Mr Little died in hit one-and-twentieth year; and 
most of these Poems were written at so early a period, 
that tlieir errors may claim ^me indulgence from the 
critic : their author, as unambitious as indolent, scarce 
ever looked beyond the moment of composition; he 
wrote as he pleased, careless whether he pleased as he 
wrote. It may likewise be remembered, that they were 
all the productions of an age when the passians very 
often give a colouring too warm to the imagination ; and 
this may palliate, if it cannot excuse, that air of levity 
whicl) pervades so many of them. The aaurea legije, 
s' ei piace ei Ucc,» he too much pursued, and too much 



inculcates. Few can regret this more sincerely than 
myself; and if my friend had lived, the judgment of 
riper years would have chastened his mind, and tem- 
pered the luxuriance of his fancy. 

Mr Little gave much of his time to the study of the 

amatory writers. If ever he expected to find in tlie 

ancients that delicacy of sentiment and variety of fancy 

which are so necessary to refine and animate the poetry 

of love, he was much disappointed. I know not any 

one of them who can be regarded as a model in that 

style ; Ovid made lo^e like a rake, and Propertius like a 

schoolmaster. The mythological allusions of the latter 

are called erudition by his commentators; but such 

ostentatious display, upon a subject so simple as love, 

would be now esteemed vague and puerile, and was, even 

in his own times, pedantic. It is astonishing that to 

many critics have preferred him to the pathetic Tibol- 

lus ; but I believe the defects which a common reader 

condemns have been looked upon rather as beauties by 

those erudite men, the commentators, who find a field 

for their ingenuity and research in his Grecian learning 

and quaint obscurities. 

Tibullus abounds with touches of fine and natural 
fi'rling. The idea of his unexpected return to Delia, 
tfTunc veniam subito,n * etc. is imagined with all the 
delicate ardour of a lover; and the sentiment of «nec 
te posse carere velim,» however colloquial the expression 
may have been, is natural and from the heart. But, in 
my opinion, the poet of Verona posscHted more genuine 
fccliuj than any of them. His life wat, I believe, un- 

< Lib. i. eleg. 3. 
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fortunate ; his associates were wild and abandoned ; and 
the warmth of his nature took too much advantage of 
the latitude which the morals of those times so crimi- 
nally allowed to the passions. All this depraved his 
imagination, and made it the slave of his senses : but still 
a native sensibility is often very warmly perceptible; 
and when he touches on pathos, he reaches the heart 
immediately. They who have felt the sweets of return 
to a home, from which they have long been absent, will 
confess the beauty of those simple unaffected lines : 

O quid tolatit nt bealiut curit t 
Cum nent onat reponit. ac peregrino 
L«bore fes«i t eaimat L«rein «d aoairum 
Desideraioqna acquiesdiBat Ircto. Caim. uiii. 

His sorrows on the death of his brother are the very 
tears of poesy ; and when he complains of the ingratitude 
of mankind, even the inexperienced cannot but sym- 
pathize with him. I* wish I were a poet; I should en- 
deavour to catch, by translation, the spirit of those 
beauties which I admire ' so warmly. 

It seems to have been peculiarly the fate of Catullus, 
that the better and more valuable part of his poetry has 
not reached us ; for there is confessedly nothing in his 
extant works to authorize the epithet udoctus,» so uni- 
versally bestowed upon him by the ancients. If time 
had vtrffered the rest to escape, we perhaps should have 
found among tliem some more purely amatory; but of 
those we possess, can tliere be a sweeter specimen of 
warm, yet chastened description, than his loves of Acme 
and Scptimius? and the few Httle songs of dalliance to 
Lesbiaare distinguished by such an exquisite play fulness, 
that they have always been assumed as models by the 
most elegant modem Latinists. Still, I must confess, in 
the midst of these beauties, 

——Medio de fonic Irporuro 
Sargii amari aliquid, qaod in iptit floribut aoQtl.' 

It has often been remarked, that the ancients knew 
nothing of gallantry ; and we are told there was too much 
sincerity in their love to allow them to trille with the 
semblance of passion. But I cannot perceive that they 
were any thing more coustant than the moderns: they 
felt all the same dissipation of the heart, though they 
knew not those seductive graces by which gallantry 
almost teaches it to be amiable. Watton, the learned 
advocate for the moderns, deserts them in considering 
this point of comparison, and praises the ancients for 
their ignorance of such a refinement ; but he seems to 
have collected his notions of gallantry from the insipid 
fadeurs of the French romances, which are very unlike 
the sentimental- levity, the m grata protcrvitas,» of a 
Rochester or a Sedley. 

From what I have had an opportunity of observing, 
the early poets of our own language were the models 
which Mr Littlb selected for imitation. To attain 
their simplicity (aevo rarissima nostro simplicitas) was 
his fondest ambition. He could not liave aimed at a 
grace more difficult of attainment; ^ and his life was of 

I la the rc>lloviia(r Poem*, there i* a tranilation ofooe of hit finest 
Cannina; but I fuary if it only a trhnol-boy't rttay, and dnervet to 
ha praitcd for liitle more than lb« attempt. 

* Lucrciiut. 

* It it a (uriout illustration of the labour which limplirity rrqutrct. 
ibat tlie Rainblrr* of John»oa, tlitbuiaie at they appear, were written 
with fluency, and •rlilnm required rerition ; while the tintple language 
of Rouiteau, wbiih teemt to lome flowing from the heart, wa« the 
alow produriiun of pjiuful labour, pauiin^ on ercry word, and ba- 
lancing every tentcnie. 



too short a date to allow him to perfect such a taste ; but 
how far he was likely to have succeeded, the critic may 
judge from his productions. 

I have found among his papers a novel, in rather an 
imperfect state, which, as soon as I have arranged and 
collected it, shall be submitted to the public eye. 

Where Mr Little was bom, or what is the genealogy 
of his parents, are points in which very few readers can 
be interested. His life was one of those humble streams 
which have scarcely a name in the map of life , and the 
traveller may pass it by without inquiring its source or 
direction. His character was weU known to aU wbo 
were acquainted with him; for he had too much vanity 
to hide its virtues, and not enough of art to conceal its 
defects. The lighter traits of his mind may be traced per- 
haps in his writings ; but the few for which he was valued 
live only in the remembrance of his friends. 

T. M. 



TO J. ATR— NS— N, ESQ. 



MT DBAS SIR, 

I FESL a very sincere pleasure in dedicating to you tht 
Second Edition of our friend Little s Poems. 1 am not 
unconscious that there are many in the collection which 
perhaps it would be prudent to have altered or omitted; 
and, to say the truth, I more than once revised them for 
tliat purpose; but, I know not why, I distrusted either 
my heart or my judgment; and the consequence is, yon 
have them in their original form : 

Non poattint nottrot make, Fanatiac. lituns 
F.mendare jocot ; una liiura potrtt. 

I am convinced, however, that though not quite a 
casuiste reldche, you have charity enough to forgive snch 
inoffensive follies : you know the pious Beza was not the 
less revered for those sportive juvenilia >which he pob- 
lished under a fictitious name; nor did the levity of 
Dembo's poems prevent him from making a very good 
cardinal. 

Believe me, my dear friend. 

With the truest esteem, 
Yours, 

T. M. 

April 19, 1807.. 



POEMS, ETC. 



TO JULIA. 

IN ALLUSION TO SOKE ILLIBERAL CRITICISMS. 

Wht, let the stingless critic chide 
With all that fume of vacant pride 
Which mantles o'er the pedant Ibol, 
Like vapour on a stagnant pool I 
Oh ! if the song, to feeling true. 
Can please the elect, the sacred few. 
Whose souls, by Taste and Nature taught. 
Thrill with the genuine pulse of thought — 
If some fond feeling maid like tltee. 
The warm-eyed child of Sympathy, 
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Shall say, while o'er my simple iheme 
She lan^ishet in Patsion* dream, 
« lie was, indeed, a tender soul- 
No critic law, no chill oonirol. 
Should ever freeie, by timid art. 
The Uowings of to fond a heart !w 
Yes! soul of Nature ! soul of Lotc! 
That, hovering like a snov-wiog'd dove. 
Breathed o'er my cradle warblings wild. 
And hail'd me Ihissioa's warmest child ! 
Grant me the tear from Beauty's eye. 
From Feeling's breast the votive sigh ; 
Oh! let my song, my memory, find 
A shrine within the tender mind ; 
And I will scorn (he critic's chide. 
And I will scorn the fume of pride 
Which mantles o'er the pedant fool, 
Like vapour on a stagnant pool ! 



TO MHS. 



TO A LADY, 
WITH SOME MANUSCRIPT POEMS. 

on LKAT1NG THE COOIfTBT. 

Wben, casting many a look behind, 
I leave the frienda I cberith here — 

Perchance some other ftiends to find. 
But surely fioding none to dear — 

Haply the little simple page. 

Which votive thus Tve traced for thee. 
May now and then a look engage. 

And steal a moment's thought for me. 

But, oh! in pity let not those 

Whose hearts are not of gentle mould. 
Let not the eye, that seldom flows 

With feeling tear, my song bdiold. 

For, trust me, they who never melt 
With pity, never melt with love; 

And they will frown at all I 've fielt. 
And all my loving lays reprove. 

But if, perhaps, some gentler mind. 
Which r.ither loves to praise than blame. 

Should in my page an interest find, 
And linger kindly on my name; 

Tell him,— or, oh ! if gentler still. 
By female lips my name be blest : 

Ah ! where do all affections thrill 
So sweetly as in woman's breast ? — 



Ip, in the dream that hovers 
Around my sleeping mind. 

Fancy thy form discovers. 

And paints thee melting kind; 

If joys from deqp I borrow. 
Sure thou 'It fbrgive me this; 

For he who wakes to sorrow 
At least may dream of blias ! 

Oh ! if thon art, in seeming. 
All that I 've e'er required : 

Oh ! if I feel, in dreaming. 
All (hat I've e'er desired ; 

Wilt thou forgive my taking 
A kise, or something more? 

What thou deny'st me waking. 
Oh! let me slumber oer ! 



TO T«l LktiQM AWD ElAUTinn. 

MISS . 

IN ALLUSION TO tOMI PABTlViaSHIP Ilf A LOTTBBT MABg. 

IMPROMPTU. 



— Bfopar 



▼iM. 



Tell her, tha( he whose loving thei 
Her eye indult^ent wanders o'er, 

Gould sometimes wake from idle dreama. 
And bolder flighu of fancy soar; 

That glory oft would claim the lay. 
And friendship oft his numbers move; 

But whisper then, that, « sooth to say. 
His sweetest song was given to Love !» 



In wedlock a species of lottery lies. 
Where in blanks and in priies we deal; 

But how comes it that you, such a cmf^ital j^rue^ 
Should so long have rewtaind in the wkeelf 

If ever, by Fortune's indulgent decree. 

To me such a ticket should roll, 
A sixteenth, Heaven knows! were sufficient for aie,- 

For what could I do with the whoU ? 



TO JULIA. 

Well, Julia, if to love, and live 
'Mid all the pleasures love can give. 

Be crimes that bring damnation; 
You — you and 1 have given such scope 
To loves and joys, we scarce can hope 

In heaven the least salvation! 

And yet, I think, did Heaven design 
That blisses dear, like yours and mine. 

Should be our own undoing; 
It had not made my soul so vrarm. 
Nor given you such a witching fbrai, 

To bid me doat on ruin ! 

Then wipe away that timid tear; 
Sweet (ruant! you have nought to fear. 

Though you were whelm'd in sin; 
Stand but at heaven's gate awhile. 
And you $o like an angtl smile. 

They can't but Uiyom in. 
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INCONSTANCY. 

And do I tlicn wonder that Julia deceives me, 

When surely there 's nothing in nature more common ? 

She vows to be true, and while vowing she leaves me — 
But could I expect any more from a woman 7 

Ob, woman ! your heart is a pitiful treasitre ; 

And Mahomet's doctrine was not too severe, 
. When he thought you were only materials of pleasure. 

And reason and thinking were out of your sphere. 

By your heart, when the fond sighing lover can win it. 

He thinks that an age of anxiety 's paid; 
But, oh ! while he 's blest, let him die on the minute — 

If he live but a day^ he '11 be surely betray'd. 



IMITATION OF CATULLUS. ' 

TO HIMSIL?. 



Miter Cainlle, deMaas iaepiirc, etc. 

CcASK the sighing fool to play ; 
Cease to trifle life away; 
Nor vainly think those joys thine own. 
Which all, alas ! have fiilsely flown ! 
What hours, Catullus, once were thine. 
How fairly seem'd thy dty to shine, 
When lightly thou didst fly to meet 
The girl, who smiled so rosy sweet — 
The giri thou lovedst with fbnder pain 
Than e'er thy heart can feel,againl 
Tou met — your souls setftn'd all in oiie — 
Sweet little sports were said and done — 
Thy heart was warm enough for both, 
And hers indeed was nothing loath. 
Such were the hours that once were thine; 
But, ah ! those hours no longer shine ! 
For now the nymph delights no more 
In what she loved so dear before; 
And all Catullus now can do 
Is to be proud and fngid too; 
Nor follow where the wanton flies. 
Nor sue the bliss that she denies. 
False maid ! he bids farewell to thee. 
To love, and all love's misery. 
The hey-day of his heart is o'er. 
Nor will he court one favour more ; 
But soon he'll see thee droop thy head, 
Doom'd to a lone and loveless bed. 
When none will seek the happy night. 
Or come to traffic in delight! 
Fly, perjured girl! — but whither fly? 
Who now will praise thy cheek and eye? 
Who now will drink the syren tone. 
Which tells him thou art all his own? 
Who now will court thy wild delights. 
Thy honey kiss, and turtle bitesT 
Oh I none. — And he who loved before 
Can never, never love thee more! 

* F«« poeu ka«w better than Caliillat what ■ French writer rmll* 

— — — le <14llc«ta«M 

D'un TolapiBcni •caiimcnt: 

bat hit peecion* too oftcii ob«ciir«d hi* inaQination. B. 



EPIGRAM.* 

Tout mother says, my little Venus, 
There 's something not correct between us, 

And you 're in fault as much as I : 
Now, on my soul, my little Venus, 
I think 'twould not be right between us. 

To let your mother tell a lie! 



TO JULIA. 

Though Fate, my girl, may bid us part, 
Our souls it cannot, shall not, sever; 

The heart will seek its kindred heart. 
And cling to it as close as ever. 

But must we, must we part indeed ? 

Is all our dream of rapture over? 
And does not Julia's bosom bleed 

To leave so dear, so fond a lover ? 

Does 5/te too mourn ? — Perhaps she may ; 

Perhaps she weeps our blisses fleeting : 
But why is Julia's eye so gay, 

If Julia's heart like mine is beating'? 

I oft have loved the brilliant glow 

Of rapture in her blue eye streaming'— 

But can the bosom bleed with woe, 
V'liile joy is in the glances beaming? 

No, no ! — Yet, love, I will not chide. 

Although your heart were fond of roving: 

Nor that, nor all the world beside. 
Could keep your faithful boy from loiring. 

You'll soon be distant from his eye. 
And, with you. ^11 that's worth posseaiing. 

Oh ! then it will be sweet to die. 

When life has lost its only blessing! 



SONG. 

SwKET seducer! blandly smiling; 
Charming still, and still beguiling'! 
Oft I swore to love thee never. 
Yet I love thee more than ever ! 

Why that little wanton blushing. 
Glancing eye, and bosom flushing? 
Flushing warm, and wily glancing-^ 
All is lovely, all entrancing! 

Turn away those lips of blisses->- 
I am poison'd by thy kisses ! 
Yet, again, ah ! turn them to me : 
Buin 's sweet, when they undo mel 

Oh ! be less, be less enchanting • 
Let some little grace be wanting; 
Let my eyes, when I'm expiring. 
Gaze awhile without admiringl 



I believe thit cpiyrmm •• •rigia«lly 




NATURE'S LABELS. 

A riAGMENT. 

In vain we fondly strive to trace 

The souls rertcction in the face ; 

In vain we dwell on line* and crottCB, 

Crooked mouth, or $hort proboscis; 

Uocbies have look'd as wi«e and brighc 

As Plato or the Siagyritc: 

And many a »ape and learned skull 

Has peepd through window* dark and dull I 

Since then, though art do all it can. 

We ne'er can reach the inward man. 

Nor inward woman, from without 

(Thouph, ma'am, you smile, a» if in doubt), 

] think 't were well if Nature could 

(And Nature could, if Nature would) 

Some pretty short description* write, 

]n tablets large, in black and white. 

Which she might hang about our throttles. 

Like labels upon physic-botiles. 

There we might read of all— But stay— 

Ah leametl dialectics say, 

The argument most apt hnd ample 

For common um", is the example. 

For instance, then, if Natures care 

Had not arraagUi those traitt so fair, 

Which speak the sn«i mf Lucy L-nd-n, 

This is the label she'd Live pinn'd on. 

LABEL PIIST. 

Within this vase there lies enshrined 

The purest, brightest gem of mind ! 

Though Feeling s hand may sometimes throw 

I'pon iu charms the shade of woe, 

The lustre of the gem, when veil'd. 

Shall be but mellow'd, not couccal'd. 



Now, sirs, imagine, if you're able. 
That Nature wrote a second label. 
They're her own words— at least suppose 
And boldly pin it on Pomposo. 

LABEL SECOND. 

When I composed the fustian brain 
Of this redoubted Captain Vain, 
I had at hand but few ingredients. 
And so was forced to use expedients. 
I put therein some small discerning, 
A grain of sense, a grain of learning ; 
And when I saw the void behind, 
I liird it up with— froth and wind! 



TO MRS M 



Sweet lady I look not thus again : 
Those little pouting smiles recal 

A maid rememberd now with pain. 
Who was my love, my life, my all ! 

Oh! while this heart delirious took 
Sweet poison from her thrilling eye. 

Thus would she pout, and lisp, and look. 
And I would hear, and gaze, and sigh ! 



Yes, I did love her— madly love- 
She was tlie sweetest, best deceiver I 

And oft she swore she'd never rove! 
And I was destined to believe her ! 

Then, lady, do not wear the smile 

Of her whose smile could thus betray : 

Alas ! I think the lovely wile 

Again might steal my heart away. 

And when the spell that stole my mind 
On lips so pure as thine I see, 

I fear the heart which she resign'd 
Will err again, and fly to thee! 



SONG. 

Wbt, the world art all thinking about it; 

And, as for myself, I can swear. 
If I fancied that heaven were withoat it, 

I 'd scarce feel a wish to go thert. 

If Mahomet would but receive me. 
And Paradise be as he paints, 

I m greatly afraid, God forgive me! 
I d worship the eyes of his sainu. 

But why should I think of a trip 
To the Prophet's seraglio above. 

When Phillida gives me her lip. 
As my own little heaven of love! 

Oh, PhillisI that kiss may be sweeter. 

Than ever by mortal was given; 
But your lip, love ! is only St Peter, 

And keep* but the key to your heaven ! 



TO JUUA. 

Mock me no more with love's beguiling dream, 

A dream, I find, illusory as sweet : 
One smile of friendship, nay of cold esteem. 

Is dearer far th n p ans bland deceit I 

I 'vc heard you of t,etemal trutli declare ; 

Your heart was only mine, I once believed. 
Ah ! shall 1 say that all your vows were air? 

And must I say, my hopes were all deceived ? 

Vow, then, no longer that our souls are twined, 
Tlial all our joys are felt with mutual xeal : 

Julia! 't is pity, pity makes you kind ; 

You know I love, and you would seem to feet 

But shall I still go revel in those arms 

On bliss in which affection lake* no parti 

No, no! farewell! you giye me but your charm*. 
When I liad fondly thought you gave your heart. 

IMPROMPTU. 

LooE in my eyes, my blusliing fair.! 
Thou It see thyself reflected there; 
And, as I gaie on thine, I see 
Two little miniature* of me: 
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And HeaTeo punishes desires 
As much as if the deed were done. 

If wishing damns us, you and I 

Are damn'd to all our heart's cooteaC; 

Gome then, at least we may enjoy- 
Some pleasure for our punishment ! 



TO ROSA. 

WIITTEN DUBING ILLRKSS. 

Tbi wisest soul, by anguish torn, 
WiH soon unlearn the lore it knew ; 

And when the sliriniug casket s worn, 
The gem within will tarnish too. 

But love 's an essence of the soul. 

Which sinks not with this chain of clay — 

Which throbs beyond the chill control 
Of withering pain or pale decay. 

And surely when the touch of death 
Dissolves the spirit's mortal lies. 

Love still attends the soaring breath. 
And makes it purer for the skies ! 

Oh, Rosa ! when, to seek its sphere, 
My soul shall leave this orb of men. 

That love it found so blissful here 
Shall be its best of blisses then ! 

And, as in fabled dreams of old, 
Some airy genius, child of time, 

Presided o'er each star that roU'd, 
And track'd it through its path sublime; 

So thou, fair planet, not unled, 

Shalt through thy mortal orbit stray ; 

Thy lover's shade, divinely wed. 

Shall linger round thy wandering way. 

Let other spirits range the sky, 
And brighten in the solar gem ; 

1 11 bask beneath that lucid eye, 
Nor envy worlds of suns to them ! 

And oh ! if airy shapes may steal 
To mingle with a mortal frame. 

Then, then, my love ! — but drop the veil ! 
Hide, hide firom Heaven the unholy flame. 

No ! — when that heart shall cease to beat, 
And when that breath at length is free ; 

Then, Rosa, soul to soul we '11 meet, 
And mingle to eternity. 



ANACREONTIQUE. 



-in taerymat vcrUrat omDe moram. 

Til. lib. 



PiBSS the grape, and let it pour 
Around the board its purple shower; 
And while the drops my goblet steep, 
I '11 think — in woe the clusters weep. 



I. « 



leg. 5. 



Weep on, weep on, ray pouting vine ! 
Heaven grant no tears but tears of wine. 
Weep on; and, as thy sorrows flow, 
I'll taste the luxury of woe! . 

ANACREONTIQUE. 

Fbiknd of my soul ! this goblet sip. 

Twill chase that pensive tear; 
T is not so sweet as woiflan's lip. 
But, oh ! 't is more sincere. 
Like her delusive beam, 

T will steal away thy mind ; 
But, like affection's dream. 
It leaves no sting behind ! 

Gome, twine the wreath, thy brows to shade; 

These flowers were cull'd at noon ; — 
Like woman's love the rose will fade. 
But ah ! not half to soon ! 
For, though the flower's decay d. 

Its fragrance is not o'er ; 
But once when love 's betray 'd. 
The heart can bloom no more '. 



• Neithrr do I rondema the* ; go, mui iia no aiort !• 

Sr Jon, chap. «in. 

Ob, woman, if by simple wile 

Thy soul has stray 'd from honour's track, 
T is mercy only can beguile, 

By gentle ways, the wanderer back. 

The stain that on |hy virtue lies, 
Wash'd by thy tears may yet decay ; 

As clouds that sully morning skies 
May all be wept in showers away. 

Go, go — be innocent, and live — 

The tongues of men may wound thee sore ; 
But Heaven in pity can forgive. 

And bids thee « Go, and sin no more!» 

LOVE AND MARRIAGE. 



Eqa« breri verbo ferre p«r*ane nalum.— Sacvaavs, •!•§ . viL 

Still the question I must parry. 

Still a wayward truant prove : 
Where I love, I must not marry. 

Where I marry, cannot love. 

Were she direst of creation, 

With the least presuming mind; 
Learned without affectation ; 

Not deceitful, yet refined ; 

Wise enough, but never rigid ; 

Gay, but not too lightly free ; 
Ghaste as snow, and yet not frigid; 

Warm, yet satisfied with me: 

Were she all tliis, ten times over, 

All that Heaven to earth allowa, 
I should be too much her lover 

Ever to become her spouae. 



LITTLES POEMS. 



a49 



TO A LADY. 

ON RKR SIIfGIlfG. 

Tht song has uught my heart to feel 

Those soothing thoughts of bea?ealy lote, 

Which o'er the sainted spirits steal 
When list'ning to the spheres above ! 

When, tired of life and misery, 
I wish to sigh ray latest breath. 

Oh, Emma ! I will fly to thee. 

And thou shalt sing me into death ! 

And if along thy lip and cheek 
That smile of heavenly softness play. 

Which, — ah ! forgive a mind that 's weak, — 
So oft has stolen my mind away; 

Thou 'It seem an angel of the sky, 
That comes to charm me into bliss : 

I '11 gaze and die — who would not die. 
If death were half so sweet as this 7 



A DREAM. 

I THOUGHT this heart eonsaming lay 
On Cupid's burning shrine : 

I thought he stole thy heart away. 
And placed it near to mine. 

I saw thy heart begin to melt. 

Like ice before the sun ; 
Till both a glow congenial felt. 

And mingled into one ! 



WRITTEN IN A COMMON-PLACE BOOK, 
CALLED «THE BOOK OF FOLUES;>» 

In which every one that opened it ^uld contribute 

something. 



TO THC ROOK OP P0LLIC8. 

This tribute 's from a wretched elf. 
Who hails thee emblem of himself! 
The book of life, which I have traced. 
Has been, like thee, a motley waste 
Of follies scribbled o'er and o'er, 
One folly bringing hundreds more. 
Some have indeed been writ so neat. 
In characters so foir, so sweet. 
That those who judge not too severely 
Have said they loved such follies dearly! 
Yet still, O book ! the allusion stands: 
For these were penn'd hj female hands ; 
The rest,~alas! I ovm the tmth,— 
Have all been scribbled so uncouth, 
That prudence, with a vrithering look. 
Disdainful flings away the book. 
Like thine, its pages here and there 
Have oft been stain'd with blots of care; 
And sometimes hours of peace, I own, 
Upon some fairer leaves have shown, 
White as the snowings of that Heaven 
By which those hours of peace were given. 



Out now no longer — such, oh ! such 
The blast of Disappointment's touch ! 
No longer now those hours appear ; 
Each^eaf is sullied by a tear: 
Blank, blank is every page with care. 
Not e'en a folly briglifen^ there. 
Will lliey yet brighten? — Never, never! 
Then shut the hook, O God! for ever! 



WHIT I EN IN THE SAME. 
TO THE PRETTY LITTLE MRS — ■ 

IMPBOMPTt;. 



Magi* Tcnutialrm ■■ brrviiaimi aairrrit inevrtaa rti. 

Micaoa. Sat. lib. ii. f«p. l. 

This journal of folly 's an emblem of me; 
Rut what book shall we Snd emblematic of tliee T 
Oh ! shall we not say thou art Love's duodecimo f. 
None can be prettier, few can be less, you know. 
Such a volume in s/teeCs were a volume of charms ; 
Or, if bound, it should only be bound in our armu ' 



SONG. 



DcAR ! in pity do not speak ; 

In your eyes I read it all. 
In the flushing of your cheek, 

In those tears that fall. 
Yes, yes, my soul ! I see 

You love, you live for only me ! 

Beam, yet beam that killing eye. 
Bid me expire in Iuhcious pain ; 

But kiss me, kiss me while I die. 
And, oh! I live again! 

Still, my love! with looking kill. 
And, oh! revive with kisses still! 



THE TEAR. 

On l>eds of snow the moonbeam slept. 
And chilly was the midnight gloom. 
When by the damp grave Ellen wept — 
^ Sweet maid I it was her Lindor's tomb ! 

A warm tear gush'd, the vrintry air 
Congeal'd it as it flow'd away: 

All night it lay an ice^rop there, 
At mom it glitter'd in the ray! 

An angel, wandering from her sphere, 
Who saw this bright, tliis froieo gem. 

To dew-eyed Pity brought the tear. 
And hung it on her diadem ! 



TO 



la bona cur qaiujaam iritiu* ula vcail? 

So ! Rosa turns her back on me. 
Thou walking monument ! for thee ; 



OVID. 
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Wb6sc visage, like a gravc-stoue scribbled, 
With vunity bcdaub'd, befribbled, 
Tells only to the reading eye, 
That underneath corrupting lie. 
Within thy heart's contagious tomb 
(As in a cemetery's giDom), 
Suspicion, rankling to infection, 
And all the worms of black reflection ! 

And thou art Rosa's dear elect. 

And thou hast won the lovely trifle ; 
And I must bear repulse, neglect. 

And I must all my anguish stifle : 
While thou for ever linger 'st nigh. 

Scowling, muttering, gloating, mumming, 
Like some sharp, busy, fretful fly, 

About a twinkling taper humming. 



TO JULIA 



WEEPING. 



Ob ! if your tears are given to care. 
If real woe disturbs your peace, 

Come to my bosom, vteeping fair ! 
And I will bid your weeping cease. 

But if with Fancy's vision'd fears, 
With dreams of woe your bosom thrill ; 

You look so lovely in your tears, 
That I must bid you drop them sHll ! 



SONG. 

Have you not seen the timid tear 

Steal trembling from mine eye? 
llave you not mark'd the flush of fear, 

Or caught the murmur'd sigh ? 
And can you think my love is chill, 

Nor fix'd on you alone ? 
And can you rend, by doubting still, 

A heart so much your own? 

To you my soul's affections move 

Devoutly, warmly true ; 
My life has been a task of love. 

One long, long thought of you. 
If all your tender faith is o'er. 

If still my truth you '11 try; 
Alas ! I know but one proof more, — 

I '11 bless your name, and die ! 



THE SHIELD. 



Oh ! did you not hear a voice of deatbt 

And did you not mark the paly form 
Which rode on the silver mist of the heath, 

And sung a ghostly dirge in the storm? 

Was it a waihng bird of the gloom. 

Which shrieks on the house of woe all night 7 

Or a shivering fiend that flew to a tomb, 
To howl and to feed till the glance of light ? 

* Tliit poein i« pcrfccilj in the laatc of the pretcot d^y— • hii nam 
plebcrula Qaudrl.*— E. | 



*T was not the death-bird's cry from the wood, 
Nor shivering fiend that hung in the blast; 

'T was the shade of Uclderic — man of blood — 
It screams for the gt|ilt of days that are past ! 

Sec how the red, red lightning strays. 

And- scares the gliding ghosts of ilie heath ! 

Now on the leafless yew it plays, 

W'bcre liangs the shield of this son of death ! 

That shield is blusliing with murderous stains ; 

Long has it hung from the cold yew's spray ; 
It is blown by storms and wash'd by rains. 

But neither can take the blood away! 

Oft by that yew, on the blasted field. 
Demons dance to the red moon's light ; 

While the damp boughs creak, and the swinging shield 
Sings to the raving spirit of night ! 



TO MRS . 

Yes, Heaven can witness how I strove 

To love thee with a spirit's love ; 

To make thy purer wish my own. 

And mingle with thy mind alone. 

Oh ! I appeal to those pure dreams 

In which my soul has hung on thee. 

And I 'vc forgot thy witching form. 

And I 've forgot the liquid beams 

That eye effuses, thrilling warm — 

Yes, yes, forgot each sensual charm. 

Each madd'ning spell of luxury. 

That could seduce my soul's desires. 

And bid it tlirob with guiltier fires. — 

Such was my love, and many a time, 

When sleep has given thee to my breast. 

And thou hast seem'd to share the crime 

Which made thy lover wildly blest ; 

E'en then, in all that rich delusion. 

When, by voluptuous visions fired, 

BIy soul, in rapture's warm confusion. 

Has on a phantom's lip expired ! 

E'en tlien some purer thoughts would steal 

Amid my senses' warm excess ; 

And at the mpment — oh \ e'en then 

I 've started from thy melting press. 

And blush'd for all I 've dared to fed. 

Yet sigh'd to feel it all again! — 

Such was my love, and stiU, O still 

I might have calm'd the unholy thrill : 

My heart might be a taindess shrine. 

And thou its votive saint should be : 

There, there I 'd make thee all divine. 

Myself divine in honouring thee. 

But, oh ! tliat night ! iliat fatal night ! 

When both bewilder'd, both betray'd. 

We sank beneath the flow of soul, 

WMiich for a moment mock'd coatrol ; 

And on the dangerous kiss delay'd. 

And almost yielded to deUght ! 

God I how 1 wisli'd, in that wild hour. 

That lips alone, thus stamp'd wilh^eac. 

Had for a moment all the power 

To make our souls effusing meet ! 
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That we might mingle by the breath 

In all of love's delicious death; 

And in a kiss at once be blest. 

As, oh! we trembled at the rest! 

Pity me, love ! I '11 pHy thee. 

If (hou indeed hast felt like me. 

All, all my bosom's peace is o'er! 

At night, which was my hour of calm. 

When from the page of classic lore. 

From the pure fount of ancient lay, 

My soul has drawn the placid balm 

^vhirh cliarm'd its liiile griefs away; 

Ah ! there I find that balm no more. 

Those spells, which make us oft forget 

The fleeting troubles of the day, 

In deeper sorrows only whet 

The stings they cannot tear away. 

When to my pillow rack'd I fly, 

Willi wearied sense and wakeful eye. 

While my brain maddens, where, O where 

Is that serene consoling prayer, 

Which once has harbinger'd my rest, 

Whcu (he still soothing voice of Heaven 

Has seem'd to whisper in my breast, 

u Sleep on, thy errors are forgiven !» 

No, though I still in semblance pray. 

My thoughts are wandering far away. 

And e'en (he name of I>eity 

Is murmur'd out in sighs for thee'* 



ELEGIAC STANZAS. 

SL'PPOSID TO BB WRITTK!< BY JULIA ON TIB DB4TU OF 

HER BBOTHBR. 

Tbodgii sorrow long has worn my heart; 

Though every day I 've counted o'er 
Has brought a new and quickening smart 

To wounds tha( rankled fresh before ; 

Though in my earliest life bereft 

Of many a link by nature tied; 
Tliough hope deceived, and pleasure left; 

Though friends betray'd, and foes belied ; 

I still had hopes — for hope will stay 

After the sunset of delight; 
So like the star which ushers day. 

We scarce can think it heralds night! 

I hoped that, after all iu strife, 

My weary heart at length should rest. 

And, Glinting from the waves of life, 
Fmd harbour in a brotlier's breast. 

Tliat brothers breast was warm with truth, 
Was bright with honour's purest ray ; 

He was the dearest, gentlest youth — 
Oh I why then was he torn away ? 

' Ihis irr«gfiUr rerurrrne* of ihf rhyoiM it aiopici from ibr light 
pAeiry oi the Pienrh. anii it, I think, pariirularly tniti^ to atprra* 
iho >a«i«(ir» of Ceuilng. In ^nilrr rmoiiont, the wrve% may (low pr- 
rio'lir and rfQ«lar ; and in tbr Iranaiiioa to violani paation. lan 
a>«umr all ihr aniinaird abrapinaM of blank vcne. Bc«id««, by dia- 
prii.iiig «i(h lb* I'lnila of ditiiih and aiaoMt it allow* ao intrreating 
■u«prn«ioa of ibc a«nliin«Dt. — B* 



He (dionld have stay'd, have lini;er'd here, 
To calm his Julia's every woe; 

He should have chased each bitter tear. 
And not have caused those tears to flow. 

We saw his youthful soul expand 

In blooms of genius, nursed by tasLe; 

While Science, with a fostering liand. 
Upon his brow her cliaplet placed. 

We saw his gradual opening mind 
Enrich'd by all the graces dear; 

Enlighten'd, social, and refined. 
In friendship brm, in love sincere. 

Such was the youth we loved so well; 

Such were the hopes that fate denied — 
We loved, but, ah! we could not tell 

How deep, how dearly, till he died! 

Close as the fondest links could strain, 
Twined with my very heart he grew ; 

And by that fate which breaks the chaio^ 
The heart is almost broken too ! 



FANNY OF TIMMOL. 

A MAII.-COACH ADVBNTUBB. 



Qaadrigia prtimua b«** vifrrr. 



HORACK. 



SwBBT Fanny of Timmol! when first you came in 
To the close little carriage in which I was huri'd, 

I thought to myself, if it were not a sin, 

I could telich you the prettiest tricks in the world. 

For your dear little lips, to their destiny true, 

Seem'd to know they were bom for the uae of an- 
other ; 

And, to put me in mind of what I ought to do, 
Were eternally biting and kissing each other. 

And then you were darting from eyelids so «Iy, — 
Half open, half shutting. — such tremulous light : 

Let them say what (hey will, I could read in your e^-e 
More comical things than I ever shall write. 

And oft, as we mingletl our leg* and our feet, 
I felt a pulsation, and cannot tell whether 

In yours or in mine — but I know it was sweet, 
Aiid I'think we both felt it and trembled together. 

At length when arrived, at our supper we sat, 

I heard with a si|;h, which h:id something of pain, 

That perhaps our last moment of meeting was that. 
And Fanny sliould go back to Timmol again. 

Yet I swore not that I was in love with you. Fanny, — 
Oh, no ! for I felt it could nevrr be true; 

I but said — what I ve said very often to many — 
There 's few I would rather be kissing than you. 

Then first did I learn that you once hod believed 
Some lovrr, (lie dearest and falsest of men; 

An«l so gently you spoke of the youth who deceived. 
That I thought you perhaps might be tempted ag.titi. 
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But you told me that passion a momeDt amused^ 
Was follow'd too oft by an age of repenting ; 

And check'd me so softly that, while you refused. 
Forgive me, dear girl, if I thought 't was consenting! 

And still I entreated, and still you denied, • 

, Till I almost was made to believe you sincere ; 
Though I found that, in bidding me leave you, you 
sighd, 
And when you repulsed me, 't was done vitli a tear. 

In vain did 1 whisper, « There 's nobody nigh ;» 
In vain with ihe tremors of passion implore ; 

Your excuse was a kiss, and a tear your reply^^ 
I acknowledged them both, and I ask'd for no more. 

Was I right T — oh ! I cannot believe I was wrong. 

Poor Fanny is gone back to Timmol again; 
And may Providence guide her uninjured along, 

Nor scatter her path with repentance and pain ! 

By Heaven! I would ratlicr for ever forswear 
The Elysium that dwells on a beautiful breast, 

Than alarm for a moment the peace that is tliere. 
Or banbh the dove frojn so hallow*da nest! 



A NIGHT THOUGHT. 

How oft a cloud, with envious veil. 
Obscures yon bashful light, 

Which seems so modestly to steal 
Along the waste of night! 

T is thus the world's obtrusive wrongs 

Obscure with malice keen 
Some timid heart, which only longs 

To live and die unseen ! 



ELEGIAC STANZAS. 



Sic jural pcrirc. 



Whin wearied wretches sink to sleep, 
How heavenly soft their slumbers lie ! 

How sweet is death to those who weep. 
To those who weep and long to die ! 

^'aw you the soft and grassy bed. 

Where flow'rets deck the green earth's breast? 
T is there I wish to lay my head, 

T is there I wish to sleep at rest ! 

Oh ! let not tears embalm my tomb. 
None but the dews by twilight given ! 

Oh ! let not sighs disturb the gloom. 
None but the whispering winds of Heaven! 



THE KISS. 

Gaow to my lip, thou sacred kiss, 
On which my soul's beloved swore 

That there should come a time of bliss 
When she would mock my hopes no more; 



And fancy shall thy glow renew. 
In sighs at mom, and dreams at night. 

And none shall steal tliy holy dew 
Till thou 'rt absolved by rapture's rite. 

Sweet hours that are to make me blest. 
Oh ! fly, like breezes, to the goal. 
And let my love, my more than souJ, 

Come panting to this fever'd breast; 

And while in every glance I drink 
Tlie rich o'erflowings of her mind. 

Oh! let her all impassion d sink. 
In sweet abandonment resign'd, 

Blushing for all our struggles past, 

And murmuring, « I am thine at last!* 



TO . 

With all my soul, then, let us part, 
Since both are anxious to be free; 

And I will send you home your heart. 
If you will send back mine to me. 

We 've had some happy hours together, 
But joy must often change its wing; 

And spring would be but gloomy wealber. 
If we had nothing else but spring. 

'T is not that I expect to find 
A more devoted, fond, and true one, 

With rosier cheek or sweeter mind — 
Enough for me that she 's a new one. 

Thus let us leave the bower of love. 
Where we have loitcr'd long in bliss; 

And you may down l/iaC path-way rove. 
While I shall take my way throogfa ffcu* 

Our hearts have suffer d little harm 

In this short fever of desire; 
You have not lost a single charm. 

Nor I one spark of feeling fire. 

My kisses have not stain'd the rose 
Which Nature hung upon your lip; 

And still your sigh with nectar flows 
For many a raptured soul to si|». 



Farewell ! and when some other fair 
Shall call your wanderer to her 

T will be my luxury to compare 
Her spells with your remember'd 



« This cheek, » I *11 say, « is not ao bri^iC 
As one that used to meet my kite; 

This eye has not such liquid light 
As one that used to talk of bliaa!* 

Farewell ! and when some future lover 
Shall claim the heart which I 

And in exulting joys discovo* 
All tlie churms that once were 



I think I should be sweetly blest. 

If, in a soft imperfect sigh. 
You 'd say, while to his bosom prest. 
He loves not half so well as I! 
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A REFLECTION AT SEA. 

Sbb how, beneath the mooobcam't tmile, 
Yon lillJe billow heave* its breast. 

And foanu and sparkles for a while. 
And murmuring then subsides to rest. 

Thus man, the sport of bliss and care. 
Rises on Time's eventful sea ; 

And, haviag sweil'd a moment there, 
Thus melts into eternity ! 



AN INVITATION TO SUPPER. 

TO MRS . 

Mtsblf, dear Julia ! and the Sun, 
Have now two yean of rambling run; 
And he before his wheels has driven 
The grand menagerie of heaven. 
While I have met on earth, I swear. 
As many brutes as he luu there. 
The only difference I can see 
Betwixt the flamiog god and me, 
Is, that his ways are periodic. 
And mine, I fear, are simply oddic. 
But, dearest giri ! 't is now a lapse 
Of two short years, or less, perhaps. 
Since you to me, and I to you, 
Vow'd to be ever fondly true ! — 
Ah, Julia ! those were pleasant times! 
You loved me for my amorous rhymes ; 
And I loved you, because I thought 
T was so delicious to be taught 
By such a charming guide as you. 
With eyes of fire and lips of dew. 
All I lud often fancied o'er, 
But never, never felt before : 
The day flew by, and night was short 
For half our blisses, half our sport ! 

I know not how we clianged, or why, 

Or if the first was you or I : 

Yet so 't is now, we meet each other. 

And I'm no more than Julia s brother ; 

While she 's so like my prudent sister. 

There 's few would think how dose I 've kiss'd her. 

But, Julia, let those matters pass ! 

If you will brim a sparkling glass 

To vanish'd hours of true delight. 

Gome to me after dusk to-night. 

I '11 have no other guest to meet you. 

But here alone I 'II tete-a-tete yon. 

Over a little attic feast. 

As full of cordial soul at least. 

As those where Delia met Tibullus, 

Or Lesbia wanton'd with Catullus.* 

I 'II sing you many a roguish sonnet 
About it, at it, and upon it : 
And songs address'd, as if I loved. 
To all the girls with whom I 've roved. 



• Oi 
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Come, pr'ythee come, you 11 find me here. 

Like Horace, waiting for his dear.' 

There shall not be toHUght, on earth. 

Two souls more elegant in mirth ; 

And, though our hey-day passion s fled. 

The spirit of the love that 's dead 

Shall hover wanton o'er our head ; 

Like souls that round the grave will fly, 

In which their late po ss e s sors lie : 

And who, my pretty Julia, knows, 

But when our warm remembrance glows, 

The ghost of Love may act anew. 

What Love when living used to do ! 



AN ODE UPON MORNING. 

TuiN to me, love ! the morning rays 
Are glowing o'er thy languid charms i. 

Take one luxurious parting gate, 
While yet I Unger in thine arms. 

T was long before the noon of night 
I stole into thy bosom, dear! 

And now the glance of dawning light 
Has found me still in dalliance here. 

Turn to me, love ! the trembling gleams 
Of morn along thy white neck stray ; 

Away, away, you envious beams, 
I '11 chase you with my lips away ! 

Oh ! is it not divine to think, — 

While all around were lull'd in night, 

While even the planets seem'd to wink, — 
We kepi our vigils of delight ? 

The heart, that little world of oars. 
Unlike the drowsy work! of care, 

Then, then awaked its sweetest powers. 
And all was animation there ! 

Kiss me once more, and then I fly, 
Our parting would to noon-day last ; 

There, close tluit languid trembling eye. 
And sweetly dream of all the past ! 

As soon as Might shall fix her seal 
Upon the eyes and lips of men. 

Oh, dearest ! I will panting steal 
To nestle in thine arms again ! 

Our joys shall take their stolen flight. 
Secret as those celestial spheres 

Which make sweet music all the night. 
Unheard by drowsy mortal ears ! 



SONG.' 



Oh ! nothing in life can sadden us. 

While we have wine and good humour io store; 



•paclUai 



Ad aadiaai oocua rspaclo. 

HOR. lib. i. Hk i. 
* Tticr« mrt iii«n) •puriout copiaa of lliM •«af ia ctmiiUtioB ; »»d 
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With this, and a little of love to madden us, 
Show me the fool that can labour for more! 

Come, then, bid Ganymede fill lev'ry bowl for you, 
Fill them up brimmers, and drink as I call: 

I 'm going to toast every nymph of my soul for you. 
Ay, on my soul, I'm in love with them all! 

Dear creatures ! we can't live without them, 
They'll! all that is sweet and seducing to man ! 

Looking, sighing about and about them, 

We dote on them, die for them, all that we can. 

Here's Phillis ! — whose innocent bosom 

Is always agog for some novel desires ; 
To-day to get lovers, to-morrow to lose 'cm. 

Is all that the innocent Phillis requires. — 
Here 's to the gay little Jessy ! — who simpers 

So vastly good-humour d, whatever is done ; 
She '11 kiss you, and that without whining or whimpers. 

And do what you please with you — all out of fun I 

Dear creatures, etc. 

A bumper to Vanny ! — I know you will scorn her, 

Because she 's a prude, and her nose is so curl'd ; 
But if ever you chatted with Fan in a comer, 

You 'd say she 's the best little girl in the world * — 
Another to Lyddy! — still struggling with duty, 

And asking her conscience still, wwhether she should ;» 
While her eyes, in the silent confession of beauty. 

Say, « Only for sometliing I certainly would !» 

Dear creatures, etc. 

Fill for Chloe! — bewitchingly simple. 

Who angles the heart without knowing her lure ; 
Still wounding around with a blush or a dimple. 

Nor seeming to feel that she also co uld cure ! — 
Here's pious Susan! — the saint, who alone, sir, 

Gould ever have rande me religious outright: 
Forbad I such a dear little saint of my own, sir, 

I 'd pray on my knees to her half the long night ! 

Dear creatures, etc. 



GoMBtell me where the maid is found 
Whose heart can love without deceit, 

And I will range the world around. 
To sigh one moment at her feet. 

Oh ! tell me where 's her sainted home, 
What air receives her blessed sigh; 

A pilgrimage of years I '11 roam 
To catch one sparkle of her eye ! 

And, if'her cheek be rosy bright. 
While truth within her bosom lies, 

I 'II gaze upon her, morn and night. 
Till my heart leave mc through my eyes'! 

Show mc on earth a thing so rare, 

I '11 own all miracles are true ; 
To make one maid sincere and fair, 

Oh ! 't is the utmost Heaven can do ! 



SONG. ' 

^WEBTEST love ! I'll not forget thee; 

Time shall only teach my h«art, 
Fonder, warmer, to regret thee. 

Lovely, gentle as thou art ! — 
Farewell, Bessy! 

Yet, oh! yet again we '11 meet, love. 
And repose our hearts at last : 

Oh ! sure 't will then be sweet, love, 
Galm to think on sorrows past. — 
Farewell, Bessy ! 

Yes, my girl, the distant blessing 
May n't be always sought in vain ; 

And the moment of possessing — 
Will 't not, love, repay our pain 7— 
Farewell, Bessy ! 

Still I feel my heart is breaking. 
When I think I stray from thee. 

Round the world that quiet seeking. 
Which I fear is not for mc ! — 
Farewell, Bessy! 

Calm to peace thy lover's bosom — 
Can it, dearest! must it be? 

Thou within an hour shalt lose him. 
He for ever loses thee ! 
Farewell, Bessy! 



SONG. 

Ir I swear by that eye, you 'U allow 

Its look is so shifting and new, 
Tliat the oath I might take on it now 

The very next glance would undo ! 

Those babies that nestle so sly 

Such different arrows Ijave ^ot. 
That an oath, on the glance of an eye 

Such as yours, may be off in a shot ! 

Should I swear by the dew on your lip. 
Though each moment the treasure renews. 

If my constancy wishes to trip, 

I may kiss off the oath when I chusc ! 

Or a sigh may disperse from that flower 
The dew and the oath that are there ! 

And I 'd make a new vow ev'ry hour. 
To lose them so sweetly in air ! 

But clear up that heaven of your brow. 

Nor Fancy my faith is a feather ; 
On my heart I will pledge you my vow. 

And they both must be broken toother! 

JULIA'S KISS. 

When iiifant Bliss in roses slept, 
Cupid upon his slumber crept ; 

' All ihoKo •ontf* ntrr. a-iapled to air* which Mr Litllc i iiiBf ■ ' 
and «oincitinr* tang, for hit frii'nd*: tbii nuy accovat foribr f**" 
liarity of mrtrr ob»cnrablo in many of ihrm. — E. 
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And, ^liile a balmy &\g\i he stole, 
Exhaling from Uie infaut's soul, 
lie smiling said, a With tliis, with this 
I 11 sceot my Julia's buniiai; kiss!* 

Nay, more ; he stole to Veous' bed, 
Ere yet the sau(;uiac flush had fled, 
Which Love*s di\iuest, deai-est (lame 
Had kindled tlirou(;h her panting frame.) 
Her fiotil still dwelt on memory's ibemcs. 
Still floated in voluptuous dreams; 
And tvory joy she felt before 
In slumber now was acting o'er. 
From her ripe lips, ^liich seem'd to thrill 
As in the war of kisses still, 
And amorous to each otlier clung, 
lie stole the dew tliat trembling huog,^ 
And smiUng said, « With litis, with this 
I '11 bathe my Julia's burning kiss!w 

TO . 

Remembir him thou leavest behind. 
Whose heart is warmly bound to thee, 

Close as the tenderest links can bind 
A heart as warm as heart can be. 

Oh ! I had long in freedom roved, 
Though many seem'd my soul to share ; 

T was passion when I thought I loved, 
T was fancy when I thought them fair. 

E'en she, my Muse's early theme. 
Beguiled me only while she warm'd; 

T was young desire that fed the dream. 
And reason broke what passion form'd. 

But thou — ah ! better had it been 
If I had still in freedom roved. 

If I liad ne'er thy beauties seen. 

For then I never should have loved ! 

Then all the pain which lovers feel 
Had never to my heart i>een known ; 

But, ah! the joys which lovers steal. 
Should they have ever been my own ? 

Oh ! trust me, when I swear thee this, 
Dearest! the pain of loving thee, 

The very pain, is sweeter bliss 
Tlian passion's wildest ecstasy! 

That little cage I would not part, 
In which my soul is prison'd now, 

For the most light and winged heart 
Tliat wantons on the passing vow. 

Slill,*my beloved I still keep in mind, 
However far removed from me. 

That there is one tliou leavest behind 
Whose heart respires for only thee ! 

And, though ungenial ties have bound 

Thy fate unto another's care, 
That arm, which clasps thy bosom round. 

Cannot confine the heart that '% there. 



No, no ! that heart is only mine. 

By ties all other ties above. 
For I liave wed it at a shrine 

Where we have had no priest but Love ! 

SONG. 

Flt from the world, O Bessy ! to me. 

Thou 'It never find any siucerer; 
I 'II give up the worid, O Bessy ! for thee, 

I can never meet any that 's dearer! 
Then tell me no more, with a tear and a ti^. 

That our loves will be censured by many; 
All, all have their fblhes, and who will deny 

That ours is the sweetest of any? 

When your Itp has met mine, in abandonmem sweet, 

Have we felt as if virtue forbid it? — 
Have we fell as if Heaven denied them to meetl — 

No, rather 't was Heaven thai did it ! 
So innocent, love! is the pleasure we sip, 

So little of guilt is there in it. 
That I wish all my errors were lodged on your lip, 

Add I 'd kiss them away in a minute ! 

Then come to your lover, oh ! fly to his shed. 

From a world which I know thou despiaett ; 
And slumber vrill hover as light on our bed, 

As e'er on the couch of the wisest ! 
And when o'er our pillow the tempest is driTen, 

And thou, pretty innocent! fearest, 
I '11 tell thee, it is not the chiding of Ueaveu, 

T is only our lullaby, dearett ! 

And, oh ! when we lie on our death-bed, my lot e ! 

Looking back on tlie scene of our errors, 
A sigh from my Bessy sliall plead then abore. 

And Death be disarm'd of his terrors ! 
And each to the other embracing will say, 

tt Farewell ! let us ^ope we 're forgiven !i» 
Thy last fading glance will illumine the way, 

And a kiss be our passport to heaven ! 

SONG. 

TiiNK on that look of humid ray. 

Which for a moment mix'd with mine, 

And for that moment seem'd to say, 
« I dare not, or I would be thine!* 

Think, think on every smile and glance. 
On all tliou hast to charm and move ; 

And then forgive my bosom's trance, 
And tell me 't is not sin to love ! 

Oh ! not to love thee were the sin : 
For sure, if Heaven's decrees be done, 

Thou, thou art destined still to win, 
As I was destined to be won ! 



SONG. 

A CAPTivK thus to thee, my girl. 
How sweetly shall I pass my age, 

CoDteuted, like the playful squirrel. 
To wanton up and down my cage. 
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When Death shall envy joy like this, . 
And come to shade oar sunny weather, 
Be our last sigh the sigh of bliss, 
And both our souls exhaled together! 



THE CATALOGUE. 

« 

« Come, tell me,» says Rosa, as, kissing and kiss'd, 

One day she reclined on my breast ; 
« Gome, tell me the number, repeat me the list 

Of the nymphs you have loved and caress'd.s — 
Oh, Rosa ! 't -was only my fancy that roved. 

My heart at the moment was free ; 
But I '11 tell thee, my girl, how many I 've loved. 

And the number, shall finish with thee ! 

My tutor was Kitty; in infancy wild 

She taught me the way to be blest ; 
She taught me to love her, I loved like a child, 

But Kitty could fancy the rest. 
This lesson of dear and enrapturing lore 

I have never forgot, I allow ; 
I have had it by rote very often before. 

But never by heart ctntil now ! 

Pretty Martha was next, and my soul was all flame, 

But my head was ^o full of romance. 
That I foncied her into some chivalry dame, 

And I was her knight of the lance ! 
But Martha was not of this fenciful school, 

And she laugh'd at her poor little knight ; 
While I thought her a goddess, she thought me a fool, 

And I '11 swear she was most in the right. 

My soul was now calm, till, by Gloris's looks. 

Again I was tempted to rove; 
But Gloris, I found, was so learned in books, 

That she gavf me more logic than love! 
So I left thb young Sappho, and hasten'd to fly 

To those sweeter logicians in bliss, 
Who argue the point with a soul-telling eye, 

And convince us at once with a kiss ! 

Oh! Susan was then all the world unto me. 

But Susan was piously given; 
And the worst of it was, we could never agree 

On the road that was shortest to heaven ! 
u Oh, Susan !» I 've said, in the moments of mirth, 

« What 's devotion to thee or to me? 
I devoutly believe there 's a heaven on earth. 

And believe that that heaven 's in tikee !» 



A FRAGMENT. 



TO 



T IS night, the spectred hour is nigh ! 
Pensive I hear the moaning blast 
Passing, with sad sepulchral sigh, 
My lyre that hangs neglected by. 
And seems to mourn for pleasures past ! 
That lyre was once attuned for thee 
To many a lay of fond delight, 
When all thy days were given to me. 
And mine was every blissful night. 



How oft I 'vc languish'd by thy side. 

And while my heart's luxuriant tide 

Ran in wild riot through my veins, 

I 've waked such sweetly-maddening strains. 

As if by inspiration's fire 

My soul was blended with my lyre! 

Oh ! while in every fainting note . 

We heard the soul of passion float ; 

While in tliy blue dissolving glance, 

I 've raptured read thy bosom's trance, 

I've sung and trembled, kiss'd and sung ; 

Till, as we mingle breath with breath. 

Thy burning kisses parch my tongue. 

My hands drop listless on the lyre. 

And, murmuring like a swan in death. 

Upon thy bosom I expire ! 

Yes, I indeed remember well 

Those hours of pleasure past and o'er ; 

Why have I lived their sweets to tell? 

To tell, but never feel them more ! 

I should have died, have sweetly died. 

In one of those impassion'd dreanas. 

When languid, silent on thy breast. 

Drinking thine eyes' delicious beams. 

My soul has flutter'd from its nest. 

And on thy lip just parting sigh'd! 

Oh ! dying thus a death of love. 

To heaven how dearly sliould I go ! 

He well might hope for joys above. 

Who had begun them here below ! 



SONG. 



WHsai is the nymph, whose azure eye 
Can shine'through rapture's tear ? 

The sun has sunk, the moon is high. 
And yet she comes not here ! 

Was that her footstep on the hill — 
Her voice upon the gale 7— 

No; 'twas the wind, and all is still : 
Oh, maid of Marlivale ! 

Gome to me, love, I've wander'd ]Car, 
Tis past the promised, hour : 

Come to me, love, the twilight star 
Shall guide thee to^my bower. 



SONG. 



When Time, who steals our years away. 
Shall steal our pleasures too, 

The memory of the past will stay. 
And half our joys renew. 

Then, Chloe, when thy beauty s flower ' 

Shall feel the wintry air. 
Remembrance will recal the hour 

When thou alone wert fair! 

Then talk no more of future gloom ; 

Our joys shall always last ; 
For hope shall brighten days to come. 

And memory gild the past. 
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Comr, Chlo«, fill the genial bowl, 

I drink (o love and thee : 
Thou never can«t decay in soul, 

Thou 'It still be young for me. 

And, as thy lip« tlie tear^irop cbate 
Which on my cheek they find. 

So hope shall steal a-way the trace 
Which sorrow leaves behind ! 

Then fill the bowl — away with gloom ! 

Our joys shall always last ; 
For hope shall brighten days to come, 

And memory gild the past ! 

But mark, at thought of future years 

When love sliall lose its soul,* 
My Chloe drops her timid tears, 

They mingle with my bowl ! 

Ifow like this bowl of wine, my fiur. 

Our loving life shall fleet; 
Though tears may sometimes mingle there, 

The draught will still be sweet ! 

Then fill the' bowl — away with gloom ! 

Our joys shall always bst; 
For hope will brighten days to comr, 

And memory gild the past ! 

THE SHRINE. 



TO 



Mr fates had destined me to rove 
A long, long pilgrimage of lore; 
And many an altar on my way 
Has lured my pious steps to stay ; 
For, if ilie saint was youug and hir, 
I tum'd and sung my vespers there. 
This, from a youthful pilgrim's fire. 
Is what your pretty saints require : 
To pass, nor tell a single bead, 
Wi th them would l>e profane indeed! 
But, trust me, all this young devotion. 
Was but to keep my zeal in motion ; 
And, every humbler altar past, 
I now have reach'd tbb sheinb ttlast! 



REUBEN AND ROSE. 

A TALB OF aOMARCB. 

Tbb darkness which hung upon Willumberg's walls 
Has long been remcmbcr'd with awe and dismay! 

I^or years not a sunbeam had play d in its halls. 
And it seem'd as shut out from the regions of day : 

"Though the valleys were brighten'd by many a beam. 
Yet none could tlie woods of the castle illume ; 

.i^nd the lightning which flash'd on the neighbouring 
stream 
Flew back, as if fearing to enter the gloom ! 

^■Oli ! when shall this horrible darkness disperse?* 
Said Willumberg's lord to the seer of the cave; — 

^■a It ran never dispel, •• said the wisard of verse, 

« Till the bright star of cbiTalry '• sunk io the ware !» 



And who was the bright star of chivalry then 7 
Who could be but Reuben, the flower of the age T 

For Reuben was first in the combat of men. 
Though Youth had scarce written his name on her 
page. 

For Willumberg's daughter his bosom had beat. 
For Rose, who was bright as the spirit of dawn. 

When with wand dropping diamonds, and silvery fiMt, 
It walks o'er the flowers of the mountain and lawn ! 

Must Rose, then, from Renben lo fatally tever? 

Sad, sad^ were the words of the man in the cave. 
That darkness should cover the castle for ever. 

Or Reuben be sunk in the mercUesa wave! 

She flew to the wiard — « And tell me, oh tell! 

Shall my Reuben no more be restored to roy eyct7» — 
« Yes, yes — when a spirit shall toll the great bdl 

Of the mouldering abbey, your Reuben shall rite !» 

Twice, thrice he repeated, « Your Reuben shall rue !» 
And Rose felt a moment's release from lier paii); 

She wiped, while she listen'd, the tears from her eyes. 
And she hoped she might yet see her hero again ! 

Her hero could smile at the terrors of death. 

When he felt that he died for the sire of his Rote ! 

To the Oder he flew, and there plunging bennth. 
In the lapse of the billows soon found hit repoae. — 

How strangely the order of destiny foils ! 

Not long in the waters the warrior lay, 
W^hen a sunbeam wa< seen to glance over the walls, 

And the castle of Willomberg batk'd in the ray 1 

All, all but the soul of the maid was in light, 
Thtre sorrow and terror lay gloomy and blank : 

Two days did she wander, and all the long night. 
In quest of her love on the wide river's bank. 

Oft, oft did she pause for the toll of the bell. 

And she heard but the breathings of night in the 
air; 

Long, long did she gaze on the watery swell. 
And she saw but the foam of the while billow there. 

And often as midnight its veil would undraw. 

As she look'd at the light of the moon in the ttrtam. 

She thought 't was his helmet of silver she saw. 
As the curl of the surge glitter d high in the beam. 

And now the third night was begemming the sky, 
Poor Rose on the cold dewy margtot reclined. 

There wept till the tear almost frose in her eye. 

When, — hark! — 'twas the bell that came deep in the 
wind! 

She startled, and saw, through the glimmering shade, 
A form o'er the waters in majesty glide; 

She knew 'twas her love, though his cheek was decay'd, 
And his lielmet of silver was wash'd by the tide. 



Was this what the seer of the cave had foretold?— 

Dim, dim through the phantom tlie moonthota 
•T was Reuben, but ah ! he was deathly and cold, 
. And flitted away like the spell of a dream! 

33 



m; 



258 



MOORE'S WORKS. 



Twice, thrice did he rise, and as often she thought 

From the bank to embrace him, bat never, ah! never ! 

Then sprioging beneath, at a billow she caught, 
And sunk to repose on its bosom for ever ! 



THE RING.* 

A TALK. 



Annaliu ille Tiri. Oti». Amor, lib. ii. «!•(• i5. 

Thb happy day at length arrived 

When Rupert was to wed 
The foirest maid in Saxony, 

And take her to his bed. 

As soon as mom was in the sky,^ 

The feast and sports began ; 
The men admired the happy maid, 

The maids the happy man. 

In many a sweet device of mirth 

The day was pass'd along ; 
And some the feally dance amused. 

And some the dulcet song. 

The younger maids with Isabel 

Disported through the bowers. 
And decked her robe, and crown'd her head 
With motley bridal flowers. 

The matrons all in rich attire. 

Within the castle walls, 
Sat listening to the choral strains 

That echo'd through the halls. 

Toong Rupert and his friends repaired 

Unto a spacious court, 
To strike the bounding tennis-ball 

In fieat and manly sport. 

The bridegroom on his finger had 

The wedding-ring so bright. 
Which was to grace the lily hand 

Of Isabel that night. 

And fearing he might break the gem, 

Or lose it in the play. 
He look'd around the court, to see 

Where he the ring might lay. 

Now in the court a statue stood, 
Which there full long had been ; 

It was a heathen goddess, or 
Perhaps a heathen queen. 
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Upon its marble finger thai 

He tried the ring to fit; 
And, thinking it was safest there, 

Thereon he fosten'd it. 

And now the tennis sports went on. 

Till they were wearied all. 
And messengers announced to them 

Their dinner in the hall. 

Young Rupert for his wedding-ring 

Unto the statue went; 
But, oh ! how was he shock'd to find 

The marble finger bent ! 

The hand was closed upon the ring 

With firm and mighty clasp ; 
In vain he tried, and tried, and tried. 

He could not loose the grasp ! 

How sore surprised was Rupert's mind, — 

As well his mind might be; 
a I'll come,» quoth he, «at night again, 

When none are here to see.» 

He went unto the feast, and muck 

He thought upon his ring ; 
And much he wonder'd what could mean 

So very strange a thing! 

The feast was o'er, and to tlie court 

He went without delay. 
Resolved to break the marble hand, 

And force tlie ring away! 

But mark a stranger wonder still — 

The ring was there no more ; 
Yet was the marble hand ungrasp'd. 

And open as before ! 

He search'd the base, and all the court. 

And nothing could he find. 
But to the castle did return 

With sore bevrilder d mind. 

Within he found them all in mirth. 

The night in dancing tlew ; 
The youth another ring procured. 

And none the adventure knew. 

And now the priest has join'd their hands, 

The hours of love advance ! 
Rupert almost forgets to think 

Upon the morn's mischance. 

Within the bed fair Isabel 

In blushing sweetness lay. 
Like flowers half-open'd by the dawn. 

And waiting for the day. 

And Rupert, by her lovely side. 

In youthful beauty glows. 
Like Phoebus, when he bends to cast 

His beams upon a rose! 

And here my song should leave them hoih. 

Nor let the rest be told. 
But for the horrid, horrid tale 

It yet has to unfold! 
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Soon Ruperi, 'twixt his bride and him, 

A death-cold carcase found ; 
He saw it not, but thought he fielt 

Its arms embrace him roond. 

He started up, and then retnm'd. 

But found the phantom still ; 
In vain he shrunk, it dipp'd him roaad. 

With damp and deadly chill ! 

And when he bent, the earthy lips 

A kiss of horror fpve ; 
Twos like the smell from chanel nmlu, 

Or from the mouldering grave! 

llUfated Rupert, wild and loud 

Thou criedst to thy wife, 
« Oh ! save me from thb horrid fiend. 

My Isabel! my hfe!» 

Out Isabel had nothing seen. 

She look'd around in vain ; 
And much she moum'd the mad conceit 

Tliat rack'd her Rupert's bndn. 

At length from this invisible 
These words to Rupert came; 

(Oh God' while he did hear the words. 
What terrors shook his frame !) 

« Husband ! husband ! I've the ring 

Thou gavcst to-day to me ; 
And thou 'rt to me for ever wed. 

As I am wed to thee!» 

And all the night the demon lay 

Cold-chilling by his side, 
And strain' d him with such deadly grasp, 

He thought he should have died! 

Ikit when the dawn of day was near. 

The horrid pliantom lied. 
And left the affrighted youth to weep 

By Isabel in bed. 

All, all tliat day a gloomy cloud 
Wai« seen on Rupert's brows; 

Fair Isabel was likewise sad. 
But strove to cheer her spouse. 

And, as the day advanced, he thought 

Of comiug night with fear: 
Ah! that he must with terror view 

The bed that should be dear! 

At length the second night arrived. 
Again their couch they prcas'd ; 

Poor Rupert hoped that all was o'er. 
And look'd for love and rest. 

But oh ! when midnight came, again 

The fiend was at his side, 
And, as it strain'd him in its grasp, 

With howl exulting cried, — 

« Iiu«band! husband I I've the ring, 
The ring thou gavest to me; 

And thou 'rt to me for ever wed, 
As I am wed to thee!» 



In agony of wild despair. 

He started from the bed ; 
And thus to his bewilder'd wife 

The trembling Rupert said : 

« Oh Isabel ! dost thou not see 

A shape of horrors here. 
That strains me to the deadly kiss* 

And keeps me from my dear?* 

«No, no, my love! my Rupert, I 

No shape of horrors see; 
And much I mourn the phantasy 

That keeps my dear firom me!» 

This night, just like the night before. 

In terrors pass'd away. 
Nor did the demon vanbh thence 

Before the dawn of day. 

Says Rupert then, « My Isabd, 

Dear partner of my woe. 
To Father Austin's holy cave 

This instant will 1 go.* 

Now Austin was a reverend man. 

Who acted wonders maint. 
Whom all the country round believed 

A devil or a saint! 

To Father Austin's holy cave 

Then Rupert went full straight. 
And told him all, and ask'd him how 

To remedy h'ls fate. 

The father heard the youth, and then 

Retired awhile to pmy; 
And, having pray'd for half an hour, 

Retum'd, and thus did say: 

« There is a place where four roads meet, 

Which I will tell to thee; 
Be there this eve, at fall of night. 

And list what thou shalt see. 

Thou 'It see a group of figures pass 

In strange disorder d crowd, 
Trav'ling by torch-light through the roads. 

With noises strange and loud. 

And one that's high above the rest. 

Terrific towering o'er. 
Will make thee know him at a ghmce, 

So I need say no more. 

To him from me these ublett give, 

They'll soon be understood; 
Thou nee<rst not fear, but give them straight, 

I've scrawl'd them with my blood !» 

The night-foil came, and Rupert all 

In pale amaxement went 
To where the cross-roads met, and he 

W^as by the fother sent. 

And lo! a group of figures came 

In strange disorder'd crowd, 
Trav'ling by torch-light through the roads, 

With noises strange and loud. 
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And as the gloomy train advanced, 

Rupert beheld from fiar 
A female form of wanton mien 

Seated upon a car. 

And Rupert, as he (jaxed upon 

The loofvely-vested dame, 
Thou^t of the marble statue's look, 

For hers was just the same. 

Behind her walk'd a hideous form. 

With eye-balls flashing death; 
Whene'er he breathed, a sulphur'd smoke 

Came burning in his breath ! 

He seem'd the first of all the crowd 

Terrific towering o'er; 
« Tes, yes,» said Rupert, « this is he. 

And I need ask no more.» 

Then slow he went, and to this fiend 

The tablets trembling gave, 
Who look'd and read them with a yell 

That would disturb the grave. 

And when he saw the blood-scrawl'd name, 

His eyes with fury shine; 
« I thought,» cries he, « his time was out, 

But he must soon be miuelw 

Then darting at the youth a look, 
W^hich rent Iiis soul with fear. 

He went unto the female fiend. 
And whisper'd in her ear. 

The female fiend no sooner heard. 

Than, with reluctant look. 
The very ring that Rupert lost 

She from her finger took; 

And, giving it unto the youth. 
With eyes that breathed of hell, 

She said in that tremendous voice 
Which he remember'd well : 

« In Austin's name take back the ring, 

The ring thou gavest to me ; 
And thou 'rt to me no longer wed. 

Nor longer I to thee.n 

He took the ring, the rabble pass'd. 

He home retum'd again ; 
His wife was tlien the happiest fair. 

The happiest he of men. 

SONG. 
ON THE BIRTH-DAY OF MRS 



Wlirrglf IN IHILARD. 

Or all my happiest hours of joy. 
And even I have had my measure. 

When hearts were full and every eye 
Has kindled with the beams of pleasure ! 

Such hours as' this I ne'er was*given, 
So dear to friendship, dear to blisses ; 

Young Love himself looks down from heaven. 
To smile on such a day as tliiais! 



Then, oh ! my friends, this hour improve. 
Let 's feel as if we ne'er could sever! 

And may the birth of her we love 
Be thus with joy remember'd ev^r ! . 

Oh ! banish every thought to-night. 

Which could disturb our soul's communion ! 

Abandon'd thus to dear deli|^t, 

We '11 e'en for once forget the Union ! 

On that let statesmen try their powers. 

And tremble o'er the rights they *d die for; 

The union of the soul be ours, 
And every union else we sigh for! 

Then, oh ! my friends, this hour improve. 
Let 's feel as if we ne'er could sever; 

And may the birth of her we love 
fie tlms with joy remember'd ever! 

In every eye around I mark 

The feelings of the heart o'erflowing. 

From every soul I catch the spark 
Of sympathy in friendsliip glowing ! 

Oh ! could such moments ever fly ; 

Oh! that we ne'er were doom'd to lose 'em; 
And all as bright as Charlotte's eye. 

And all as pure as Charlotte's bosona*. 

But oh ! my friends, this hour improve, 
Let 's feel as if we ne'er could sever ; 

And may the birth of her we love 
Be thus with joy remember'd ever ! 

For me, whatc'er my span of years. 
Whatever sun may light my roring ; 

Whether I waste my life in tears. 
Or live, as now, for mirth and loving ! 

This day shall come with aspect kind. 
Wherever Fate may cast your rover; 

He '11 think of those he left behind. 
And drink a health to bliss that '• over ! 

Then, oh I my friends, this hour improve. 
Let 's feel as if we ne'er could sever; 

And may the birth of her we love 
Be thus with joy remember'd ever ! 



TO A BOY WITH A WATCH. 

WaiTTBN FOE A FRIBIVD. 

Is it not sweet, beloved youth. 
To rove through erudition's bowrera. 

And cull the golden fruits of truth. 
And gather fancy's brilliant ilowersi 

And is it not more sweet than this 
To feel thy parents' hearts approving. 

And pay them back in sums of bliss 
The dear, the endless debt of loving 7 

It must be so to thee, my youth ; 

With this idea toil is lighter ; 
This sweetens all the fruits of truth. 

And makes the flowers of fancy brighter ! 
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Tlip little gift wc send thee, boy. 

May sometimes teach thy soul to ponder, 
If indolence or syren joy 

Should ererjUmpt tiiat soul to "waoder. 

T will tell thee that tlie winged day 

Can ne'er be chain'd by man's endeavour; 

That life and time shall fade away,. 

While heaven and virtue bloom for ever ! 



FRAGMENTS OF COLLEGE EXERCISES. 



NokUiut cola «i aiqac uBica Tirtm. 



J«T. 



Mahk those proud boasters of a splendid line, 
Like gilded ruins, mouldering while they thine, 
How heavy sits that weight of alien show. 
Like martial helm upon an infant's brow; 
Those borrow'd splendours, whose contrasting light 
Throws back the native shades in deeper night. 

Ask the proud train who glory's shade pursue. 
Where are the arts by which that glory grew? 
The genuine virtues that with eagle-gate 
Sought young Renown in all her orient bhue ? 
^Hiere is the heart by chymic truth refined, 
The exploring soul, whose eye had read mankind? 
Where are the links that twined with heavenly art. 
His country's interest round the patriot's heart? 
Where is the tongue that scatter'd words of fire? 
The spirit breathing through the poet's lyre? 
Do these descend with all that tide of fame 
Which vainly waters an unfhiitful name ? 



Judum bellaiB quiba* ••ceaMriHS, el pis 
■iki in amiii raliaquitnr apes. 
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Is there no call, no consecrating cause. 
Approved by Heaven, ordain'd by Nature's laws, 
Where justice flies the herald of onr way. 
And truth's pure beams upon the banners play ? 

Yes, there 's a call, sweet as an angel's breath 
To slumbering babes, or innocence in death ; 
And urgent as the tongue of heaven within. 
When tlie mind's balance trembles upon sin. 

Oh ! 't is our country's voice, whoee claims should meet 
An echo in the soul's most deep retreat; 
Along the heart's responding string should run, 
Nor let a tone there vibrate — but the one ! 



SONG.' 

Mart, 1 believed thee true. 

And I was blest in thus believing ; 
But now I mourn that e'er I knew 

A girl so fair and so deceiving ! 

' I bcliev* ilicac vorda verc adapted by Mr Liulc to the pathetic 
Srtitrh air • Galia Water.*— E. 



Few have ever loved like me, — 
Oh ! I have loved thee too sincerely ! 

And few have e'er deceived like thee, — 
Alas! deceived me too severely! 

Fare thee well! yet think awhile 

On one whose bosom bleeds to doubt tfaee; 
Who now would rather trust that smile. 

And die with thee, than live without thee ! 

' Fare thee welH I 11 think of thee. 

Thou leaves! me many a bitter token ; 
For see, distracting woman ! see. 

My peace is gone, my heart it broken ! — 
Fare thee well ! 



SONG. 

War does azure deck the sky ? 

T is to be like thy looks of blue ; 
Why is red the rose's dye ? 

Because it is thy blu^ies' hue. 
All that 's fair, by Love's decree. 
Has been nuuie resembUng thee! 

Why is falling snow so white. 
But to be Uke thy bosom fair ? 

Why are solar beams so bright ? 
That they may seem thy golden hair ! 

All that 's bright, by Love's decree, 

Has been made resembling thee 1 

Why are Nature's beauties felt 7 
Oh ! 't is thine iu her we see ! 

Why has music power to melt ? 
Oh ! because it speaks like thee. 

All that 's sweet, by Love's decree, 
* Has been made resembling thee ! 



MORALITY. 
A FAMILIAR EPISTLE. 

ADDIXSSBD TO /. AT — US — N, ESQ. M. K. I. A.' 

TaouGH long at school and college, doting 
On books of rhyme and l>ooks of prosing. 
And copying from their moral pages 
Fine recipes for forming sages; 
Though long with those divines at school, 
Who think to make us good by rule ; 
Who, in methodic forms advancing, 
Teaching morality like dancing, 
Tell us, for Heaven or money's sake. 
What steps we are through life to take: 
Though thus, my friend, so long employ 'd. 
And so much midnight oil destroy'd, 
1 must confess, my searches |Mst, 
I only learn'd to doubt at last. 

I find the doctors and the sages 
Have differ'd in all climes and ages, 
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And two in fifty tcarce a^jree 

Oo what is pare morality ! 

Tis like the rainbow's shifting zone, 

And every nsioo makes its own. 

The doctors of the Porch adnse. 
As modes of being great and wise, 
That we should cease to own or know 

The luxuries that from feeling flow. 

• 

« Reason alone mu&t clojm direction, 

And Apathy 's the soul's perfection. 

Like a dull lake the heart must He ; 

Nor passion's gale nor pleasures sigh. 

Though heaven the breeze, the breath sopplied, 

Muzt curl the wave or swell the tide !•» 

Such was the rigid Zeno's plan 

To form his philosophic man ; 

Such were the modes he taught mankind 

To weed the garden of the mind ; 

They tore away some weeds, 't is true. 

But all the flowers were ravish'd too ! 

Now listen to the wily strains. 

Which, on Cyreo^'s sandy plains, 

When Pleasure, nymph with loosen'd zone, 

Usurp'd the philosophic throne ; 

Hear what tlie courtly sage's tongue* 

To his surrounding pupils sung : 

« Pleasure 's the only noble end 
To which all human powers should tend. 
And Virtue gives her heavenly lore, 
But to make Pleasure please us more ! 
Wisdom and she were both design'd 
To make the senses more refined, 
That man might revel, free from cloying. 
Then most a sage, when most enjoying !» 

Is this morality ? — Oh, no! 
E'en I a wiser path could show. 
The flower within this vase confined. 
The pure, the unfading flower of mind, 
Must not throw all its sweets away 
Upon a mortal mould of clay ; 
No, no ! its richest breath should rise 
In virtue's incense to the skies ! 

But thus it is, all sects, we see. 

Have watch-words of morality : 

Some cry out Venus, others Jove; 

Here 't is religion, there 't is love! 

But while they thus so widely wander. 

While mystics dream, and doctors ponder, 

And some, in dialectics firm, 

Seek virtue in a middle term ,* 

While thus they strive, in Heaveu'c defiance. 

To chain morality with science ; 

The plain good man, wiiose actions teach 

More virtue than a sect can preach. 

Pursues his course, unsagely blest. 

His tutor whispering in his breast : 

< Ariil'ppat. 



Nor could he act a purer part. 
Though he had Tully all by heart; 
And when he drops the tear on woe. 
He little knows or cares to know 
That Epictetus blamed that tear. 
By Heaven approved, to virtue dear ! 

Oh I when I ve seen the morning beam 
Floating within the dimpled stream. 
While Nature, wakening firom the oiglic. 
Has just put on her robes of light, ' 
Have I, with cold optician's gaze. 
Explored the doctrine of those rays ? 
No, pedants, I have left to you 
Nicely to separate hue ^m hue : 
Go, give that moment up to art. 
When Heaven and Nature claim the heart; 
And dull to all their best. attraction, • 
Go — measure nngletof refraction ! 
While I, in feeling's sweet romance. 
Look on each day-bnm at a glance 
From the great eye of Him above. 
Wakening his world with looks of love ! 



THE NATAL GENIUS. 
A DREAM. 

TO — , THE MOININO OF BXa BIITH-DAY. 

In witching slumbers of the night, 
I dream'd I was (he airy sprite 

That on thy natal moment smiled ; 
And thought I wafted on my wing 
Those flowers which in Elysium spring. 

To crown my lovely mortal child. 

With olive-branch I bound thy head, 
Ueart's-ease along thy path I shed, . 

Which was to bloom through all thy years ; 
Nor yet did I forget to bind 
Love's roses, with his myrtle twined. 

And dew'd by sympathetic tears. 

Such was the wild but precious boon, 
Which Fancy, at her magic noon. 

Bade me to Nona's image pay — 
Oh ! were I, love, thus doom'd to be 
Thy little guardian deity. 

How blest around thy steps I'd play ! 

Thy life should softly steal along. 
Calm as some lonely shepherd's song 

That 's heard at distance in the groTe ; 
No cloud should ever shade thy sky. 
No tliorns along thy pathway lie. 

But all be sunshine, peace, and love ! 

The wiog of Time should never broah 
Thy dewy lip's luxuriant flush. 

To bid its roses withering die ; 
Nor age itself, though dim and dark. 
Should ever quench a single spark 

That flashes from my Nona's eye ! 



THE LOVES OF THE ABGELS. 
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LOVES OF THE ANGELS. 
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And o'er whose brow not Love alone 
A blight bad, in his transit, sent, 

But other, earthlier joys had gone, 

And left their foot-prints as they went. 

Sighing, as through the shadowy Past, 
Like a totnb-searcher. Memory ran. 

Lifting each shroud that time had cast 
O'er buried hopes, he thus began :— 

FIRST ANGEL'S STORY. 



'TwAS in a land, that far away 

Into the golden oricot lies, 
Where Nature knows not Night's delay, 
But springs to meet her bridegroom, Day, 

Upon the threshold of the skies. 
One mom, on earthly mission sent. 

And midway cliusing where to light, 
I saw from the blue element — 

Oh beautiful, but fatal sight ! — 
One of earth's fairest womankind. 
Half veird from view, or rather shrined 
In the clear crystal of a brook ; 

Which, while it hid no single gleam 
Of her young beauties, made them look 

More spirit- like, as they might seem 

Through the dim shadowing of a dream. 

Pausing in wonder I look'd on. 

While, playfully around her breaking 
The waters, that Uke diamonds shone. 

She mov'd in light of her own making. 
At length, as slowly I descended 
To view more near a siglit so splendid, 
The tremble of my wings all o'er 

(For through each plume I felt the tlirill) 
Startled her, as she reach'd the shore 

Of that small lake — her mirror still — 
Above whose brink she stood, like snow 
When rosy with a sunset glow. 
Never shall I forget those eyes ! — 
The shame, the innocent surprise 
Of that bright face, when in the air 
IJplookiug, she beheld me there. 
It seem'd as if each thought and look, 

And motion were that minute cliain'd 
Fast to the spot, such root she took. 
And — like a sunflower by a brook. 

With face upturn'd — so still rcmain'd ! 

In pity to the wondering maid. 

Though loth from such a vision turning, 
Downward I bent, beneath the shade 

Of my spread wings, to hide the burning 
Of glances which — I well could feel — 

For me, for her, too w^armly shone; 
But ere I could again unseal 
My restless eyes, or even steal 

One side-long look, the maid was gone- 
Hid from mc iu the forest leaves. 

Sudden as when, in all her charms 
Of full-hlowa light, some cloud receives 

The moon into his du&ky arms. 






T is not in words to tell the power, 
The despotism, that, from that hour. 
Passion, held o'er me — day and night 

I sought around each neighbouring spot. 
And, in the chase of this sweet light. 

My task, and Hmven, and all forgot — 
All but the one, sole, haunting dream 
Of her I saw in that, bright stream. 

Nor waa it long, ere by her side 

I found myself whole happy days. 
Listening to words, whose music vied 

With our own Eden's seraph lays. 
When seraph lays are warm'd by lore. 
But wanting tital, fai^ far above !— . 
And looking into eyes where, blue 
And beautiful, like skies seen through 
The sleeping wave, for me there shone 
A heaven more worshipp'd than my own. 
Oh what, while I could hear and see 
Such words and looks, was heaven to me? 
Though gross the air on earth I drew, 
'T was blessed, while she breathed it too ; 
Though dark the flowers, though dim the sky. 
Love lent them light, while she was nigh. 
Throughout creation I but knew 
Two separate worlds — the one^ that small. 

Beloved, and consecrated spot 
Where Lea was — the other, all 

The dull wide waste, where she was noi I 

But vain my suit, my madness vain; 
Though gladly, from her eyes to gain 
One earthly look, one stray desire, 

I would liave torn the wings that hung 
Furl'd at my back, and o'er that Fire 

Unnamed iq heaven their fragments flung ; — 
'T was hopeless all — pure and unmoved 

She stood, as lilies iu the light 

Of the hot noon but look more white;— 
And though she loved me, deeply loved, 
T was not as man, as mortal — no. 
Nothing of eartli was in that glow — 
She loved me but as one, of race 
Angelic, from that radiant place 
She saw so oft iu dreams — that heaven. 

To which her prayers at morn were sent. 
And on whose light she gazed at even. 
Wishing for wings, that she might go 
Out of this shadowy world below, 

To that free glorious element! 

Well I remember by her side. 

Silting at rosy eventide. 

When, — turning to the star, whose head 

Look'd out, as from a bridal bed, 

At that mute blushing hour, — she said, 

M Oh ! tliat it were my doom to be 

The Spirit of yon beauteous star. 
Dwelling up there iu purity. 

Alone, as all such bright things are; — 
My sole employ to pray and shine. 

To light my censer at the sun, 
And iling its Hre towards the shrine 

Of Ilim in Heaven, the Eternal Onc!» 

So innocent the maid — so free 

From mortal taint in soul and frame. 
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Whom 't was my crime — my destiny— 
To lov.e, ay, burn for, with a flame» 
To which earth's wildest iircs are lame. 

Had you but seen her look, when fir&t 

From my mad lips the avowal burst; 

Not angry — no — the feeling had gA 

No touch of anger, but most sad — 

It was a sorrow, calm as deep, 

A mourn Fulness that could not weep. 

So fill'd the heart was to the brink. 

So fix'd and frozen there — to think 

That angel natures — even I» 

Whose love she clung to, as the tie 

Between her spirit and the sky — 

Should fall thus headlong from the height 
Of such pure glory into sin — 

The sin, of all, most sure to blight, — 

The sin, of all, that the soul's light 
Is soonest lost, extinguish'd in! 

That, though but frail and human, she 

Should, like the half-bird of the sea, 

Try with her wing sublimer air. 

While I, a creature born up there. 

Should meet her, in my foil from light. 

From heaven and peace, and turn her fliglit 

Downward again, with me to drink 

Of the salt tide of sin, and sink ! 

That very night — my heart had grown 

Impatient of its inward burning; 
The term, too, of my stay was flown. 
And the bright Watchers • near the throne 
Already, if a meteor shone 
Between them and this nether zone, 

^lought 't was their herald's wing returning:- 
Oft did the potent spell-word, given 

To envoys hither from the skies. 
To be pronounced, when back to heaven 

It is their hour or wish to rise. 
Come to my lips that fatal day; 

And once, loo, was so nearly spoken. 
That my spread plumage in the ray 
AAd breeze of heaven began to play — 

When my heart fiiil'd — the spell was broken- 
The word unHnish'd died away. 
And my check d plumes, ready to soar. 
Fell slack and lifeless as before. 

How could I leave a world which she. 
Or lost or won, made all to me, 
Beyond home — glory — every thing? 

How fly, while yet there was a chance, 
A hope — ay, even of perishing 

Utterly by that fotal glance? 
No matter where my wanderings were, 

S'o there she look'd, moved, breathed about — 
Woe, ruin, death, more sweet witli her, 

ThJn all heaven's proudest joys without! 

But, to return — that very day 

A feast was held, where, full of mirth. 
Game, crowding thick as flowers that play 
Id summer winds, the young and gay 
And beautiful of this bright earth. 

* $•% Not*. 



And she was there, and 'mid the young 

And beautiful stood first, aJonc; 
Though on her gentle brow still hung 

The shadow I that mom had thrown — 
The first that ever shame or woe 
Had cast upon its vernal snow. 
My heart was maddcn'd — in the flush 

Of the wild revel 1 gave way 
To all that frantic mirth — that ruth 

Of desperate gaiety, which they 
Who never felt how pain's excess 
Can break out thus, think happiness — 
Sad mimicry of mirth and hfe. 
Whose flashes come but from the strife 
Of inward passions— like the light 
Struck out by clashing swords in fight. 

Then, too, tliat juice of earth, the baoe 
And blessing of man's heart and brain — 
That draught of sorcery, which brings 
Phantoms of fair, forbidden things — 
Whose drops, like those of rainbows, smile 

Upon the raisu that circle man. 
Brightening not only earth, the while. 

But grasping heaven, too, in their span!— 
Then first the fatal wine-cup rain'd 

Its dews of darkness through my lips. 
Casting whate'er of light remain'd 

To my lost soul into eclipse. 
And filling it with such wild dreams. 

Such ^intasies and wrong desires. 
As in the absence of heaven's beams. 

Haunt us for ever — like wild-fires 

That walk this earth, when day retires. 

Now hear the rest — our banquet done, 

I sought her in the accustom'd bower. 
Where late we oft, when day was gone, 
And the world hush'd, had met alone. 

At the same silent moonlight hour. 
I found her — oh, so beautiful ! 

Why, why have hapless angels eyes? 
Or why are there not flowers to cull, 

As fair as woman, in yon skies? 
Still did her brow, as usual, turn 
To her loved star, which seem'd to burn 

Purer than ever on that night; 

While she, in looking, grew more bright. 
As though that planet were an urn 

From which her eyes drank liquid Hght. 

There was a virtue in that scene, 

A spell of holiness around. 
Which would liave — had my brain not been 

Thus poison'd, maddcn'd — held me bound. 

As though I stood on God's own ground. 
Even as it was, with soul all flame. 

And lips that burn'd in their own sighs, 
I stood to gaze, with awe and shame— 
The memory of Eden came 

Full o'er me when I saw those eyes; 
And though too well each glance of mine 

To the pale shrinking maiden proved 
How for, alas, from aught divine, 
Aught worthy of so pure a shrine, ^^ 

Was the wild love with which I loved, 



34 



266 



MOORE'S WORKS. 



Yet most she, too, have seen — oh ye^, 

T is 80othia(; but to think she saw — 
The deep, true, soul-felt teiideraess, 

The homage of an angels awe 
To her, a mortal, whom pure love 
Thea placed above him — far above — 
And all that struggle to reprcsts 
A sinful spirit's mad excess. 
Which work'd within me at tliat hour, 

When — with a voice, whore Passion shed 
All the deep sadness of her power, 

Her melancholy power — I said, 
M Then be it so — if back to heaven 

I must unloved, unpitied fly, 
Without one blest memorial given 

To sooth me in that lonely sky — 
One look like those the young and fond 

Give when they 're parting — which would be, 
Even in remembrance, fur beyond 

All heaven hath left of bliss for mc! 

« Oh, but to see that head recline 

A minute on this trembling arm. 
And those mild eyes look up to mine 

Without a dread, a tliought of harm ! 
To meet but once the thrilling touch 

Of lips that arc too fond to fear me — 
Or, if that boon be all too much, 

Even thus to bring tlieir fragrance near me! 
Nay, shrink not so — a look — a word — 

Give them but kindly and I fly; 
Already, see, my plumes have slirr'd. 

And tremble for their home on high. 
Thus be our parting — cheek to cheek — 

One minute's lapse will be forgiven. 
And thou, the next, shalt hear me speak 

The spell that plumes my wing for heaven !«» 

While thus I spoke, the fearful maid, 
Of me and of herself afraid. 
Had shrinking stood, like flowers beneath 
The scorching of the south wind's breath ; 
But when I named— alas, too well 

I now recal, though wilder d then, — 
Instantly, when I named the spell. 

Her brow, her eyes uprose again, 
And, with an eagerness that spoke 
The sudden light that o'er her broke, 
uTlie spell, the spell! — oh, speak it now. 

And I will bless thee!» she exclaim'd — 

Unknowing what I did, inflamed, 
And lost already, on her brow 

1 stamp'd one burning kiss, ind named 
The mystic word, till then ne*er told 
To living creature of earth's mould I 
Scarce was it said, when, quick as thoaghc, 
Her lips from mine, like echo, caught 
The holy sound— her hands and eyet 
Were instant lifted to the skies^ 
And thrice to heaven she spoke it out, 

With that triumphant look Faith wears 
When not a cloud of fear or doubt, 

A vapour from this vale of tears 

Between her and her God appears! 
That very moment her whole frame 
All bright and glorified became, 



And at her back I saw unclose 
Two wings magnificent as those 

That sparkle round the eternal throne, 
W^hose plumes, as buoyantly she rose 

Above me, in tlie moon-beam shone 
With a pure ligbpinrhich — from its hae, 
Unknown upon this earth — I knew 
Was light from Eden, glistening through! 
Most holy vision ! ne'er before 

Did aught so radiant— since the day 
When Lucifer, in falling, bore 

The third of the bright stars away — ■ 
Rise, in earth's beauty, to repair 
That loss of light and glory there ! 

But did I tamely view her flight? 
Did not /, too, proclaim out thrice 
The powerful words that were, that night, — 

Oh even for Heaven too much delight! — 
Again to bring us eyes to eyes, 
And soul to soul in Paradise? 

I did— I spoke it o'er and o'er— 
I pray'd, I wept, but all in vain ; 

For me the spell had power no more. 
There seem'd around me some dark chain. 

Which still, as I essay'd to soar. 
Baffled, alas! each wild endeavour: 

Dead lay my wings, as they have lain 

Since that sad hour, and will remain- 
So wills the offended God — for ever! 

It was to yonder star I traced 
Her journey up the illumined waste — 
That isle in the blue firmament, 
To which so oft her fancy went 

In wishes and in dreams before. 
And which was now — such. Purity, 
Thy blest reward — ordain'd to be 

Her home of light for evermore! 

Once — or did I but fancy so?— 

Even in her flight to that fair sphere, 

'Mid all her spirit's new-felt glow, 

A pitying look she tum'd below 

On him who stood in darkness liere{ 

Him whom, perhaps, if vain regret 

Can dwell in heaven, she pities yet; 

And oft, when looking to this dim 

And distant world, remembers him. 



But soon that passing dream was gone ; 
Farther and farther off she shone. 
Till lessen'd to a point as small 

As are those specks that yonder bom— 
Tliose vivid drops of light, that fall 

The last from day's exhausted urn. 
And when at length she merged, afar. 
Into her own immortal star. 
And when at length my straining si^t 

Had caught he£,wing's last fading rmT» 
That minute from my soul the light 

Of heaven and love both pass'd away • 
And I forgot my home, my birth. 

Profaned my spirit, sunk my broir, 

> Stt Nou. 
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And rcvcli'd in gross joys of earth. 
Till I became— what I am now ! 



The Spirit bow'd liis bead in shame; 

A shame that of itself would tell — 
Were there not even those breaks of flam«. 
Celestial, through his clouded frame — 

flow grand the height from which he fcU! 
That holy Sluime which Qc>r forgets 

What clear renown it used to wear ; 
Whose blush remains, when Virtue sets. 

To show her sunshine has been there. 
Once only, while the tale ho told, 
Were his eyes lifted to behold 
That happy stainless Htar, where she 
Dwell in her bower of purity! 
One minute did he look, and then — 

As though he felt some deadly pain 

From its sweet light through heart and kraiu- 
Shrunk back, and never look'd again. 



Who was the Secon<l Spirt? — he 

With the proud front and piercing glance — 

Who seem'd, wben viewing heaven'i expanse, 
As though his far-sent eye could see 
On, on into the Immensity 
Behind the veils of that blue sky, 
Where God's sublimes t secrets lie ! — 
His wings, the while, though day was gone. 

Flashing with many a various hue 
Of light they from themselves alone. 

Instinct with Eden's brightness, drew — 
A breathing for;h of beams at will. 

Of living beams, which, though no more 
They kept their early lustre, still 

Were such, when glittering out all o'er. 

As mortal eyelids wink'd before. 

T was Rubi — once among the prime 

And (lower of those bright creature*, named 
Spirits of Knowledge,' who o'er Time 

And Space and Thought an empire claim'd. 
Second alone to II hn, whose light — 
Was, even to tlieirs, as day to ni{^t — 
Twixt whom and them waa distance fkr 

And wide, as would the journey be 
To reach from any island star 

The vague shores of infinity ! 
T was Rubi, in whose mournful eye 
Slept the dim light of days gone by ; 
Whose voice, though sweet, fell on the car 

Like echoes in some silent place. 
When first awaked for many a year; 

And when he smiled — if o'er his face 

Smile ever shone — 't was like the grace 
Of moonlight rainbows, fair, but wan. 
The sunny life, the glory gone. 
Even o'er his pride, though still the same. 
A softening shade from sorrow came; 
And though at times his spirit knew 

The kindlings of disdain and ire. 
Short was the fitful glare they threw — 



Like the last flashes, fierce but few, 
Seen through some noble pile on fire.^ 

Such was the Angel, who now broke 
The silence that had come o'er all, 

When he, the Spirit that last spoke. 
Closed the sad history of his fall ; 

And, while a sacred lustre, llown 

. For many a day, relumed his cheek. 

And not those sky-tuned lips alone. 

But his eyes, brows, and tresses, roU'd 
Like sunset waves, all seem'd to speak — 

Thus his eventful story told : 

SECOND ANGEL'S STORY. 



You both remember well the day 

When unto Eden's new-made bowers. 
He, whom all Hving things obey, 

Summnn'd his chief angelic powers. 
To witness tlic one wonder yet. 

Beyond man, angel, star, or sun, 
lie must achieve, ere he could set 

His seal uponthe world as done — 
To see that last perfection rise, 

That crowning of creation's birth, 
When, 'mid the worship and surprise 
Of circling angels, Woman's eyes 

First open'd upon heaven and earth ; 
And from their lids a thrill was sent, 
Tliat through each living spirit went. 
Like first hght through the firmament! 

Can yon forget how gradual stole 
The fresh awaken'd breath of soul 
Throughout her perfect form — which teem'd 
To grow transparent, as there beam'd 
Tluit dawn of mind within, and caught 
New loveliness from each new thought? 
Slow as o'er summer seas we trace 

The progress of tlie noon- tide air, 
Dimpling its bright and silent fiice 
Each minute into some new grace, 

And varying heaven's reflections there — 
Or, like the light of evening, stealing 

O'er some fair temple, which ail day 
Ilath slept in shadow, slow revealing 

Its several beauties, ray by ray. 
Till it shines out, a thing to bless, 
All full of light aud loveliness. 

Can you forget her blush, when round 
Through Eden's lone enchanted ground 
She look'd — and at the sea — the skies — 

And heard the rush of many a wing, 

By God's command then vanishing. 
And saw the last few angel eyes. 
Still lingering— mine among the rest,— 
Reluctant leaving scene so blest? 
From that miraculous Hour, the fate 

Of this new glorious Being dwelt 
For ever, with a spell-like weight. 
Upon my spirit — early, late, 

Whate'er 1 did, or drcam'd, or felt, 
The thought of what might jeC beial 
That splendid creature mix'd widiall.— 
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Nor »he alooe, but her whole race 

Through ages yet to come — whate'er 

Of feminine, and fond, and fair, 
Should spring from that pure mind and face, 

All waked my soul's intensest care : 
Their forms, <>ouU, feelings, still to me 
God's most disturbing mystery ! 

It was my doom — even from the first, 
When summon'd with my cherub peers, 

To witness (lie young vernal burst 

Of nature through those blooming spheres, 

Those (lowers of light, that sprung beneath 

The first touch of the Etcrnnl's breath — 

It was ray doom still to be haunted 
By some new wonder, some sublime 
And matchless work, that, for the time. 

Held all my coui encbain'd, enchanted, 

And left me not a thought, a dream, 

A word, but ou lliat only theme! 

The wiib to know — that endless thirst, 

Which even by quenching is awaked, 
And which becomes or bless'd or cursed, 

As Is the fount whereat 't is slaked — 
Still urged me onward, with desire 
Insatiate, to explore, inquire — 
Whate'er the wondrous things might be, 
That waked each new idolatry — 

Their cause, aim, source from whence they spiling. 
Their inmost powers, as though for me 

Existence on that knowledge hung. 

Oh what a vision were the stars, 

When first I saw them burn on high. 
Rolling along, like living cars 

Of light, for gods to journey by ! 
They were my heart's first passion — days 
And nights, unwearied, in their rays 
llav.e I hung floating, till each sense 
Seera'd full of (heir bright intluence. 
Innocent joy! alas, how much 

Of misery had I shunn'd below, 
Could I have still lived blest with such; 

Nor, proud and restless, burn'd to know 

The knowledge that brings guilt and woe ! 

Often — so much I loved to trace 
The secrets of this starry race — 
Have I at morn and evening run 
Along the lines of radiance spun, 
Like webs, between them and the sun, 
Untwisting all the tangled ties 
Of light into their different dyes — 
Then fleetly wing'd I off, in quest 
Of tliose, the farthest, loneliest, 
That watch, like winking sentinels, 
The void, beyond which Chaos dwells. 
And there, with noiseless plume, pursued 
Their track through that grand solitude, 
Asking intently all and each 

What soul withiu their radiance dwelt, 
And wishing their sweet light were speech. 

That they might tell me ail they felt. 

Nay, oft, so passionate my chase 
Of these respiendcut heirs of space, 



Oft did I follow — lest a ray 

Should 'scape me in the farthest ni|fht — 
Some pilgrim Comet, on bis way * 

To visit distant shrines of light. 
And well remember how I sung 

Exulting out, when on my sight 
New worlds of stars, all fresh and young. 
As if just born of darkness, sprung! 

Such was my pure ambition then. 

My sinless transport, night and mom ; 
Ere this still newer world of men. 

And that most h'lr of stars was bora, 
Which I, in fatal hour, saw rise 
Among the flowers of Paradise ! 
Thenceforth my nature all was changed. 

My licnrl, soul, senses lurn'd below; 
And he, who but so lately ranged 

Yon wonderful expanse, where glow 
W^orlds upon worlds, yet found his mind 
Even in that luminous range confined. 
Now blest the humblest, meanest sod 
Of the dark earth where Woman trod ! 
In vain my former idols glisten'd 

From (heir far thrones ; in %'aiu these cars 
To the once-thrilling music lisien'd, 

That hymn'd around my favourite spheres — 
To earth, to earth each thought was given. 

That in this half-lost soul had birth ; 
Like some high mount, whose head 's in hcaveu. 

While its whole shadow rests on earth I 

Nor was it Love, even yet, that throll'd 

My spirit in his burning lies ; 
And less, still less could it be call'd 

That grosser flame, round which Love flies 

Nearer and nearer, till he dies — 
No, it was wonder, such as thrill'd 

At all Cod's works my dazzled sense ; 
The same rapt wonder, only fill'd 

With passion, more profound, intense, — 
A vehement, but wandering fire, 
Which, though nor love, nor yet desire. 
Though through all womankind it took 

Its range, as vague as liglitniugs run. 
Yet wanted but a touch, a look, 

To fix it burning upon One. 

Then, too, the ever-restless zeal. 

The insatiate curiosity 
To know what shapes, so fair, must feel — 
To look, but once, beneath the seal 

Of so much loveliness, and see 
What souls belong'd to those bright eyes — 

Whether, as sun-beams find their way 
Into the gem that hidden lies. 

Those looks could inward turn their ray. 

To make the soul as bright as they! 
All this impell'd my anxious chase, 

And xtill the more I saw and knew 
Of Woman's fond, weak, conquering race. 

The in tenser still my wonder grew. 

I had beheld their First, their Eve, 

Dorn in that splendid Paradise, 
Which God made solely to receive 

The first light of her waking eyes. 
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I had seri>>pureftt angeU lean •* 

In worship o'€> her from above; 
And man — oh yes, had envying seen 

Proud man po<>sess'd of ail her love. 

I saw iheir happiness, so brief. 

So exquisite* — her error, loo. 
That eaity trust, that prompt belief 

In what the warm heart wishes true ; 
That faith in words, when kindly said, 
By which the whole fond sex is led — 
Mingled with (what I durst not blame. 

For 't is my own) that wish to Iritoiv, 

Sad, faLd zeal, so sure of woe; 
Which, though from Heaven all pure it came, 
Yet stain'd, misused, brought sin and shame 

On her, ou me, on all below ! 
I had seen this ; had seen Man-— ann'd 

As his soul is with strength and sense — 
By her Hrst words to ruin rharm'd; 

Ilis vaunted reason's cold defence. 
Like an ice-barrier in the ray 
Of melting summer, smile<l awny ! 
Nay — stranger yet — spite of all this — 

Though hy her counsels tJug|yM» err, 

Though driven from Paradise Wr her 
(And w'if/i her — tliat, at least, was bliss), 
Had I not heard him, ere he cross'd 

The threshold of that earthly heaven. 
Which by her wildering smile he lost — 
So quickly was the wrong forgiven— 
Had I not heard him, as he press'd 
The frail fond trembler, to a breast 
Which slie had doom'd to sin and strife, 
Call her— thiuk what— his Life! his Life!' 
Yes — such tlie love-taught name — the first 

That ruiud Man to Woman gave. 
Even in his out-cast hour, when curst, 
By her fond witchery, with that worst 

And earliest boon of love — the grave ! 
She, who brought death into the world, 

There stood before him, with the light 

Of their lost Paradise still bright 
Upon those sunny locks, that curl'd 
Ilown her white shoulders to her feet — 
So beautiful in form, so sweet 
In heart and voice, as to redeem 

The loss, the death of all things dear. 
Except herself — and make it seem 

Life, endless life, while she was near! 

Could I help wondering at a creature. 
Enchanted round with spells so strong — 

One, to whose every thought, word, feature, 
In joy and woe, through right and wrong, 

Such sweet omnipotence Heaven gave, 

To bless or ruin, curse or save ? 

Nor did the marvel cease witli her — 
New Eves in all her daughters came, 

As strong to charm, as weak to err. 

As sure of man through praise and blame, 
Whate'er they brought him, pride or sbanpe. 

Their still unreasoning worshipper — 

' Chavab. th# namo hj whSrh AJam railed ihr voman tttrr 
trantgrcMioB, aiMn« • Life.*— S«a Stur. 
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And, wheresoe'er they smiled, tlie same 

Enchantresses of soul and frame, 
Into whose hands, from first to last, 

This world, willi all its destinies. 
Devotedly by Heaven seems cast. 

To sa^e or damn it as they please! 

Oh, 't is not to be told how long, 

How restlessly I sigh'd to find 
Some one, from out that shining throifg, 

Some abstract of the form and mind 
Of the whole matchless sex, from which, 

In my own arms beheld, possess'd, 
I might learn all the powers to witch. 

To warm,lpid (if my fifite unbless'd 

fFonld h«V» ii) ruin, of the rest I 
Into whose inward soul and sense 

I might descend,' as doth the bt c 
Into the flower's deep heart, and thence 

Uifle, in all its purity, . 

The prime, the quini(*ssence, the whole 
Of wondrous Woman's frame and soul ! ^ 

At length, my burning wish, my prayer, — 
(For su( h — oil what will longues not dare. 
When hearts i;o wrong? — this lip preferr'd, — 
At length my ominous prayer was heard — 
Rut whether heard in heaven or hell. 
Listen — and you will know too well. 

There was d maid, of all who move 

Like visions o'er lhj|^ orb, most iit 
To be a bright young angel's love. 

Herself HO bright, so exquisite! 
The pride, too, of her step, as light 

Along the unconscious earth she went, 
Serm'd that of one, bom with a right 

To walk some heavenlier element. 
And tread in places where her feet 
A star at every step should meet. 
'T was not alone that loveliness 

By v»liicli the wiWer'd sense is caught — 
Of lips, wllo^e very !>reatli could bless — 

Of playful blushes, that seem'd nought 

But Uuninons escapes of thought — 
Of eyes that, when by anger stirr'd, 
Were (ire itself, but, at a word 

Of tentlerness, all soft became 
As thou;;h they could, like the sun's bird, 

Dissolve away in their own flame — 
Of form, as pliant as the shoots 

Of a young tree, in vernal llower; 
Yet round and glowing as the fruits 

That drop from it in summer's hour — 
T was not alone this loveliness 

That falls to loveliest woman's share. 

Though, even here, her form could spare 
From its own beauty's rich excess 

Enough to make all others fair — 
But 't was the Mind, sparkling about 
Through hervhole frame — the soul, brought out 
To light each cLirm, yet independent 

Of what it lighted, as the sun, 
That shines on (lowers, would be respleo<lcnl 

Were there no flowers to shine upon — 
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T was (bis, all this, in one combined^ 

The unnumbcr'd looks and arts that form 
The glory of young woman-kind 

Taken in their tirst fusion, warm, 

Ere time had chill'd a single charm. 
And slamp'd with such a seal of Mind, 

As gave to beauties, that might be 
Too sensual else, too unrefined. 

The impress of divinity ! 
'T tras this — a union, which the hand 

Of Nature kept for her alone. 
Of every thing most playful, bland, 
Voluptuous, spiritual, grand. 

In angel-naturcs and her own — 
Oh this it was tliat drew me nigh 
One, who seeia'd klu to Heaven as I, 
My bright twin sister of the sky — 
One, in whose love. I felt, were given 

Tlie mixed delights of either sphere, 
All that the spirit seeks in heaven, 

And ail the senses burn for here '. 

Had vre — but hold — hear every part 

Of our sad talc— spite of the pain 
Remembrance gives, when the lixcd darl 

Is stirr'd thus in the wound again — 
Hear every step, so full of bliss. 

And yet so ruinous, lliat led 
Down to the lust dark precipice, 

Where perish'd both— the fall'n, tlie dead! 

From the first hour «hA caught my sight, 
I never left her — day and night 
Hovering unseen around her way, 

And *mid her loneliest musings near, 
I soon could track each thought tliat lay. 

Gleaming within her heart, as clear 

As pebbles witliin brooks appear ; 
And there, among the coundess tliingi 

That keep young hearts for ever glowing, 
Vague wishes, fond imaginings. 

Love-dreams, as yet no object knowing — 
Light, winge<l hopes, that come when bid. 

And rainbow joys that end in weeping. 
And passions, among pure thoughts hid. 

Like serpents under How'rets sleeping — 
'Mong all these feelings — felt where'er 
Young hearts are beating — I saw there 
Proud thoughts, aspirings high — beyond 
Whate'er yet dwelt in soul so fond — 
Glimpses of glory, far away 

Into the bright vague future given. 
And fancies, free and grand, whose play 

Like that of eaglets, is near heaven ! 
With this, too — wliat a soul and heart 
To fall beneath the tempters art! — 
A zeal for knowledge, such as ne'er 
Enshrined itself in form so fair, 
Since that first fatal hour, when Eve, 

With every fruit of Eden blese'd. 
Save only one^ rather than leave 
That one unknown, lost all the rest. 

It was in dreams that first I stole 

With 'gen tic mastery o'er her mind — 



In that rich twilight of the soul, 

When Reason's beam, half hid behiftd 
The clouds*of sense, obscurely gilds 
Each shadowy shape tliat Fancy builds — 
T was then, by that soft light, I brought 

Vague, glimmering visions to her view- 
Catches of radiance, lost when caught. 
Bright labyrinths, tliat led to nought. 

And vistas with a void seen through — 
Dwellings of bliss, that opening shone. 

Then closed, dissolved, and left no trace — 
All that, in short, could tempt Hope on, 

But give her wing no resting-place; 
MfKlf the while, ^tli brow, as yet. 
Pure as the young moon's coronet, 
Through every dream still in her sight. 

The enchanter of each mocking scene. 
Who gave the hope, then brought the bli^it. 
Who said m Behold yon world of light,* 

Then sudden dropp'd a veil between ! 

At length, when I perceived each thought, 
Waking or slcejiing, fix'd on nought 

But these illusive scenes, and me, 
The phantom, who l/htts came and went. 
In half reveal men ts, only meant 

To madden curiosity — 
When by such various arts I found 
Her fancy to its utmost wound. 
One night — 't was in a holy spot. 
Which she for prayer had chosen — a grot 
Of purest marble, built below 
Her gardcp beds, through which a giow 
From lamps invisible then stole. 

Brightly pervading all the place — 
Like that mysterious light, the soul. 

Itself unseen, sheds through the face — 
There, at her altar while she knelt. 
And all that womaU'Cver felt, 

WMien God and man both claim'd her sighs- 
Every warm thought that ever dwelt. 

Like summer clouds, 'twixt earth aad skies. 

Too pure to f.ill, too gross to rise, 

Spoke in her gestures, tones, and eye». 
Thus, by the tender light, which lay 
Dissolving round, at if its ray 
Was breathed from her, 1 heard her say: — 

« Oh, idol of my dreams! whate'er 

Thy nature be — human, divine. 
Or but half heavenly — still too fair. 

Too heavenly to be ever mine! 

M Wonderful Spirit, who dost make 

Slumber so lovely that it seems 
No longer life to live awake, 

Since Heaven itself descends in dreams. 



« Wljy do lever lose thee? why — 

When on thy realms and thee I gaze — 

Still drops that veil, which I could die, 
Oh gladly, but one hour to raise? 

tf Long ere such miracles as thon 

And thine came o'er my thoughts, a thirst 
For light was in this soul, which now 

Thy looks have into passion nursed. 
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« There 's nothing bright above, below, 
In sky — earth — oceaD, that this breast 

Doth not intensely bum to know, 

And thee, thee, thee, o'crall the rest! 

« Then come, oh Spirit, from behind 
The curtains of thy'radiant home, 

Whetlier liioii wouldst as God be shrined, 
()r ioved and clnsp'd as mortal, come ! 

« Bring all thy daziling wonders here, 
That I may wakiug know and see — 

Or waft me hence to thy own sphere. 
Thy heaven or — ay, even that witff^thee ! 

<( Demon or God, who hold'st the book 
Of knowledge spread beneath thine eye, 

Give me, with thee, but one bright look 
Into its leaves, and let me die! 

« By those ethereal'wingR, whose way 
Lies through an element, so fraught 

With floating Mind, that, as they play, 
Their every movement is a thought ! 

« By that most precious hair, between 
Whose golden clusters the sweet wind 

Of Paradise so late hath been. 
And left its fragrant soul behind ! 

M By those impassion'd eyes, that melt 
Their fight into the inmost heaiC, 

Like sunset in the waters, felt 
As molten fire through every part, — 

« I do implore thee, oh most bright 
And worshipp'd Spirit, shine but o'er 

My waking wondering eyes this night. 
This one bless'd night — I ask 00 more I » 

Exhausted, breathless, as she said 
These burning words ^cr languid head 
Upon the altar's steps she cast. 
As if that brain-throb were its last- 
Till, startled by the breathing, nigh, 
Of lips, that echoed back her sigh, 
Sudden her brow again she raised. 

And there, just lighted on the shrine. 
Beheld me — not as I had blazed 

Around her, full of light divine. 
In her late dreams, but soften'd down 
Into more mortal grace — my crown 
Of flowers, too radiant for this world. 

Left hanging on yon starcy steep; 
My wings shut up, like banners furi'd, 

When Peace hath put their pomp to sleep; 

Or like autumnal clouds, that keep 
Their lightnings sheathed, rather than mar 
The dawning hour of some young star — 
And nothing left but what heseem'd 

The accessible, though glorious mate 
Of mortal woman — whose eyes beam'd 

B.ick upon hers, as passionate: 
W^hose ready heart brought flame for flame, 
W^hose sin, whose madness waa tlie same, 



And whose soul lost, in thtt one hour, 
For her and for her love — oh more 

Of Heaven's li^lit than even the power 
Of Heaven itself could now restore ! 

And yet tluithour! 



The Spirit here 

Stopped in his utterance, as if words 
Gave way beneath the ^ild career 

Of his then rushing thoughts — like chords, 
Midway in some enthusiast's song. 
Breaking beneath a touch too strong — 
While the cicnch'd hand upon the brow 
Told how remembrance throbb'd there now ! 
But soon 't was o'er — that casual blaze 
From the sunk fire of other days, 
That relic of a flame, whose burning 

Had been too fierce to be relumed, 
Soon pass'd away, and the youth, turning 

To his bright listeners, thus resumed ; — 

Days, months elapsed, and, though what most 

On earth I sigh'd for was mine, all, — 
Yet — was I happy ? God, thou know'st 
Howe'er they smile, stnd feign, and boast, 

What happiness is theirs, who fall I 
T was bitterest anguish — made more keen 
Even by the love, the bliss, between 
Whose throbs it came, like gleafns of bell 

In agonizing cross-light given 
Atliwart the glimpses they who dwell 

In purgatory catch of heaven ! 
The only feeling that to me 

Sccm'd joy, or rather my sole rett 
From aching misery, was to see 

My young, proud, blooming LiLis bless'd — 
She, the fair fountain of all ill 

To my lost soul — whom yet its thirst 

Fervidly panted after still, 

And found the charm fresh as at first ! — 
To see her happy — to reflect 

Whatever beams still round meplay'd 
Of former pride, of glory wreck'd. 

On her, my Moon, whose light I made. 

And whose soul worshipp'd even my shade- 
This was, 1 own, enjoyment — this 
My sole, last lingering glimpse of blia. 
And proud she was, bright creature ! — proud. 

Beyond what even most queenly stirs 
In woman's heart, nor would have bow'd 

That beautiful young brow of hers 
To aught beneath the First above. 
So high she deem'd her Cherub's love ! 

Then, too, that pission, hourly growing 

Stronger and stronger — to which even 
Her love, at times, gave way— of knowin^^ 

Every thing strange in earth and heaven; 
Not only what God loves to show, 
But all that He hath seal'd below 
In darkuevs for man not to know^ 
Even this desire, alas, ill-«iarr'd 

And btal as it was, I sought 
To feed each minute, and unbarr'd 

Such realms of wonder on her thought. 
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As DC er, till then, had let thHr ii{;ht . 

Escape 'on any mortars u^ht ! 

Id the deep earth — beneath the sea — 

Through caves of fire — through wilds of air — 
Wherever sleeping Mystery 

Had spread her curtain, we were there — 
Love still beside us, as we went, 
At home in each ncvr element. 

And sure of worship every vrhcre ! 

Then first was Nature taught to lay 

The wealth of all her kingdoms d«wn 
At woman's worshipp'd feet, and say, 

« Bright creature, this is ail thine own !» 
Then first were diamonds caught — like eyes 
Shining in darkness — by surprise. 
And made to light the conquering way 
Of proud young Ueauty with their ray. 
Then, too, the pearl from out its shell,' 

Lnsightlyin the sunless sea 
(As *t were a spirit forced to dwell 

In form unlovely), was set free. 
And round tlie neck of woman threw 
A light it lent and borrow'd too. 
For never did this maid — whatc'gr 

Tlie ambition of tlie hour — forget 
Her sex's pride in being fair, 
Nor that adornment, tasteful, rare, 

Which makes the mighty magnet, wt 

Id Woman's form, more mighty yet. 
Nor was there aught within the range 

Of my swift wing in sea or air. 
Of beautiful, or grand, or stran{;e. 
That, quickly as her wish could change, 

I did not seek with such fond care, 
That when I 've seen her look above 

At some bright star admiringly, 
I Ve said, « nay, look not there, my love, 

Alas, I cannot give it thee !» 

Bat not alone the wonders found 

Through Nature's realm — the unveil'd, material, 
Yiiible glories that hang round. 
Like lights, through her enchanted ground — 

But whatsoe'er unseen, ethereal. 
Dwells ^r away from human sense, 
Wrapp'd in its own intelligence — 
The mystery of that Counlaiii-hcad, 

From which all vital .spirit runs, 
All breath of life where'er t is shed. 

Through men or angels, flowers or suns — 
The workings of the Almighty Mind, 
When first o'er Chaos he dcsign'd 
The outlines of this world; and through 

That spread of darkness — like the bow, 
Call'd out of rain-clnuds, hue by hue — 

Saw the grand gradual picture grow!— 
The covenant with human kind 

Which God has made — the chains of Fate 
He round himself and them hath twined. 

Till his high task he consummate — 

Till good from evil, love from hate, 
Shall be work'd out through sin and pain, 
And Fate shall loose her iron chain, 
And all be free, be bright again I 



Such were tlie deep-drawn mysteries. 

And some, perhaps, even more profound. 
More wildering to the mind than these, 

W^hich— far as woman's thought could sound. 
Or a fallen outlaw'd spirit reach — 
She dared to learn, and I to teach. 
Till— fill'd with tnch unearthly lore. 

And minghng the pure light it brings 
With much that Fancy had, before. 

Shed in felse tinted glimmerings — . 
The enthusiast girl spoke out, as one 

Inspired, among her own dark race. 
Who from their altars, in the sun 
Left standing halAidorn'd, would run 

To gaze upon her holier face. 
And, though but wild the things she spoke. 
Yet 'raid that play of error's smoke 

Into fair shapes by fancy curl'd, 
Some gleams of pure religion broke — 
Glimpses that h/ive not yet awoke, 

But startled the still dreaming workl! 
Oh ! many a truth, remote, sublime. 

Which God would from the minds of mm 
Have kept conccal'd, till his own time. 

Stole out in these revealments then — 
Revealmet\t8 dim, that have fore-run, A 
By ages, the bright, Saving One!' 
Like that imperfect dawn, or light 

E<icaping from the Zodiac's signs. 
Which makes the doubtful east lialf bright 

Before the real morning shines ! 

Thus did some moons of bliss go by — 

Of bliss to lipr, who saw but love 
And knowledge throughout earth and sky; 
To "^ hose enamour'd soul and eve. 
I seem'd, as is the sun on high, 

The light of all below, above, 
The spirit of sea, land, and air. 
Whose influence, felt every where. 
Spread from its centre, her own heart. 
Even to the world's extremest part — 
While through that world her reinless mind 

Had now career'd so ^st and far. 
That earth itself seem'd left behind. 
And her proud fancy, uncon fined, 

Already saw heaven's ga^s a-jar! 

Happy enthusiast ! still, oh still, 
Spite of my own heart's mortal chill. 
Spile of that double-fronted sorrow. 

Which looks at once before and back. 
Beholds the yestenlay, the morrow. 

And sees both comfortless, both black 

Spite of all this, I could have still 

In her delight forgot all ill; 

Or, if pain would not be forgot. 

At least have borne and murmur'd not. 

When thoughts of an offended Hearen, 

Of sinfulness, which I — even I, 

* It it ib«opiaSoa ottttmr nf the Fatbert, tbat th«ka««l*d(« . 

ibe bea beat pottetteJ of the Providrnce of Cod, « fntar* Oat*. 

other lublimr doctrinei of Chmtianiiy, was derived frvMB tW rrrrf 
larr rcTelatioot of th—t fallen asgcb to tho woaiea of ••rtk.— V 
Not*. 
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Whilr down its Ktecp most headloag driven, — 
Well knew could never b^ forgiven. 

Came o'er me ^iili an agony 
Beyond all reach of mortal woe, — 
A turture kept for tho>e who know. 
Know every thing, and, worst of all, 
Know and love virtue v^hile they ^•liUHL 
Even thfn her presence had the powe^^ 

To sooih, to warm, — nay, even (o bl ei > ■ 
If ever bliss could graft its flower 

Oii stem so full of bitterness — 
Even then her glorious sraile to me 

brought warmth and ndiance. if not balm. 
Like moonlight on a troubled sea, 

Brighteuiug the storm it cannot raltn. 
Oft, tQO, when that dishcarteuintf fear, 

Wliich all who love beneaith the sky 
Feel, when they gaze on what is dear— 

The droadful thought that it must die! 
That desolating thought, which comes 
Into men's hippirst hours and homes; 
Whose melancholy boding Hiogs 
Death's shadow o'er the brigiilest tbingt, 
Sicklies the input's bloom, and spreads 
Thegrbve beneath young lovers' beads! 
This fear, so sad to all — to me 

Most full of sadness, from |he thought • 
"tb^ I must still live on, when she 
^V^ulrl, like the snow that qa the sea 

Fell ye^tead^, in vain he sought— 
That Heaiien to me the final seal 

Of all eyth's sorrow would deny, 
And I eternally must feel 

The death-pang, without power to die! 
Even thill, her fond endearments — fond 
As a|er twisted the sweet bond 
Twilb heaM and heart — could charm away : 
Before her look no clouds would stay. 
Or, if they did, their gloom was gone, 
Their darkness put a glory on ! 
There seem'd a freshness in ber breath. 
Beyond the reach, the power of death ! 
And then, her voice — oh, who could doubt 
That 'l would for ever thus breathe out 
A music, hke the harmony 
Of the tuned (frbs, too sweet to die ! 
While in her lip's awakening touch 
There thrill'd a life ambrosial — such 
As mantles in the fruit steep'd throogh 
With Eden's most delicious dew — 
Till I could almost think, though known 
And loved as human, they had grown 
By bliss, celestial as my own ! 

Bnt 't is not, 't is not for the wrong, 
Tlie guilty, to be happy long; • 

And she, too, now, had sunk within 
The shadow of a tempter's sin — 
Shadow of death, whose withering frown 
Kills whatsoe'er it lights upon — 
Too deep for even her soul to shun 
The desolation it brings down ! 
Listen, and if a tear there be 
Left in your hearts, weep it for me. 



T was on the evening of a day. 
Which we in love had dream'd away; 
In that same garden, where, beneath 
The silent earth, stripp'd of my wreath, 
And furliu{; up those wings, whose light 
For mortiil gaie were else loo bright^ 
I first hrfd btuod before her sight; 
And found myself — oh, ecstasy. 

Which c\mi in pain 1 ne er forget- 
Worshipp'd as only God should be, 

And loved as never man was yet! 
In that same garden we were now. 

Thoughtfully side by side reclining. 
Her eyes turu'd upward, and her brow 

With its own silent fancies shining. 
It was an evening bright and still 

As ever blush'd ou wave or bower. 
Smiling from Heaven, as if nought ill 

Could hiippen in so sweet an hour. 
Yet, 1 remember, both grew sad 

In looking at that lighl-^even she. 
Of heart so fre»h, and brow so glad, 

Felt the mute hour's solemnity. 
And thought she saw. in that repose. 

The death*hour not alone of light, 
But of this whole fair world — the close 

Of all things beautiful and bright— 
Tlie last graud sun-set, in whose ray 
Nature herself died calm away! 

At length, as if some tliought, awaking 

Suddenly, sprung withiu her breast- 
Like a young bird, when day-light breaking 

Startles him from his dreamy nest- 
She turn'd upon me her dark eyes, 

Dilated into that full shape 
They took in joy, reproach, surprise, 

As if to let more soul escape, 
And, playfully as on my head 
Her white hand rested, smiled and said :— > 

« I had, last night, a dream of thee. 
Resembling those divine ones, given. 

Like preludes to sweet minstrelsy. 

Before thou earnest, thyself, from heaven. 

The same rich wreath was on thy brow, 
Daixling as if of star-light made ; 

And these wings, lying darkly now, 
Like meteors round thee flash'd and play'd. 

All bright as in those happy dreams 
Tbou stood'st, a creature to adore 

No less than love, breathing out beams. 
As flowers do fragrance, at each pore ! 

Sudden I felt thee draw me near 

To thy pure heart, where, fondly placed, 

I seem'd withiu the atmosphere 
Of that exhaling light embraced ; 

And, as thou held'st roe there, the flame 
Pass'd from thy heavenly soul to mine, 

Till — oh, too blissful — I became. 
Like thee, all spirit, ull divine. 

35 
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Say, vliy did dream so bright come o'er me, 

If, now I wake, 't is foded, gone? 
When will my Cherub sliioe before me 

Thus radiant, as in heaven he shone? 

« When shall I, waking, be allow'd 
To gaic upon those perfect charms, 

And hold thee thus, without a cloud, 
A chill of earth, within my arms ? • 

M Oh what a pride to say — this, this 

Is my own Angel — all divine, 
And pure, and dauling as he is. 

And fresh from heaven, he 's mine, he s mine ! 

« Think'st thou, were Lilis in thy place, 

A creature of yon lofty skies, 
She would have bid one single grace, 

One glory from her lovers eyes? 

« No, no — then, if thou lov'st like me, 
Shine out, young Spirit, in the blaxe 

Of thy most proud divinity, 

Nor think thou 'Itwoimd this mortal ga/r. 

M Too long have I look'd doating on 
Those ardent eyes, intense even thus — 

Too near the stars themselves have gone, 
To fear aught grand or luminous. 

« Then doubt me not — oh, who can say 
But that this dream may yet come true, 

And my blest spirit drink thy ray 
Till it beeomei> all heavenly too? 

« Let me this once but feel the flame 
Of those spread wings, the very pride 

Will change my nature, and this frame 
By the mere touch be deified !» 

Thus spoke the maid, as one, not used 
To be by man or God refused — 
Ai one, who felt her influence o'er 

All creatures, whatsoe'er they were. 
And, though to heaven she could not soar. 

At least would bring down heaven to her! 

Little did she, alas, or I — 

Even I, whose soul, but half-way yet 
Immerged in sin's obscurity, 
Was as the planet where we lie. 

O'er half whose disk the sun is set- 
Little did we foresee the fate. 

The dreadful — how can it be told? 
Oh God! such anguish to relate 

Is o'er again to feel, behold ! 
But, charged as 'i is, my heart must speak 
Its sorrow out, or it will break! 

Some dark misgivings had, I own, 

Pass'd for a moment through my breast — 

Fears of some danger, va^'ue, unknown. 
To one, or both — something uubless'd 
To happen from this proud request. 

But soon these boding fancies fled ; 
Nor saw I ought tliat could forbid 

Mv full revealment, save the dread 



Of that first daizle, that unhid 

And bursting glory on a Ikl 
Untried in heaven — and even this fbire 
She might, by love's own nursing care, 
Be, like young eagles, taught to bear. 
For well I knewthe lustre shed 
From my rich flpp» when proudliett spread. 
Was, in its nature, lambent, pure, 

Ahd innocent as is the light 
The glow-worm lidngs out to allure 

Her mate to her green bower at night. 
Oft had I, in the mid-air, swept 
Through clouds in which the lightning slept. 
As in his lair, ready to spring. 
Yet waked hita not — though from my wing 
A thousand sparks fell flittering! 
Oft too when round me from above 

The fealiier'd snow (which, for its whiteness. 
In my pure days I used to love) 
Fell like the moultings of Heaven's IVove, — 

So harmless, though so full of brighlocss, 
W^as my brow's wreath, that it would shake 
From off its flowers each downy flake 
As deKcaie, unmelled, feir. 
And cool as they had 6illen there ! 
Nay even with idLis — had I not 

Around ker slvep in splendour come — 
Hung o'er each besmty, nor forgot 

^To print my radiant lips qn some T 
And yet, at morn, from that repair, ^ # 

Had she not waked, unscallustt and bright, ^ 
As doth the pure, unconscious rose, » 

Though by the fire-fly kiss'd all ni(;ht ? 
Even when the rays I scatter'd stole 
Intensesi to her dreaming soul. 
No thrill disturb'd the insensate frame — 
So subtle, so refined that flame. 
Which, rapidly as lightnings melt 

The blade within the unliarm'd sheath, 
Cin, by the outward form unfelt. 

Reach and dissolve the soul beneath ! 

Thus having (as, alas, deceived 

By my sin's blindness, I believed) 

No cause for dread, and those black eyes 

There fix'd upon me, eagerly • 

As if tliQ unlocking of the skies 

Then waited but a sign from mc — 
How was I to refuse? how say 

One word that in her heart could stir 
A fear, a doubt, but that each ray 

I brought from heaven bclong'dtn her * 
Slow from her side I rose, wliile she 
Stood up, too, mutely, tremblingly. 
But not wilii fear — all hope, desire. 

She wailed for the awful boon. 
Like priestesses, witli eyes of fire 

Watching tbe rise of the full moou. 

Whose beams — they know, yet cannot shun 

Will madden litem when look'd upon!- 
Of all my glories, the bright crown. 
Which, when I last from heaven came dowu. 
I left — sec, where those clouds afar 

Sail through the west — there hangx it vet. 
Shining remote, more like a star 

Than a fallen angel's coronet — 
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Of all my glories, this aioae 

Was waniing^but the illumined brwv, 
The (iirls, like (end^ that had grown 

Out of the sun — the eyes, that now 
Had love's lip.ht added to their own. 
And slied a blaze, before unknown ^ 
Even to tliems<>lves— the unfolded widfl. 
From which, as from two radiant sprinfp, 
Sp.irkli's fell fast around, like spray — 
All 1 could brinj of heaven's array. 

Of that rich panoply of charms 
A cherub moves in, on the dpy 
Of his best pomp, I now put on; 
And, proud that in her eyes I shone 

Thus (jlorious, glided to her arms, 
Which still (though at a sight so splendid 

Her dazzled brow had instantly 
Sunk on her breast) were wide extended 

To clasp the form she durst not see! 

Great Go<l! how conld thy vengeance light 
So bitterly on one so bright? 
How could the hand, that (jave sdch charms. 
Blast them again, in love's owli arms? 
Scarce Yiad I touch'd her shriuki^ frame. 

When — oh most horrible! — I fell ^ 
That every spark of that pure flame — 

Pure, while among the stars I dwelt — 
Was now by my transgression tum'd 
Into gross, <Arllily fire, yhlfch bum'd, 
Bum'd all i^toucli'd, as fast as eye 

Could follovv^he fierce ravening flashet, 
Tdl there — oh God, I still ask why • 

Such doom was hers ? — I ««»w her lie 

Ulack'ning within my arms to a^hes ! 
Thott cheeks, a glory*l)ut to see — 

Tho^ lips, whose^touch was what the first 
Fresh cup of immortality 

Is to a new-made angel's thirst ! 
Those arms, within whose gentle round. 
My heart's horizon, the whole bound 
Of its hope, prospect, heaven was found! 
Whicli, even in this dread moment, fond 

As when they first were round me cast. 
Loosed not in death the fatal bond, 

Dut. burning, held mc to the last — 
That hair, from under whose dark veil. 
The snowy neck, like a white sail 
At moonlight seen 'twixt wave and wave. 
Shone out by gleams— that hair, to save 
But one of who^e long glossy wreaths, 
I could have died ten thousand deatlis! — 
All, nil, that seem'd, one minute since, 
So full of love's own redolence, 
Now, parch'd and black, before me lay. 
Withering in agony away ; 
And mine, oh misery! mine the flame. 
From which this desolation came — 
And I the fiend, whose foul caress 
Uad blaiited ail that loveliness ! 

T was madd'ning, 't was — but hear even worse-^ 
Dad death, death only, been the curse 
I brought upon her — had the doom 
But ended here, when her young bloom 



I Lay in the dust, and did the spirit 
^ No part of that fell curse inherit, 
T were not so dreadful — but, come near — 
Too shocking 't is for earth to hear — 
Just when her eyes, in fading, look 

Their last, keen, agonized farewell. 
And look'd in mine with — oh, that look ! 

Avenging Power, whate'erthe hell 
Thou may'si^tQ human souls assign. 
The memory of that look is mine ! — 
In her hist struggle, on my brow 

Her ashy lips a kiss impress'd. 
So withering ! — 1 feel it now — 

Twas tire — but fire, even more anbless'd 

Than was my own, and like that flame, 
The angels shudder but to name, 
Hell's everlasting element ! 

Deep, deep it pierced into my brain, 
Madd'ning and torturing as it wrat. 

And here — see here, the mark, the stain 
It left upon my front — burnt in 
By that last kiss of love and sin — 
A brand, which even tlie wreathed pride 
Of these bright curls, still forced aside 
By its foul contact, cannot bide ! 

But is it thus, dread Providence— 

Can it, indeed, be thus, that she. 
Who, but for one proud, fond offence. 

Had hooour'd Heaven itself, should be 
Nowdoom'd — I cannot speak it — no. 
Merciful God ! it is not so — 
Never could lips divine have said 
Tlie fiat of a faio so dread. 
And yet, that look — that look, so fraught 

With more than anguish, with despair — 
That new, fierce fire, resembling nought 

In heafen or earth — this scorch I bear ! — 
Oh, — for the first time that these knees 

Have bent before thee since my fall. 
Great Power, if ever thy decrees 

Tliou couldst for prayer like mine recal. 
Pardon that spirit, and on me. 

On me, who taught her pride to err, 
Shed out each drop of agony 

Thy burning phial keeps for her! 
See, too, where low beside roe kneel 

Two other outcasts, wlio, though gone 
And lost themselves, yet dare to feel 

And pray for that poor mortal one. 
Alas, too well, too well they know 
Tlie pain, the penitence, the woe 
That Passion brings down on the best. 
The wisest and the loveliest. — 
Oh, who is to l>e saved, if such 

Bright erring souls are not forgiven? 
So loth they wander, and so much 

Tlieir very wanderings lean tow'rds heaven ' 
Again I cry, Just God, transfer 

That creature's sufferings all to me — 

Miue, mine the guilt, the torment be — 
To save one minute's pain to her, 

Let mine last all eternity ! 
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He paiued, and to Uie earth bent dovn 

His throbbing head; while they, who felt 
That anony as 'I were ihcir own. 

Those angel youths, beside him knelt. 
And, in the night's still silence there, 
While mouriifiilly each wandering air 
PI ly'd in those plumes, that never more 
To (heir lost home in heaven must soar, 
Breath'd inwardly the voiceless pwayer, • ^ 
Unheard by all but Mercy's ear — 
And which if Mercy did not hear, ' 
Oh, God w«uld not be what this bright 

And glorious universe of his, 
This world of beauty, goodness, light. 

And endless lov^, proclaims He 15 / 

Not long they knell, when, from a wood 
That crown'd that airy solitude, 
They heard a low, uncertain sound. 
As from a lute, that just had found 
Some happy theme, and murmur'd round 
The new-born fancy — with fond tone. 
Like that of ring-dove o'er her brood — 
Scarce thinking aught so sweet its owu ! 
Till soon a voice that match'd as well 

Tliat gentle instrument, as suits 
The sea-air 10 an ocean-shell 

(So kin iu spirit to the lute's). 
Tremblingly follow'd tlie soft strahi. 
Interpreting its joy, its pain. 

And leading the light wings of words 
To many a thought that else had Iain ' 

Unfledged and mute among th* chords. 

All started at the sound— but chief 

The third young Angel, in whose face, • 
Though faded like the others, grief 

Had left a gentler, holier, trace ; 1 

As if, even yet, through pain and ill, 
Hope had not quit him — as if hill 
Her precious pearl in sorrow's cup, 

Unmelted at llie bottom lay. 
To shine again, when, all drunk up. 

The bilierness should p iss away. 
Chiefly did he, though in his eyes 
There shoiie more pleasure than surprise. 
Turn to the wood, from whence that sound 

Of solitary ^weetness broke. 
Then, listening, look delighted round 

To his bright peen, while thus it spoke :-» 

« Come, pray with me, my seraph love, 
ftly angel-lord, come pray with me; 

Id vain to night my lip hath strove 

To send one holy prayer above— 

The knee may bead, the Up may move, 
But pray I cannot without thee! 

« 1 've fed tlie altar in my bower 

With droppings from the incense-tree; 

I 've shcher'd it from wind and shower. 

But dim it burns the livelong hour, 

As if, like me, it had no power 
Of life or lustre, without thee! 

M A boat at midnight sent alone 
To drift upon the moonless sea. 



A lute, whose leading chord is gone, 
A wounded birdf that hath but one ^ 
Imperfect wing to soar upon, ^ 
Are like what I am without thee ! 

• Then ne'er, mv spirit-love, divide. 
In life or death, thyself from roe; 

But when again, in sunny pride. 

Thou walk'st through Eden, let me glide, 

A prostrate sRadow, by llyf side-* 
Oh, happier thus than without theeiw 

The song had ceased, when from the wood — 

jVhere curving down that airy hrfght. 
It reach'd the spot on which they stood — 

There suddenly shone out a light 
From a clear lamp, which, as it blaied , ' 
Across the brow of one who raised 
The flame aloft (as if to throw 
Its light upon thit group below), 
Display'd two eyes, sparkling between 
The dusky leaves, 'suchtis are seen 
By fancy only, in those faces. 

That haunt a poet's wiik at even. 
Looking from out tklir leafy places 

Upon his dreams «Bbve and heaven. 
T was but a inflbent — the blush, brought 
O'er all iier features at tlie thought 

Of being seen thus late, alone. 
By any but the eyes she sought, . 

Had scarcely for an instaiyt Ihone 

Through the dark leaves when she yrm f/kKkt 
Gone, Kke a meteor that o'erhead o 
Suddenly shines, and, ere we 've said, 
« Look, look, how beautifulln — 'tis fled. 

•♦ 
Yet, ere she went, the words, « I c<yne, 

I come, my Nama,» reach'd her ear. 

In that kind voice, familiar, dear. 
Which tells of conKdence, of home,— 
Of habit, that hath drawn hearts near, 
Till they grow one — of faith sincere. 
And all that Love mo!(t loves to hear ! 
A music, breathing of the past. 

The present, and the time to be. 
Where Hope and Memory, to the last. 

Lengthen out life's true harmony ! ' 

Nor long did he, whom call so kind 
Summon'd away, remain behind; 
Nor did there need much time to tell 

What they— alas, more fallen than he 
From happiness and heaven — knew well. 

His gentler love's short history! 

Thus did it run — not as he told 

The tale himself, but as *t is graved 
Upon the tablets that, of old. 

By Cham were from the deluge saved. 
All written over with sublime 

And saddening legends of the unbleat 
But glorious spirits of that time. 

And this young Angel's 'rnong the 
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Among the Spirits, of pure flame. 

That round the Almighty Throne abwie — 
Circles of Ii(;ht, that from the same 

Eternal centre sweeping wide. 

Carry its beams on every side 
(Like spheres of air that waft aroond 
The undulatfons of rich sound), «> 
Till the far-circling radiance be 
Diffused into infinity! 
First and immediate near the Throne, 
As if peculiarly God's own. 
The Seraphs ' 8fand~-this burning sign 
Traced on tMlir banner, « Love Divine!* 
Their rank, their honours, f»r above 

Even those to high-brow'd Cherubs given. 
Though knowing all — so much doth Love 

Transcend all jinowledge, even in heaven! 
'Mong these was Zaraph once — and none 

E'er felt affection's holy fire. 
Or yearn'd towards the Eternal One, 

T\'ith half such longing, de< 
Love was to his impassion'd 

Not, as with others, a mere part 
Of its existence, but the whole — 

The vesy life-breath of his heart! 

Often, when from the Alnaighty brow 

A luKtre came too bright to bear. 
And all theserafA ranks would bow 

Their heads beneath their wingt, n*r dare 

To look upon the effulgence lhere->- 
This Spirit*s eyes woftld court the bflize 

(Sueh pride he i» adoring took). 
And rather lose, in that one gate. 

The power of looking than not look! 
Then too, when angel voices sung 
f Tt^e mercy of their God, and strung 
Their harps to hail, with welcome sweet. 

The moment, watch'd for by all eyes, 
When some repentant sinner's feet 

First touch'd the threshold of the skies. 
Oh then how cleariy did the voice 
Of Zaraph above all rejoice ! 
Love was in every buoyant tone, 

Such love as only could belong 
To tlie blest angels, and alone 

Could, even from angels, bring inch song \ 

Alas, that it should e'er have been 

The same in heaven as ic is here, 
Where nothing fond or bright is seen. 

Rut it hath pain and peril near— 
Where right and wrong so close resemble, 

That wint we take for virtue's thrill 
Is often the first downward tremble 

Of the heart's balance into ill — 
Where Love hath not a shrine so pure, 

So holy, but the serpent. Sin, 
In moments even the most secure. 

Beneath his altar may glide in ! 

* Tb« Scraphifli ar« Uit SpiriM of DiviM Lt«. S m lf««t. 



I So was it with that Angel — such 

The charm that sloped his foil along 
From good to ill, from loving much, 

Too easy lapse, to loving wrong.— 
Even so that amorous ^^pirit, bound 
By beauty's spell, where'er 't was found. 
From the bright things above the moon, 

Down to earth's beaming eyes descended. 
Till love for tlie Creator soon 

In passion for the creature ended ! 



T was first at twilight, on the shore 

Of the smooth sea, he beard the lute 
And voice of her he loved steal o'er 

The silMMraters, that lay mule. 
As loth;i ^Be n a breath, to stay 
The pilgnlPfe of that sweet lay; 
Whose echoes still went on and on, 
Till lost among the light that shone 
Far off beyond the ocean's brim — 

There, wlifcre the rich cascade of day 
Had, o'er the horixon's golden rim, i 

Into Elysium roll'd away! 
Of God she sung, and of the mild 

Attendant Mercy, that beside 
His awful throne for ever smiled. 

Ready vrith her white hand, to guide 
His bolts of vengeance to their prey — 
That she anight quench them on the way! 
Of Peace — of that Atoning Love, 
Upon whose star, shining above 
This twilight world of hope and fear. 

The weeping eyes of Faith are fiz'd 
So fond, that with imt every tear 

The liglit of that love-star is roix'd ! — 
All tliu she sung, and such a soul 

Of piety was in tliat song, • 

That the charm 'd Angel, as it stole 

Tenderly to his ear, along 
Those lulling waters, where he lay 
Watching the day-light's dying ray, 
Thought 't was a voice from out the wave, 
An echo that some spirit give 
To Eden's distant harmony, 
Heiiird faint and sweet beneath the sea ! 

• 

Quickly, however, to its source, 
Tracking lh.it music's melting course. 
He saw upon the golden sand 
Of the sea-shore a maiden stand. 
Before whose feet the expiring waves 

Flung their lust tribute with a sigh — 
As, in the East, exhau$ted slaves 

Lay down the for-broughtgift, and die — 
And, white her lute hung by her, hiuh'd. 

As if une(|ual to the tide 
Of song, that from her lips still gush'd. 

She raised, like one beatified. 
Those eyes, whose light seem'd rather given 

To be adored than to adore — 
Such eyes as may Itave look'd from hcn?eo. 

But ne'er were raised to it before! 

Oh Love, Religion, Music— all 
That s left of Eden upon earth— 
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The only blessings, since the hJl 
Of our weak souls, that still recal 

A trace of their high glorious births- 
How kindred arc the dreams you bring! 

How Love, tl>ough unto earth so prone, 
Delfghts to take Religion's wing, 

When time or grief hath stain'd his own ! 
How near to Love's beguilitag brink, 

Too oft, entranced Religion Hes ! 
While Music, Mu^ic is the link 

They both still hold by to the skies, 
The language of their native sphere. 
Which tliey had else forgotten here. 






How then could Zaraph fail to feel 
That moment's witcheries? — one so 

Breathing out music that might steal 
Heaven from ilbelf, and rapt in prayer 
That seraphs might be proud to share ! 

Oh, he did feel it — f.ir too well — 

Willi warmth that much too dearly cosf— 

Nor kncu^e, ^hen at last he fell. 

To whiclKttraciion, to which spell. 

Love, Music, or Devotion, most 

His soul in that sweet hour was lost. 

Sweet was tlie hour, though dearly won, 

And pure, as aught of earth could be, 
For then first did the glorious sun • 

Before Religion's altar see 
Two hearts in wedlock's golden tie 
Self-pledged, in love to live and die — « 

Then first did woman's virgin brow 

That hymeneal chaplet wear, ** 
Which, when it dies, no second vow 

Can bid a new one bloom out there — 
Bless'd union! by that angel wove. 

And worthy from such bauds to come ; 
Safe, sole asylum, in which Love, 
When fallen or exiled from above, 

In this dark world can find a home. 

And, tl)«ugh the Spirit had transgress'd. 
Had, from his sution mong the bicss'd. 
Won down by woman's smile, allow'd 

Terrestrial passion to breathe o'er 
The mirror of his heart, and cloud 

God's imngf, there so bright before — 
Yet never did that God look down 

On error with a brow so mild ; 
Never did justice launch a frown 

That, ere it fell, so neariy smiled. 
For gentle was their love, with awe 

And trembling like a treasure kept. 
That was not theirs by holy law. 
Whose beauty with remorse they saw, 

And o'er whose preciousness they wept. 
Humility, that low, sweet root, 
From which all heavenly virtues shoot, 
Was in the hearts of both — but most 

In Nama's heart, by whom alone 
Tliosc charms, for which a heaven was lost, 

Seem'd all unvalued and unknown ; 
And when her Seraphs eyes she caught. 

And hid hers glowing on his breast, 



Even bliss was hainbled by the thoogfab 
« What claim have I to be so bless'dw 

Still less could maid so meek l|ave nursed 
Desire of knowledge — that vain thirst. 
With which th%iex hath all been cursed. 
From luckiest Eve to her who near 
The Tabernacle stole, to hear • 

The secrets of the Angels — no— 

To love as her own seraph loved. 
With Faith, the same through bliss and 

Faith that, were even its light removed. 
Could, like the dial, fix'd remain, 
Ao^lyait till it shone out again — 
With Patience that, though often bow'd 

By the rude storm, can rise anew. 
And Hope that, even from Evil's douil. 

Sees sunny (>ood half breaking through! 
This deep, relying Love, worth more 
In heaven than all a cherub's lore — 
This Faith, more sure thaiijaught beside, 
Was the sole joy, ambition, pridb, 
Of her fond heart — the unreasoning scope 

Of all its views, above, below — 
So true she felt it tlil|Ml hope. 

To trust, is happierlnkn to know. 

m 

And thufl^n hupibleness they trod, " 

Abash'd, but pure before their God ; 
Nor e'er did earth behold a sight 

§0 meekly beautiful as thUy, 
When, ^ith the altar's holy light 

Full on thW brows, they knelt to ^ay. 
Hand within hand, and tide by side. 
Two links of lowe, awhile untied 
From the great chain above, but 6tsC 
Holding together to the last — * 
Two fallen Splendors from that tree * 
Which buds with such eternally,* 
Shaken to earth, yet keeping all 
Their light and freshness in the fall. 

Their only punishment (as wrong. 

However sweet, must bear its brand), 
Their only doom was this — that, long 

As the green earth and ocean stand, 
They both shall wander here — the same 
Throughout all time, in heart and frame — 
Still looking to that goal sublime, 

Whose light, remote but sure, they see. 
Pilgrims of Love, whose way is Time, 

Whose home is in Eternity ! 
Subject, the while, to all the strife 
True love encounters in this life — 
The wishes, hopes, he breathes in rain ; 

The chill, that turns his warmest sighs 

To eartlUy vapour, ere they rise ; 
The doubt he feeds on, and the pain 

That in his very sweetness lies. 
Still worse, the illusions that betray 

His footsteps to their shining brink; 

f An allutioa lo the Saphirotb* or SpUaJ«r« of the J< 
r«pr««enic<l a* a tree, of vhicb G«d h the crows mr 
NoM. 
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That irmpi him on his desert way 

Through Uui bleak world, to h«nd and driok. 
Where nothing meets his lips, alas. 
But he again must sighiog pass 
On to that far-off home of peace. 
In which alone his thirst will cease. 



All Ihift they hear, but, not the less. 
Have momentji rich in happiness — 
Ble*s'd meetings, after many a day 
Of widowhood past far away, 
When the loved foce again is seen 
Close, close, with not a tear between — 
Confidings frank, without control, 
Pour'd mutually from soul to soul * 
As free from any fear or doubt 

As is that lifjhl from chill or stain. 
The sun into the stars sheds out. 

To he by them shed back again ! — 
Tlial happy minglement of hearts. 

Where, changed as chymic compounds are. 
Each with its own existence parts. 

To find a new one, happier far! 
Such are their joys — and, crowning all, 

Tlia t blessed hope of the bri(;lil hour. 
When, happy and no more to fiiH, 

Their spii|ls shall, with freshen'd power. 
Rise up reiiprded for their trust 4^ 

In Hii«, from whom all goodness ^rfngs. 
And, shaking off earth's soiling dust 

From their emancipaled.wing8, 
Wander for ever through those skies 
Of radiance, where Love never diet ! 

In what lone region of the earth 

These pilgrims now may roam or dwell, 
God and the Angels, who look forth 

To watch their steps, alone can tell. 
But should we, in our wanderings. 

Meet a young pair, whose beauty wants 
But the adornment of bright wings. 

To look like heaven's inhabitants — 
Who shine where'er they tread, and yet 

Are humble in their earthly lot, 
As ts the way-side violet. 

That shines unseen, and were it not 

For its sweet breath would be forgot — 
Whose hearts in every (bought are one. 

Whose voices utter tho same wills, 
Answering as Echo doth, some tone 

Of f.4iry music 'mong the hills. 
So like itself, we seek in vain 
Which is the echo, which the strain— 
Whose piety is love — whose love, 

Though close as *t were their souls' embrace. 
Is not of earth, but from above — 

Like two fair mirrors, face to face. 
Whose light, from one to the other thrown. 
Is heaven's retlection, not (heir Own — 
Should wp e'er meet with aught so pure. 
So perfect here, we may be sure 

There is hut one such pair below; 
And, as we bless them on their way 
Through the world's wilderness, may say, 

« There Zaraph and his Mama go.n 
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PairACK, p. 263, luie tX 

An rrroDfoas traat Ution by lb* LXX. of that v«rM is lb* >iuk 
cb«picr of Ccaecit, etc. 

Thi error of these interpreters (and, it is said, of (he old 
Ipiic version also) was in making it oi A^^iXsr <rov 
'S'tov, « the Angels of God,tt instead •f m the Son$n — a 
mistake which, assisted by the allegorising commenls 
of Philo, and the rhapsodical fictions of the Rook of 
Enoch,' was more than sufficient to aAFect the imagina- 
tions of such half-Pagan writers as Clemens Alexan- 
tulrinus', TafttUian. and Lact<intius,wbo, chiefly, among 
the Fatliert,kave indulged themselves in fanciful reveriet 
upon the subject. The greater number, however, have 
rejected the fiction with indignation. Chrysostom, lo 
his twenty-second Homily upon Genesis, earnestly ex- 
poses its absurdity ; ' and Cyril accounts such a suppo- 
sition as vyyui /Am^tACt » bordering on folly.sl Accord- 
ing to these Fathers (and their opinion has beelf followed 
by all the theologians, down from St Thomas to Caryl 
and Lightfoot^), the term «Sons of God,i* must be un- 
derstood to mean the descendants of Se(h, by Enos — 
a family peculiarly favoured by Heaven, because with 
them men first began to « call upon the name of the 
Lord» — while, by « the daughters of men,* they sup- 
pose that the corrupt race of Cain is designated. The 
probability, however, is, that tne words in question 
ought (o have been translated « tlie sons of the nobles 
or great men,i* as we find Uiem interpreted in the 
Targum of Onkelos fihe most ancient and accurate of 
all theCbaldaic paraphrases), and aa, it appears from 
Cyril, the version of Symmachus also rendered them. 
This translation of the passage removes all difficulty, 
and at once relieves the Sacred History of an extrava- 
gance, which, however it may suit the imagination of 
the poet, is inconsistent with all our notions, both phi- 
losophical and religious. 

Page 363, line 83. 

Tnataiit •■rb mAoipnl. nii^bl and 4ay, 
_Tba etho of Hi* luminooa word '■ 

Dionysius (De Gelest. Ilierarch.) is of opinion, that 
when Isaiah represents the Seraphim as crying out 
u one unto the other,i» his intention is to describe those 



f It ia lamtoiablc to think ibat thii abtnrd predurtioo, of wbirb v« 
BOW know the wholf from Dr L^arcdcv'a lran»laiion, *bould etrr bare 
hr*u coDvidrrrd «• an inapirvd or anibealic work. See iba Prclimmary 
OBkertaiion. prpliied lo ihe Traaaiation. 

* One of ilia arganeoit of Cbrjtotiaoi it, ibat Angela ara no «h«ra 
elae. in ibe Old Traiaaieni, ulled • Sona of Cod. — but bia coiaaiea- 
tator. MonlfdUion, »ho«t ibai ba it miaiakra, and ibat in iba Book of 
Job ibey are to dr«i|;naietl. (r. i. w. 6.) b«lb in ibe original Hebrew 
and the Va'cjie. though not in iba Septuagiat, wbi<b alone, be aaya, 
Chrya<>«ioni read. 

* Lib. ii. GUphyrorum. — Philvairin*, in liia enuBaraiioB of har*> 
•iaa, rla»<e« ihiatiory of iho Ang>-I» among iba number, aad aaya it 
dearrvea only lo ba ranVed «iili ihoaa liriiont aboai g«>da and god- 
deaaea, to whirh iha fancy of ib<> Pa|>aB poei* garabirth;— ■ Sirtiti ^i 
Prfgaaorum ci Pcteiarum menda>fd ancrunt daoa deamua traaafarma* 
to* aefandj ronjuQij commitiiir.* — Da Ila>ra*. Edit. Baail. p. lei. 

* Lighifoot »*j; • Th) tout of God, or ibe mrmbar* of tbe Cbarrb. 
and the progeny of Selb, marrying rarele*«ly and promiamoaaiy wiib 
tbadattghtert of man, erbrood of Cain,* ale. I find in PalrrtMt, ac- 
cording to tbe Sanaaritan a crtion, tbe pliraac nuy b« Bndarataad aa 
maaning • iba Sana of tk» Jmdye$.* — So tarioutJy may iba Hcbre« 
word, Elohia, be iaterpretad. 
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communications of the diving thought and will, which 
are coniinually passing from the higher orders of the 
angels to the lower: — oi<t xau au^cc/c roc/c d'toretrot/c 
"XtfA^tjuL 01 d'foXoT'Oi f «0iy f«rfpoy ^rpoc tot fo-ipoy «i- 
je^«7rf vflii, cAtmt iv Tcc^tt, «0t6«Tif oifttti, J)iX9</v<rffC> 
o<ri T»T d'foXcyijearv yy»0t»y oi 9r^0»<roi o-oic ^t/Ti^oK 
^ffTot/tJofli^.— See also, in the Paraphrase of Pachymer 
upon Dionysius, cnp. 3. rather a striking passage, io 
which he represents all living creatures as being, in a 
stronger or fainter degree, m echoes of'God.n 

Page 264, line 1 g. 

One of Mrth't faimi womtakind 
Rdirreii'd frooi view, or r«lbcr thriaed 
la the cirar crytui of ■ brouk. 



extraordinary reteries of the iVabbins ■ about angdt 
and demons are enumerated — The Questions attributed 
to St Aihanamus — The treatise of Bonaventare upon 
the Wings of the Seraphim * — and, lattJy« tlie pooder- 
out folio of Suarei « dc Angelis,i» where the reader will 
find all thit has ever been fancied or reasoned, npoo 
a subject which only such writers could have contrived 
to render so dull. 

Page 965, line 87. 

Tben fint ib« faul wiac-cap raio'd, etc. 

Some of the circumstances of this story were suggested 
to me by the Eastern legend of the two angels, Harvt 
and Marut, as it U given by Mariti, who say*, that the 
author of the Taalim founds upon it the MahooMrtaa 



This is given upon the authority, or rather accordingg prohibition of wine. The Bahardanosh tells the stocy 



to the fancy, of some of the Fathers, who supf^Mc that 
the women of earth were first seen by the angels in this 
situation ; and St Basil bus even made it the serious 
foundation of rather a rigorous rule for the toilet of 
his foir disciples; adding, la^tvcy yetf tTTurAfAyyfJt^ 
yov^iToy aaixxoc ttau yUut d'lot/ ^^ocJi^ovity yotntuanty 
a<u it AifBfatTQUi Jiat Tait/Tiiv di:rodvit0«ovTai{, d'Tarot/f 
«To/ii^dU. — De Vera Yirginitat. tom. i. p. 747. edit. 
Paris. 1618. 

Page 364, line 11 5. 

The Spirit of yoa beauiceat t^r. 

It is the opinion of Kircher,-Ricciolu8, etc. (and was, 
I believe, to a certaig degree, that of Origen) that the 
stars are moved and directed by intelligences or angels 
who preside over them. Among other passages from 
Scripture in support of this notion, they cite those 
words of the Book of Job, « V'hen the morning stars 
sang together.!* — Upon which Kircher remarks, « Non 
de materialibus intelligitur.M Itin. 1. Isagog. Astronom. 
See also Caryl's most wordy Commentary on the same 
text. 

Page a65, line 3i. 

* Aad lb* brisbt Watcb«n arar tbc tbroo*. 

« The Watchers, the offspring of Heaven, m — Book of 
Enoch. In Daniel also the angels are called watchers: — 
« And behold, a watcher and an holy one came down 
from he4ven.11 iv. i3. 

Page 265, line 79. 

Tbfo, loo, tbal jaicc of aartb, etc. ote. 

For all that relates to the nature and attributes of 
angels, the time of their creation, the extent of their 
knowledge, and the power which they possess, or can 
occasionally assume, of performing such "human fi4ic- 
tions as eating, drinking, etc. etc., I shall refer those 
who are iaqui&itivc upon the subject to the following 
works: — The Treatise upon the Celestial Hierarchy, 
written under the name of Dionysius the Areopagite, 
in which, among much that is heavy and trifling, there 
are some sublime notions concerning the agency of 
these spiritual creatures — The questions « de Cngniiione 
Angelorumn of St Thomas, where he examines most 
prolixly into such puzzliug points as u whether angels 
illuminate each other,* u whether they speak to each 
other,» etc., rtc. — The Thesaurus of Cocreius, contain- 
ing extracts from almost every theologian that has 
written on the subject— The 9th, loth, and nth chap- 
ters, sixth book, of I'Uistoirc des Juift,M where all the 



differently. 

Page 365, line 101. 

Wby, mhj hsr* bapint aogeU eyea? 

Tertullian imagines that the words of St PMil, 
m Woman ought to have a veil on her head,^ on account 
of Hie angeli^n have an evident reference to the filial 
effects which the beauty of women once produced apoo 
these spiritual beings. See the strange p.^ssage of llm 
Father (de Virgin. Velandis), beginning « Si euim prop- 
ter ang«los,w etc. where his editor Pamdius endeavours 
to save his morality, at the expense of hiaJatinity, by 
substituting the word «excussatM for nexciuat.* Sock 
instances of iriMecorum, however, are but too comoioa 
throughout the Flithers, in proof of which I need oaly 
refer to some passages in the same writers treatise, 
« De Anima,i> — to the Second and Third Books of the 
Pasdagogus of Clemens Alexandrinus, and to the in- 
stances which La Mothe le Vayer has adduced firoai 
Chrysostom in his Uexameron Rusitque, Jourafe Se- 
conde. * 

Page 266, line 75. 

Wbcn Locifer, ia falliag. bora , 

Tbc tbird or lb* brigbi aura awJ(. 

• And his tail drew the third part of the stars of 
heaven, and did cast them to the earth.* Revelat. xii. 
4. — « Doceni sancti (says Suarez) suprepnum angelaflt 
traxisse secum teriiam partem stellanun.* Lib. 7. capi;. 

Page 266, line 77. 

Riae. ia c«rtb'a boauly. lo repair 
Tbat loaf of ligbl and (tory tb«r« I 

The idea of the Fathers was, that the vacancies 
sioned in the different orders of.angelti by the fail 



* Tlia foll«iwiBg may Mrvc aa apccinaaaa:— ■ !«■ ■■(•• a« i 
poial la laN^oe cbald^bja* : c'eal poarqaoi its ae portrac p*tat ■ 
lea orauoof d« icai qoi prirat djaa catic laagaa. lis *• 
•OMvaot; ila font dc* crrcera daagercoacs ; car i'Aa^ de la 
•at durgA d« fairc aioorir aa baauae, aa pread qadqaa^laia 

c« qui caaac dc graadi d4«ordrca Ila a*ai< 

cbaaicr dctaai Dieu la caotiquc, Smimt, Saimtett I* IMna ^m 
Biaia ila ne rcnpliatcai rat oftirc qu'oao foia 1« jour. dUaa 
aiaiaa, daaa aa aioia, d«nf aa aa, daaa oa ai^«4«, o« 4«*a FdaaraMi 
L'Aafr qei luiloil cuaira Jacob le prcaaa da Ic laia a ar aMar. laca^w 
I'Aarorc parai. pin-c que c'iioit aaa toar da c^akar l« caMMaa* 
jour-U. re qa'il o'avoil enrora jamaia fciu* 

* Tbia woik («bich, nolwiihauading ila litla. is, p r» fc a M y. q«iM» 
dall af ibe rcti) I bare aoi. roya<-ir, bcra abia lo a««, kaviaf aaaadM 
for it in vain ibrou||b tba Riag'a Library at INirta. ihaiirt a«a>aMd ky 
tlie teal and kiadneaa of M. L,aBQlA« and M. Venpradi, aliuii 
admioiacralion of ihai moat liberal ealablikbaacat, ••titlca tkat 
only for tbe iaimadiata arfett of aach coaduct, bat far iKe 
ritiltaiog example ii bolda forth— to tbe bmoK cordial yrarimda af dt 
whole literary world. 

* Coriotb, it. lo. Dr. Mackoi^t'a TraaaUtioa. 
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to be fiUfKl up from the human racr. There is, how- 
ever, another opinion, backed by papal authority, that 
it was only the tenth order of the Celestial Hierarehy 
that fell, and that, therefore, the promotions which 
occasionally take place from earth are intended for tlie 
completion of that ^rac^ alone: or, as it is explained 
by SaloniuH (Dial, in Eccl.) — « Decern sunt ordines ange- 
lorum, sed unus cecidit per superbiaro, et idcirco boni 
angeli temper laborant, ut de hominibus numeruA adim- 
pleatur, et proveniat a<l perfectum nnmerum, id e^t, 
denarium.n According to some theologians, virgins 
alone are admitted «ad collegium aii^lorum;» but the 
author ' of the » Speculum Pcregrin.imm Quae«tionum» 
rather quei^tions this exclusive privilege :—>u Hoc non 
videtur verum, quia multi, non virgincs, ul Petrus et 
Magdalena, multis etiam virginibus eminentiores tunt.w 
Decad. 2. cap. 10. 

Page 367, line 36. 

'T was Rati. 

I might have chosen, perhaps, some better name, but 
it is meant (like that of Zaraph m the following story) 
to define the particular class of spirits to which the an- 
gel belonged. The author of the Book of Enoch, who 
estimates at 200 the number of angels that descended 
upon Mount llermon, for the purpose of making love 
to the women of earth, has favoured us with tlie name^ 
of their leader and chief; — Samyaxa, Urakabarameel, 
Akibeel, Tamiel, etc. etc. 

In that heretical worship of angels which prevailed, 
to a great degree, during the first ages of Christianity, 
to name them seems to have been one of the most im- 
portant ceremonies; for we find it expressly forbidden 
in one of the Canons (Srith) of the council of Laodicea, 
ovoftat^fiT Tot/c etyy*yQU(, Josephos, too, mentions, 
among the religious riles of the Essenes, their swearing 
to preserve the names of the angels,n — ovt'nfMatn ret 
ran sLy^iXaty cvojUetT<i. MI. Jud. lib. 2. cap. 8. — See 
upon this subject Van Dale,Me Grig, et Progress. Idolo- 
lat cap. 9. 

Page 26-, liuo Z~. 

— .— thote hrigbl cruiarM nam**! 
•Spirit* uf RauwIetlQr. 

The word cherub .si{;aities knowledge — *ro ^yoc>xo> 
At/rmf xxi d'fo^rriXGT, says Dionysius. Uence it is 
that Ezekiel, to express the abundance of their know- 
ledge, represents them as « full of cyes.i» 

Page 267, line 76. 

.Hunraon'J l.i* cbirf assclic pow«rt 
To wilBCM, cir. 

St Augustiu, upon Genesis, seems rather inclined 
to admit that the an^^els had some share ( « aliquod 
ministeriumn) in the creation of Adam and Eve. 

Page 2ti8, line 122. 

I had l>rbplJ thi>ir Fini, tb^ir Eri. 
Bora in that •plendKi PanidiM. 

Whether Eve was created lit Paradise or not is a 
question tliat has been productive of much doubt and 
controversy among the theologianit. Witli respect to 
Adam, it is agreed on all sides that ke was created out- 
side ; and it is accordingly asked, with some warmth, 
by one of the commentators, x why should woman, 

« p. lbflMM«u Sibylla. 



the ignobler creature of the two, be created witfiin T * 
Others, on the contrary, consider this distinction as but 
a fair tribute to the superior beauty and purity of 
women ; and some, in their xeal, even seem to think 
that, if the scene of her creation was not already Para- 
dise, it IxrcaiTie so, immediately upon that eveat, in 
compliment to her. JoMphus it one of lliose who 
think tliat Eve was formed outside; Tertullian, too, 
among the Fathers — and, among the Theologians, 
Ruperius, who, to do him justice, never misses an op- 
portunity of putting on record his ill-will to the sex. 
Pererius, however (and his opinion seems to be coo- 
si<lere<l the most orthodox), thinks it much more con- 
sistent vrith the order of the Mosaic uarratioo, as well 
as with the sentiments of Basil and other Fathers, to 
conclude that Eve was created in Paradise. 

Page 269. line 6. 

Ilrr error. io«. 

The comparative extent of Eve's delinquency, and 
the proportion which it bears to that of Adam, is an- 
otlier point which has exercised the tiresome ingrntiity 
of the Commentators; and they seem generally to agree 
(witli the exception always of Rupertus) that, as she 
was not yet created when the prohibition was issued, 
and therefore could not have heard it (a conclusion 
remarkably confirmed by tlie inaccurate way in which 
she reports it to the serpent,* her sluire in the crime 
of disobedience is considerably lighter than that of 
Adam.^ In corroboration of this view of the matter, 
Pererius remarks that it is to Adam alone the Deity 
addresses his reproaches for having eaten of the for- 
bidden tree, because to Adam alone the order had beeu 
originally promulgated. So br, indeed, does the gal- 
lantry of another commentator, Hugh de St Victor, 
carry him, tliat he looks upon the words m I will put 
enmity between thee and the womann as a proof that 
the sex was from that moment enlisted into the ser- 
vice of Heaven, as the chief foe and obstacle which the 
Spirit of Evil would have to con tend with in his in- 
roads on this world : — k si dcinceps Eva inimica Dia- 
l>olo, ergo fuit grata ct amica Dco.m 

Page 2r>p, Hue 34- 

Call li^r— lliink wImi— hi* Ur« ! hi* l-ifo! 

Chavah (or, as it is in the I^tui version, Eva) has 
the same signification as the Greek, Zoe. 

Epipliauius, among others, is not a little surprised 
at the application of such a name to Eve, so immedi- 
ately, too, after that awful denunciation of death, 
M dust thou art,» etc. etc .4 Some of tha commenta* 
tors think that it was meant as a sarcasm, and spoken 
by Adam, in the first bitterness of his heart,— in the 
same spirit of irony fftay^ Pererius) as that of the Greeks 



< • Cur deninue Etjbi. qa« Adamo igacbilior cral, ftwmtwit imirm 
ParadUam N 

* Rup<-riii« ron«i«t«r« i\\r%r pariatUn at iateaiioBal mmi prtfirica- 
lory, and «* lUr br%t tn»lanir upon rrtoul of a wilful viilMlioB of tb« 
word* or Cud, fur ihr purpnaa o( auiiing iha cerrapt vi«««*a4 pro- 
pciicitirt of liuman nakui«. — lie Trinitat. lib. iii. cap. S. 

> Caictanu*, iad«rd, prononncc* if (<• if* • aiaiBiMa p«crataB.« 

yUI«tV. n*rn. 78. (•(. iS. tarn. i. •dit. Paria, i6aa. 

36 
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in calling their Furies, Eumenides, or Geolie.^ But 
the Bishop of Ghaloa reject* this supposition:— « Ex- 
plodendi sane qui id nominis ah Adamo por ironiam 
inditum uxori suae pulant ; atque quod mortis causa 
csset, amarojoco vitam appelhuse.' 

With a similar feeling of spleen against women, some 
of tlicsc M distillatcurs des Saintes Let ires » (as Bayle 
calls them), in rendering the text « I will make him a 
help meet for liim^tt translate these last words « again$t 
or contrary to liimw (a meaiUDg which, it appears, tlie 
original will hear), and represent them as prophetic of 
those contradictions and perplexities which men expe- 
rience from women in this life. 

It is rather strange that these two instances of per- 
verse commcntatorship should have escaped the re- 
searches of Bayle, in his curious article upon Eve. He 
would have found another subject of discussion, equally 
to his taste, in Gntaker's whiniiiical dissertation upon 
Eve's knowledge of the T«;ty» ^^dtvriXM, and upon 
the notion of Epiplianius that it was taught her in a 
special revelation from Heaven.— Miscellan. lib. it. cap. 
3. p. aoo. 

Page 570, line 109. 

Oh, idul of my drram* ! wbal«'cr 

Thy nature be— baman, divinr, 
Or bui half hMtenly. 

In an article upon the Fathers, which appeared, 
some years since, in tlie Edinburgh Re\-icw (No. xlvii), 
and of which I have made some little use in these 
notes (liaving that claim over it — as « quiddam notum 
propriumque» — which Lucretius gives to the cow over 
the calf), there is the following remark:- « The belief 
of an intercourse between angels and women, founded 
upon a false version of a text in Genesis, is one of those 
extravagant notions of St Justin and other Fathers, 
which show how little they had yet purified themselves 
froln the grossncss of heathen mythology, and in how 
many respects their heaven was but Olympus, with 
other names. Yet we can hardly be angry with them 
for this one error, «hen wc recollect that possibly to 
their enamouretl angels we owe the fanciful world of 
sylphs and gnomes, and that at this moment we might 
have wanted Pope's most exquisite poem, if the versiou 
of the LXX. had translated the Book of Genesis cor- 
rectly. » 

The following is one among many parages, which 
may be adduced from the Comte de Gabalis, in con- 
firmation of this remark : — « Ges enfans du ciel engen- 
dr^rcnt les g<^aus fameux, setant fait aimer aux filles 
deshommes; et les mauvnis cabalisies Joseph et Philo 
(comme tous les Juifs sont ignorans), et apres eux tous 
les autcurs que j'ai uommes tout a I'hcure, ont dit que 
c'^loit des anges, et n'oot pas su que c'etait les sylphes 
et les auircH peuples des elemcns, qui, sous le nom 
d'enfans d'Eloim, sont disiingu^s des enfans des hom- 
mes.n — Sec Entrer. Second. 

Page 571, line 108. 

So bigb the drcts'd her Cherub'* love ! 

a Nihil plus (lesiderare potuerint qux angclos pos- 
sidebant — magno scilicet nupserant. nTcrtull.de Habitu 
Muliel). cap. 3. 

I Lib. C. p. 334. 

* Pontut Tjiird. dr rrrt^ nnminim iin[M)»lliMnr, p. if. 



Page 27a, line 14. 

TbcB first were diaoiond* caas^t. etc 

tt Quelques gnomes, desireux de devenit imaiortda, 
avoient voulu gagner les bonnes graces de nos filles, et 
leur avaient apporte des pierrcriesdont its sent gardieos 
nalurels: et ses autfnrs ont cru, s'appuyant sur le Uvre 
d'Enoch mal ente^glk, que c'^uient des pi^gn que ks 
anges anioureux,» etc. etc. — Comie de Gabalis. 

Tcrtullian traces all the chief luxuries of female at- 
tire, the neck-laces, armlets, rouge, and the black pow- 
der for tlie eye-lashes, to the researches of these £sUen 
angels into the inmost recesses of nature, and the dis- 
coveries they were, in consequence, enabled to make, 
of all that could embellish the beanty of their earthly 
favourites. The passage 'u so remarkable that 1 shall 
give it entire : — * Nam et illi qui ea coiastitueraot, 
damnati in p-rnam mortis deputantur : illi scilicet an- 
geli, qui ad filias hominum de coclo ruerunt, ut hxc 
quoque ignominta fopmina: accedat. Nam euro et ma- 
terias quasdam bene ocrultas et artes plerasque Don 
bene rcvelntas, saeculo multo magis imperito prodidis' 
sent (siquldem ct metallorum opera nudavcrant, et 
herbaruui ingenia traduxcrant et incantationum vires 
provulguverant, et omnem curiositatem usque ad std- 
larum interpretationeni designaverant) propne et qua^i 
peculiariter fa?minls iostrumentum i&iud muliebris 
gloriac contulerunt : lumina lapillorum quibus mcnilia 
varianlur, ct circulos ex auro quibus brachia arctanior; 
et medicamenta ex fuco, quibus lanae colorantur, rf 
ilium ipsum nigrum pulvercra, quo oculorum exordia 
producuntur.o De Habitu Mulieb. cap. a. — See lum 
also u De Cultu Fo^m. cap. 10. 

Page 272, line 38. 

— — the nigbiy nugact, act 
Ib Wom^a'a form. 

The same figure, as applied to female attractions, 
occurs in a singular passage of St Basil, of which the 
following is the conclusion : — ^ici t«t fvot/0-JtT ««TX 

juiiy TToppcpQiv jutLyyiTUt toi/to ^f oc ffltt/TOT jut-AyyAuyi. 
De Vera Virgioitat. tom. 1. p. 727. It is hut fair, 
however, lo add, that Hernfiant, tlie biographer of Basil, 
lias pronounced this most uusauctilicd treatise to be 
spurious. 

Page ?.7a, line 37. 

I *ve Mid, • Nay. look not thera, my lo««.> etc. 



I am aware that this happy saying of Lord Albe- 
marle's loses much of its grace and playfulness, by be- 
ing put into the mouth of any but a hunuui lover. 

Page 272. — Xote. 

Clemens Alexandriiius is one of those wrho 
that the knowledge of such sublime doctrines was de> 
rived from the disclosure of the angeU. Slromat Kb.T. 
p. .^i^. To the same source Cas.sianus and others ino 
all impious and during sciences, such as magir, A- 
chemy, etc. « From the fallen angels (says Zonmis) 
came all that miserable knowledge which is of no asr 
to the soul.M — riaifTA ta 9rcyitp«««Li^aAf M^iXsan* 
THf -^uXy^y—'^V Photium. 

Page 272, line 91. 
I!fht 

Ekcaping rrom ibc Zodiac's •■§«•. 

« La lumi^rc Zodiacnic n'ett Mitre chose qne Tsi- 
mosphcre fin soleil.n — I..alandr. 
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P.»i;«* 27fi, liiii' 1 1^. 

d» "i i« ■•riirii 

l'|>'>n llir ljl-l'-i« tlijt, u( tflil, 

tty ClaiM werr I'rnio l!ic ftcluijr »«tviI, 

Tin- i)ill;irs of S'JIi arc* iihimiIv rcfrrreJ to as llic «lr- 
posilnritx* oF .inic-diliiviin knowlfslj^r ; hut they wore 
iiiMiiliiMi Miih noiir hut iisiroiioiiiiral sorrels. I h;t\c. 
thrrrfori", |iirfi'rn*«l hrrr tin* t.ihlrls of Cham as hciiij*. 
at lfa«l, more inivt'lliiiiroiis in thr-ir infnrinalion. Tin- 
folluwiiii; account of ihcin i% {\\vn in Jahlnnoki from 
(^aNsiaiiu<^ : — 1« Muantuui rniin atitiqun? triilitinncs 
fcinni Cii un lilius No.p, (]ui';u|)rr<itilionihu« ar ]trof.iui- 
fitfril .iiiitius inslilutu!t,M-i<>us nnlluni fr posSi- ^uptThi* 
mcniiiri.ilrui llhrum iu anmn iiif.-ire, in quain ml 
iuurr.uiirns. v|iTi|(^s artrs nr profan:i touinicuifi 
ilurissinii'k insrulpNil l.ipidiliu^.x 

Pa|j«' a^fi, 11 nr it»o. 

Aiiil lliia yj<liiQ Anfi-Tk 'luon^f ilir irtl. 

ParhyuiiT, in his P.iraphri'u' on ihf> Ikiok i\n I)i\iniH 
Noininihus of DionvMUH. cpcakini; of the incarnaiion 
of Christ. R.tys, that it was a mystrry inrff^Mo from 
all iini(>, and <c unknown evm to the first an«l oUtst 
anjjrl »— justifyiu(; this List phroM by ihc aulliority 
of St John in thr Ri>v('l:ition. 

P.HJP »77, line .\. 

Ciivlrt of lif lit iIijI tftn thr t«nia 
EtrrnA renirr tNerpiOQ wi.|p, 
Carrj iit li<-jiu« on «««•; «iiir. 

Sor i\i9 i3lh chapter of Dinn^-sius for his notions of 
thi> luanurr in which G(mI s ray is rominunicaled, fifst 
to th«- Iiiitflli(;i'nrfs nr.ir him, ami thrn to thost- more 
rcmolr. i;rj<hijllv htsini; its own hri(<htness as it p.is.-.«"» 
iutoailiiisiT imdiuni.— Tfc?)54A>'.(/^aJf T*ic ~at;c-- 



I 



Pagp 77(S,linc3i. 

I'tirn iini diJ woman** virgin brow 

Tlidi liymtnidl ttuplai vrar, 
Wlii.li. iilii-B il diit, ■• arcoaJ tow 

CtH lii-l ■ npu on* Mnna sal llim. 

In th<* Ctlholic churoh, when a widow is married, 

<'ue is not. I hchovi*, allowed to wear flovrm on her 

head. Thr* ancifut Uunians hnnouml with a m corona 

pudicitiT,it or crown of modesty, those \kho entered 

. hut oucc into the marriage .state. 

i Page -78, line h8. 

j -• — hi f . • II-' anr 

j 111." Tjliffiurle «l<'l ii>li>-i( 

I Mir^nri-l* i>l' ilir An. ■ •• 

Sara. 

P.H;e ?7S. line 07. 

t TuK I'dili-a ,S|ili iiJt.it. 

j The S<-phiroths are ih- hi);li<-r ordent of emanalive 
; h<-in|;, in the strmj;e and int omprehcMisihle system of 
j the Jewish Cahhala. Tliey are called hy nations names. I 

Pitv, Deautv. etc. etc.; and their inlliiences are kup- 
I poscil to act lhrnu;;h certain canals, wliieli eommiini- 
' cate with each other. The reader may jwlge of the 
. r itionality of the system by the foltowinf ei|^Dalion 
; of part of the machinery: — « Lea canaui qui torlrni 
de la Miscricorde el de la Forre, H qui TOOt aboulir a 
I.I Iteauie, sout ehargcii d'un |;raiid nombre (TAnges. 
II y en a trente-cinq sur le canal de la Bli*ericorde, qui 
recompensent et qui eourooncnl la verCu drt Saints,» 
etc. eic. For a eonrise aeconnl of ilie Cabalistic Phi- 
losophy, »ce Eniiehl's %cry useful compendium of 
Brucker. 

PB(;e 278, line ()7. 

— framtut lrr« 
Wbirli bu4« with nKh ctrrnally. 

w On les rep^*^ente queiqucfois sous la fitpire d'un 
arhre .... I Kn<>tqih qu on met au-dcsjtus de I'arbK | 
Sephirotique uu des Splcudeiirs <li>iDCk, esl l'lnfilli.»— j 
l.'llistoire des Juif<(. liv. ix. ti. 



Jri0d 0lel0ttm, 



ADVERTISEMENT. 



TaouGn tlin beautiet of the National !tfusic of Ireland 
have l»een \fTy i;en('rally felt and acknnv|i'd|]ed, yet it 
has happened, through thevsant of appropriate £n|;lisli 
words, and of the arr<iii|;ement neeettsary to adapt Uiem 
to the %oice, that many of the most ezeellent comjiosi- 
tions ha«e hitherto remained in obscurity. It is in- 
tended, therefore, to form a Colleciioa of the best Ori- 
(;iiial Irish >Ikl4iiii».s. with ebaractcristic Symphonies 
aiMl AccompHuiments; and with Words containing as 
freffuent as jiossible allusions to the manners and his- 
tory of the country. 

In the poetical p^irt, the Publisher has had proniiMii 
of assistance fnun several disiincuished Literary («ha- 
meters, partiiiii.irly from .Mr Mhuhk. wluise lyrical ta- 
lent is so |>eculiariy suited to such a task, and whose 
zeal in the uiideriakin;; wi'l he best under«lo«)d from 
the foliowiiio; extract of a letter which he has addresM-d 



to Sir J'.mM Strtknso!« (who has undertaken the ar« 
r.(ii;;emeul of the airs! on the iiuhje<'t:— | 

M I feel very anxious that a Work of this kind slioidd | 
Im* undertaken. We have too lon|j nei;b^'t«l the only 
talent for which our Kii(;lis|i neii;lihour« ever dei{;ned 
lo allow us aiiv • rcdit. Our National Music has ue\er 
been properly collected : ' and, while the com|K)Hers of 
the (xinlinent h'i\e enriched their np4>ras and sonatas 
vtith meltidics hormwed from Ireland — very often 
without even the honesty of acknowledgment—- we 
ha«e left ihese in-asures in a threat dep,ree unclaimed 
and fui;iti\<>. Thus our airs, like too many of our 
coiiutrvini-n, for want of protection at home, have 
luissrd into ilie ser\i<-e of foreij'ner*. But we arc come, I 
liiq>e, lo .1 heller period both of poUties ami music; and 
how much they are connectirtl, iu Ireland at least, ap- 

* Tip' KfiKr f"T(;ot, «li^n h<9 made diU ««trrliAa, that ik« PaUir 
am iiiJ«'-i''il If Mr Buniing for a vrrt ialual>lr rollaciioa of Iriali Ma* 
•il : 4111J ilut tht |i4iriiiiii (janiy* n( Mi«« Owmitra liJt brrm rM- 
|iliMc>l unoB ■oin«>u!'i>ar linvat Ain. 
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pears too plainly in tlic tone of sorrow and depression 
wliicli characterises mobt of oitr early soii(js. — The task 
which you propose to me, of adaptiii(; \irords to these 
airSf is hy no means easy. The poet, wiio would follow 
tlje various scntimeDts vhich they express, must fuel 
and understand that rapid ihiciuntlon of spirits, that 
unarouuQtable mixture of (;looai and levity, -v^hioh 
composes the character of my countrymen, and hns 
deeply tini^ed their music. Even in their liveliest strains 
ire find some melancholy note intrude — some minor 
third or flat seventh — which throws its shade as it 
passes, and makes even mirth ititcresiin(;. If Bur.^s 
had been an Irishman (and I would willingly give up 
all our claims upon Ossi\n for him), his heart would 
have been proud of such music, and his (Junius would 
have made it immortal. 

u Another difficulty (which is, however, purely me- 
chanical) arises from the irrc{;ular structure of many 
of those airs, and the lavble»s kind of metre which ii 
will in consequence be nei-ess.iry lo adapt to them. lu 
these instances the poet must write not to the eye but 
to the ear ; and must be content to h:ive his verses of 
tlial description which Ciceko mentions, * i^uos si cantu 
spoUaveris, nudti remanebit oratio.' That beautiful 
air, *• The Twisting of the Rope,' which has all the ro- 
mantic character of the Swiss Ranz dcs ruches, is one 
of those wild and sentimental rakes which it will not 
be very easy to tic down in sober wedlock with poetry. 
However, notwithsunding all these difficulties, and the 
▼ery little talent which I ean bring to surmount them, 
the design appear* to me so truly national, that I shall 
feel much pleasure in giving it all the a&sistance in my 
power. 

* LeicestersJiire, Feb. i8o". » 



IRISH MELODIES. 

No. I. 



GO WHERE GLORY WAITS THEE. 

Air — Maid of Uie Falley. 

Go where glory waits thee, 
But, while fame elates thee. 

Oh ! still remember me. 
When the praise thou mectcst 
To thine ear is sweetest. 

Oh! then remember me. 
Other arms may press thee, 
Dearer friends caress thee. 
All the joys that bless thee 

Sweeter far may be; 
But when friends are nearest. 
And when joys are dearest. 

Oh ! then remember me. 

When at eve thou rovcst 
By the star thou lovirsi. 

Oh ! then remember me. 
Think, whcu home returning. 
Bright wc 've seen it burning-r 

Oh ! thus remember me. 



Oft as summer closes. 

When thine eye reposes. 

On its lingering roses, *^ 

Once so lo% ed by thee — 
Think of her who wove tliem. 
Her who made thee love them- 

Oh ! tlicu remember me. 

When, around thee dying. 
Autumn leaves are lying, 

Oh ! tlien remember me. 
And, at night, when gazing 
On the gay hearth bla/ing. 

Oh! still remember me. 
Then should music, stealing 
All the soul of feeiiug. 
To thy heart appealing. 

Draw one tear from thee; 
Tlu'U let memory' bring thee 
Strains I used to sing thee — 

Oh ! then remember me. 



WAR SONG. 
REMEMBER TUB (adORIES OF BRIEN TUE BRA\'£.' 
AiMi'^-MoUy Mticalpin. 

Rni BMBSR the glories of Bbisn the brave, 

Tliough the days of the hero arc o'er ; 
Tliongh lost to Mononia' and cold in tUc grave. 

He returns to Kinkora^ no more ! 
That star of the field, which so often lias poor d 

Its beam on the battle, is set; 
Rut enough of its glory remains on each sword 

To light us to victory yet 1 

Mononia ! when nature cmbellUh'd the tint 

Of thy fields and thy mountains so fnir. 
Did she ever intend that a tyrant should print 

The footstep of Slavery there ? 
No, Freedom ! whose smile we shall never resign. 

Go, tell our invaders, the Danes, 
That 't is sweeter to bleed for an age at thy shrine. 

Than to sleep but a moment in chains! 

Forget not our wounded companions who stood 4 

In the day of distress by our side; 
While the moss of the valley grew red with tlieir blood 

They stirr d not, but conquer d and died ! 
The sun that now blesses our arms with his lif hi. 

Saw them fall upon Ossory's plain! — 
Oh I let him not blusli, when he leaves us to-night, 

To find that they fell there in vain ! 

< Brira Borombc, ibc great Moaarch of Iralaad, »fao vw hiRc4 * 
ihc iMtiU of Ctoaurf, ia ibt bcgiaaiag of iko nth ccaiaiT. aAar 
haTing drfeatad the paatt w twaatyfivc «aga(ra»e«t«. 

* Mantur. * Th* palaca of Brica. 

* This allude* to aa iatmatiaf rimiBataaco rvUcad of cha IM|*^ 
tbt fdToarite troop* of Brica, wbea ibey were iatcmapud ia Aair i^ 
turn from the battle of Cioaurf, by FiUpatrick. Priaco af Otaan- 
The wouaded men eairoaicd Ibai ibey naigbt be allowed ta fiablvMh 
tha rett.— < Let stuktt (ibey Mid) he ttmck tm tkg jiwarf. mmi tifif 
each o/mt, tied to and fMfported hf otic «f them ttmkes, im J# pi^fi » 
kit ra»k /ly the side of a tomnd Maa.* ■ Bnween serta aai «^ 
buiidrvd wounded mnn (add* O'llilioran), pale, roaaciatai, fu* —r- 
|Kirtrd ia ihif maunrr, appeared miied with tbo f<«reM«al of ibt 
iroopt : — never wa» lacb another (i<;bl eibibited.*-~Hin»aT a* Iii* 
LkSa, Book 12, Chap. i. 
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ERIN! THE T^^R AND THE SliflLE IN THINE 

EYES. 

Air — Aileen Aroon. 

EaiR ! the tear and the smile io thine eyes 
Bleod like the rainbow that haogs in thy tkietl 
Shining through sorrow's stream, 
Saddening throu^jh pleasure's bemm. 
Thy suns, with tloubtful gletn , 
Weep while they rise! 

Erin ! thy f^iient tear never shall cease, 
Erin ! thy languid smile ^ne'er shall increase, 

Till, like the rainbow's li^t. 

Thy various tints unite, 

And form, in Heaven's H0fat, 
One arch qf peace ! •# 



OH ! BREATHE NOT HIS NAME. 

AiB— The Brown Maid. 

Oh ! breathe not his name, let it sleep in the sliade, 
Wbpre cold and unhonouKd his relics are laid : 
Sad, silent, and dark be tb« l8U«Jta| ye shed. 
As tlie night-dew llmt fiills on llklfffmM o'er his head ! 

But the night-dew that falls, though in silence it weeps. 
Shall brighten with verdure the grave where he sleeps ; 
And the tear that we shed, thougli in secret it rolls, 
Shall long keep his memory green in our souls. 



WHEN HE WHO ADORFIS THEE. 
Air— Z*« Fox's Sleep. 

Whsn he who adores thee has left but the name 

Of his fault and his sorrows behind, 
Oh ! say, wilt thon weep, when they darken the fame 

Of a life that for thee was resign'd ? 
Ves, weep, and however my foes may condemn, 

Thy tears shall efface their decree ; 
For Heaven can witness, though gnilff to them, 

I have been but too fiutbful to thee ! 

With thee were the dreams of my earliest love— 

Every thought of my reason was thine; 
In my last humble prayer to the Spirit above 

Thy name shall be minted with mine ! 
Oh ! blest are the lovers and friends who shall live 

The days of thy glory to see ; 
But the next dearest blessing that Heaven can give 

U the pride of thus dying for thee ! 

THE HARP THAT ONCE THROUGH TARA'S 

HALI^. 

Air — GraiiMc^ree. 

Thb harp that once through Tara's halls 

The soul of music shed, 
Now hangs as mute on Tara's walls ^ 

As if tliat soul were fle<l. 
So sleeps the pride of former days, 

So glory's thrill is o'er, 
And hearts that once l>eat high for praise 

Now feel that puUe no more ! 



No more to cliiefi and Indies bright 

The harp of Tara swells; 
Tlie chord alone, that breaks at night. 

Its talf of ruin tells. 
Thus Freedom now ko srldom wakes 

The only throb she gives 
Is when somr hcirt iudignant breaks, 

To show that siill she lives! 



FLY NOT YET. 

\i%—rianxty Kelly. 

Fi.T not yet, 't is ju4t the hour 
When pJMkure, like the midnight flower 
Tliat scmus the rye of vulgar light, 
Begins to Moom for sons of night. 

And maids who love the moon! 
T was but to bhrss these hours of shade 
That beauty and the moon were made; 
T is then their soft attractions glowing 
Set the tides and goblets flowing. 
Oh! fcUiy— Oh! stay. — 
Joy so seldom weaves a chain 
Like this to-uight, that oh! 't is paiu 

To break its links so soon. 

Fly not yi't, the fount that play'd 

In times of old through Ammon's sliade,* 

Though icy cold by day it ran. 

Yet still, like souls of mirth, began 

To bum %hen night was near: 
And thus should woman's heart and looks 
At noon be cold as winter brooks. 
Nor kindle till the night, returning. 
Brings their genial hour for burning. 

Oh! stay— Oh! stay.— 
When did morning ever break. 
And tind such beaming eyes awake 

As those tliat sparkle here! 



OH! THINK NOT MY SPIRITS ARE ALWAYS 

AS LIGHT. 

Air — John O'Reilly the Active, 

Oh ! think not my spirits nre always as light, 

And as free from a pang, as they seem to you now; 
Nor expect that the heart-beaming smile of to-night 

Will return with to-morrow to brighten my brow. 
No— life is a waste of wearisome hours. 

Which seldom the rose of enjoyment adorns ; 
And the heart tliat is soonest awake to the flowers 

Is always the Krst to be touch'd by the tlioms! 
But send round the bowl, and be happy awhile; 

May we never meet worse, in our pilgrimage here. 
Than the tear that enjoyment can gild with a smile. 

And the smile tliat compassion can turn to a tear. 

The tliread of our life would be dark. Heaven knows. 
If it were not with friendship and love intertwined; 

And I care not how soon I may sink to repose, 

When these blessings shall ecase to be dear to my mind! 

But they who have loved the fondest, the purest. 
Too often have wept o'er the dream they believed ; 

* SolU Fobs, acar ibc tempi* of kmmttm. 
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Ajid the hrart tlinl hns sJumber'd in friendship securest 
Is liuppy iDdcod if 't was never deceived. 

But send round the bowl — while a relic of truth 

Is in man or in -woman, this prayer sli;iU be mincj — 

That the sun-shine of love may illumine our youth. 
And the moon-light of fncudship console our decline. 



THOUGH THE LAST GLIMPSE OF EHIN WITH 
SORROW I SEE. 

AiB — Coulin. 

Though the last glimpse of Grin with sorrow I see. 

Yet wherever thou art shall seem Erin to me; 

In exile thy bosom shall still be my hoOM, 

And thine eyes make my dimaic wherefer We roam. 

To the gloom of some desert or cold rocky shore, 
Where the eye of the stranger can haunt us no more, 
I will fly with my Coulin, and think the rough wind 
Less rude than the foes we leave frowning behind. 

And I '11 gaze on thy gold hair, a<$ graceful it wreathes, 
And hang o'er thy soft harp, as wildly it breathes; 
Nor dread that the cold-hearted Saxon will tear 
One chord from tliai harp, or one lock from that hair.' 



RICH AND RARE WERE THE GUMS SUE 

WORE.' 

AtB — The Summer is coming. 

Rich and rare were the gems she wore, 
And a bright gold ring ou her wand she bore; 
fiut oh! her beauty was far beyond 
Her sparkling gems or snow-white wand. 

u Lady! dost thou not fear to stray. 

So lone and lovely, through this bleak way ? 

Are Erin's sons so good or so cold 

As not to be tempted by woman or gold?» 

uSir Knight! I feel not the leajit alarm, 

No son of Erin will offer me harm — 

For though they love woman and golden store, 

Sir Knight! they love honour and virtue more'.a 

' >ln the tweaiy-ei)|klb y«ar uf tho reigo of Hrnry VIII. an Act 
was Butl* raapniing the lubiti, aad dret* in general, of ibe Irivb, 
wherrhy all penoni wer« rrtiraincd from bfing aborn or ahaven above 
tbe cart, or from weanng glibbet. or Clmtimi (long lodia), on tbahr 
bradk, or luir on tbeir upper lip. called Cniinneal. On (bi« ooaaion a 
•ong waa writiea by one of our barda. in «bitb an Iriab virgin it aade 
to give tbe proreience to ber dear f^a/in (or tlir ynuib wiib ibe flow- 
ing lockt), lo all ttrangera (by «bich Ibe Rngliib were meani). or iboae 
«bo wore their babiu. Of thif vong iba air alone ba« raaehe4 ••.and 
ia univeraaliy admired.*— •— WatKia'a //iMotmu/ Mtmoin ^ irith 
Bards, pagr 134. Mr Walker informt ua al«o, that, about tho eanie 
period, were t«me barah meatoret taken againat tbe Iritb MinMreU. 

* Thit ballad i« founded upon tbe following anet-dole: •Tht people 
were inspired with turb a tpirit of honour, virtue, and religion, by 
ibo great example of Brien, and by hit eicellent adminiatratinu, that* 
at a proof of it, we arr inforaed that a young lady of great beauty, 
adorned wiib jewel* and a cotiiy drett. undertook a journey alone from 
one end of the kingdom in the other, with ■ wand only in her hand, 
at tbe lop of whiih wat a ring of eiteeding great value; and tuch an 
impreation had the Una and government of thit Monarch nude en 
tbe minda of all the |ieople, thai nu attempt wat made npon ber ho- 
nour, nor wattbe robbed of her clotbeaor jewoli.*— Wianaa'a H^t/erjr 
•f Irtiamd, Vol. 1., Book 10. 



On she went, and her maiden smila. 
In safety lighted her round the grew i»Ie. 
And blest for ever is she who relied 
Upon Erin's honour and Erin's pride! 



AS A BEAM O'ER THE FACE OF THE WATERS 

MAY GLOW. 

Air — Tht Young Hans Dream, 

As a beam o'er the face of the waters may c^w 
While the tide runs in darkness and coolness l>«low. 
So the cheek may be tinged with a warm sunny smile, 
Tbough the cold heart to ruin runs darkly the while. 

One fatal reraembranee, one sorrow that throws 
Its bleak shade ali^o'er our joys and bur woos. 
To which life nothing darker or brighter can bring. 
For which joy has no balm, and afdiclion no sting! — 

Oh ! this thought in the midst of enjoyCnent will stay, 
lake a dead, leafless branch in the summer's bright ray; 
The beams of the warm son play ronnd it in vain, — 
h may sm'de in his.li^ht, but it blooms not again! 




THE MEETING OF THE WATERS.' 
Ala— 77ie Old Head of Denis. 

TusHB is not in the wide world a valley so sweet 

As that vale in whose bosom the bright waters meet;' 

Oh! the last rays of feeling and life most def»art. 

Ere the bloom of that valley shall 4|de from aiy bean. 

Yet it was not that nature hail shed o'er the scene 
Her purest of crystal and brightest of green; 
T was not the soft magic of streamlet or hill — 
Oh! DO — it was something more exquisite still. 

T was that friends tbe beloved of my botom trere near. 
Who made every dear scene of enchantment more dear. 
And who felt how tbe best ebarmt of nature improve. 
When we see them reflected from looks that we love. 

Sweet vale of Avoca! how calm could I rest 

In thy bosom of shade, with the friends 1 love be^t. 

Where the storms that we feel in this eold woHd should 

cease, 
And our hearts, like thy waters, be mingled in peace. 



No. IL 



ST SENANCS AND THE LADY. 

AiB — The Brown Thorn, 

ST SK.-VANUS.^ 

« Oh ! haste, and leave this sacred isle. 
Unholy bark, ere morning smile ; 

t ■ The Meeting of ibr Waieri* forma • part of ibat Waatiful 
iiery wbirb lie« between Rathdrnm and Arklow, i« the roaiBtf of Wtci- 
Uw, and ibete line* were tuggaated by a litil t« ibia roMUBtic apot, >a ^ 
the summer <>f 1807. 

* Tba rivera Avon and Avoca- 

* In a metrical life of St Sen^nut, taken from an oM Killiraay MS. and 
which may be found among tbe Aela Sama9tMm AIA«irm«,«v are loU of 
bit flight to the iaiand of Scattery, and hia raaoUniMK aot to aJmitany 
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For on lliy deck, though dark it be, 

A female fonn I see : 
And I have sworn this sainted imxI 
Shall ne'er by woman's feet be trod!* 

TBI LADY. 

« oil ! Father, send not hence my bark 
Thmugh wintry winds .ind billows dark. 
I come, with humble heart, to share 

Thy morn and evening prayer; 
Nor mine the feet, oh ! holy Saint, 
The brightness of thy sod to taint. m 

The lady's prayer Senanus spurn'd ; 
The winds blew fresh, the bark return'd. 
But legends hint, thnt had the maid 

Till morning's light delay'd. 
And given the saint one rosy smile, 
She ne'er had left his lonely isle. 

HOW DEAR TO ME THE HOUR. 
AiK — Tlie Twisting of the Rope. 

How dear to me the hour when dav-light dies, 
And sun-beams melt along the MpSC sea, 

For then sweet dreams of other daysiiri«e. 
And memo^ breathes her vesper sigh to thee. 

M 

And, as I watch the line of light that plays 

Along the smooth wave toward the burning vest, 

I long 10 tread that golden path of rays, 

Aud think 't would lead to some bright isle of rest ! 



TAKE BACK THE VIRGIN PAGE. 

WRITTEN on RETUR!«ING A BL4?(K BOOK. 

Air — Dermott 

Take back the virgin page. 

White and unwrictcn still ; 
^ Some hand more calm and sage 

The leaf must fill. 
Thoughts come as pure as light, 

Pure as even you require : 
But oh ! each word I write 

Love turus to fire. 

Yet let me keep the book ; 

Oft shall my heart renew, 
When on its leaves 1 look. 

Dear thoughts of you! 
Like you, 't is fair and bright ; 

Like you, too bright and fair 
To let wild passion write 

One wrong wish there ! 

woman of the parly ; h« rcfo^ed to rM«iv« ef*a a titter m'ibI, Si Caa- 
n«ra. whom an angallud ultra lo iha UUad, for tbt ctprrtapurpoa* vf 
introdarin] liar lo him. Th« followiag waa ibt iwfraeioiaa aaawer of 
Senaaua, arconJitig to hia poriical Uio^rapbrr : 

Cui Prr<uS, qaid r«mi«it 

Coromaoe nl can aaosacbtaf 

Ncc le Brr ulUai aliaaa 

Admitteniua in ioaolaaa. 

* 

Sm the Asm Imtt. Hik. paga 610. 
Actardiag la Dr L«dw;cb. Sc Hanaau vaa ■• Uu a p«rKMU(c tbau 
tba rivar Stuaaoa ; bat (yCoitaor, aa4 ailMr CMNiaariaM, A»u^ thta 
meiaiMorpboaa iadigaaatly. 



I 



IJaply, when from those eyes 

Far, far aw.iy 1 roam. 
Should calmer thoughts arise 

Towards you and home. 
Fancy may (race some line 

Worthy those eyes to meet ; 
Thoughts that not burn, but shine 

Pure, calm, and sweet! 

And, as the records are. 

Which wandering seamen keep. 
Led by their hidden star 

Through the cold deep — 
So may the words I write 

Tell through what storms I stray, 
Koii still the unseen light 

Guiding my way! 



THE LEGACY. 
Air — Unknown. 

WiEii in death I shall calm reclior, 

O bear my heart to my mistress dear; 
Tell her it lived upon smiles and wine 

Of the brightest hue, while it linget'd here 
Bid her not shed one tear of sorrow 

To sully a heart so brilliant and light; 
But balmy drops of (he red grape borrow, 

To batlie the relic from mom till night. 

When the light of my song is o'er. 

Then take my harp to your ancient hsU; 
Hang it up at that friendly door. 

Where weary travellers love to call.* 
Then if some bard, who roams fomken. 

Revive its soft note in passing along. 
Oh ! let one thought of its master waken 

Your warmest smile for the child of song. 

Keep this cup, which is now o'erflowing. 

To grace your revel when f 'm at rest ; 
Never, oh ! never its balm bestowing 

On lips that beauty hath seldom blest! 
But when some warm devoted lover 

To her he adores shall bathe its brim. 
Then, then my spirit around shall hover. 

And hallow each drop that foams for bin. 



HOW OFT HAS THE BENSHEE CRIED. 
Air— TV Dear Black Maid. 

flow oft has (he Renshee cried ! 

How oft has Death untied 

Bright links (hat Glory wove. 

Sweet bonds, entwined by Love ! 
Peace to each manly soul that sleepetb ! 
Rest to each faithful eye thnt weepeth ! 

Long may the fair and brave 

Sigh o'er the hero's grave. 

I • la a*ery baaaa waa oaa or two barpa, fra« lo all tiavaUara. wbo 
wara ihe otora rarraaad tba aaore ibay ascallad ia aiaak.*— O'Hai^ 
toa4a. 
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We 're fallen upon gloomy days/ 

Star after star decap. 

Every bright name, that shed 

Light o'er the land, is fled. 
Dark falls the tear of him who moumeth 
Lost joy, or hope that ne'er returoeth ; 

But brightly flows the tear 

Wept o'er a hero's bier I 

Oh ! quench'd are our beacon-lights — 
Thou, of the hundred fighu!' 
Thou, on whose burning tongue^ 
Trutli, peace and freedom huug ! 

Roth mute — but long as valour shineth, 

Or mercy's soul at war repioeth, 
So long shall Erin's pride 
Tell how they lived and died. 



WE MAY ROAM THROUGH TIHS WORLD. 
Air — Garyone. 

We m.-iy roam through this world like a child at a feast. 

Who but sips of a sweet, and then flies to the rest ; 
And when pleasure begins to grow dull in the east. 

We may order our wings and l>e off to the west : 
But if hearts that feel, and eyes that smile. 

Are the dearest gifts tliat Heaven supplies, 
We never need leave our own green isle, 

For sensitive hearts and for sun-bright eyes. 
Then remember, wherever your goblet is crown'd, 

Througli this world whether eastward or westward 
• you roam. 
When a cup to the smile of dear woman goes round, 

Oh ! remember the smile which adorns her at home. 

In England, the garden of beauty \% kept 

By a dragon of prudery, placed within call ; 
But so oft this unamiable dragon has slept. 

That the garden 's but carelensly walch'd after all. 
Oh ! they want the wild sweet briery fence. 

Which round the flowers of Erin dwells. 
Which warms the touch, while winning the sense. 

Nor cluurms us least when it most repels. 
Then remember, wherever your goblet is crown'd. 

Through this world whether eastward or westward 
you roam, 
When a cup to the smile of dear woman goes round. 

Oh ! remember the smile which .adorns her at home. 

In France, when the heart of a woman sets sail, 
On the ocean of wedlock its fortune to try. 

Love seldom goes far in a vessel so frail, 

But just pilots her off, and then bids her good-bye! 

. * I luTr cndnroored here, nilbout locingllut Iriab rluraeter which 
it !• my nhjccl to preterr* ihroughoat lhi« work, to «lliid« to the %»d 
• nd ominou* faialny by whirh EngUnd h«« b«ea deprived of ao uuay 
(;mt end ^wA men et • Moneot when the nou require* all the aidt 
oftalrnl and integrity. 

'This de^ign^iion, vbirb baa been applied to I.ord Nrlton before. 
i* ibr liilc g <rrn tu a criebraird lr!«h hero, in a poem by O'OnSva, the 
hard of CNiel. wblrh i« i|iioted in the • I hilo«opbiral i^urvry of the 
South of |irUnJi« page 433. t Con. of the hundred fi((hia, tlerp in 
thy graat-growii tomb, and aptrraid not our defeat* with thy *icto- 
rie*!« 

^ Foi. •ult'intut Romanprara.* 



While the daughters of Erin keep the boy 

Ever smiling beside his faithful oar, 
Through billows of woe and beams of joy 

The same as he look'd when he left the abore. 
Then remember, wherever your goblet is crown'd* 

Through this world whether eastward or westward 
you roam. 
When a cup to the smile of dear woman goes round, 
' Oh ! remember the smile which adorns her at home. 



EVELEEN'S BOWER. 

Alt — Unktutwiu 

Ob ! weep for the hour, 
When to Eveleen's bower 

Tiie Lord of the valley with false vows came ; 
The moon hid her light 
From the heavens that night. 

And wept behind her clouds o'er the maiden's shame. 
The clouds pass'd soon 
From the chaste cold moon, 

And Heaven smiled again with her vestal flame ; 
But none wiU see the day. 
When Che clouds shall pass away. 

Which that dark hour left upon E^eleen's 



• The whits snow lay 

On the narrow path-way, 
Where the Lord of the valley cross'd over tbe moor; 

And many a deep print 

On the white snow's tint 
Show'd the track of his footstep to EveJeen's door. 

The next sun's ray 

Soon melted away 
Every trace on the patli where the hilse Lord came; 

But there 's a light above 

Which alone can remove 
That stain upon the snow of fair EveJeen's fame. 



LET ERIN REMEMBER THE DAYS OF OLD. 

Air— r/»e Red Fox. 

Let Erin remember the days of old. 

Ere her faithless sons betray'd her ; 
When Mal.ichi wore the collar of gold,* 

Which he wou from her proud invader ; 
When her kings, with standard of green unforTd, 

Led the Red-Branch Knights to danger ; — * 
Ere the emerald gem of the western world 

Was set in the crown of a stranger. 



* ■ Thia broagbt on an encounier between Malachi {tk* MmMih af 
Ireland in tbe tenth reniury) and the Uanea, in whidi llalarki d»* 
feated two nf tbcirdiampion*. whom he enconnicrnJ auccaanietly i— i 
to h^nd. ukiog ■ collar of (rold fr*m the neck of on*. n«4 cnrrjiaf «ff 
tbe awofd of the other, aa iropbte* nf hit victory.* — Yt^Kmmt!% MiMKf 
tf Irehmd. *ol. i. booh 9. 

■ • Military ordera of lioi(>ht« were very early c«tnkli*b«4 la IraUad. 
Long before the birth of Chriei. we find a htrcdiury •r4«r of ch^ 
fairy in UUtar. called CmmUJke urn Omoihkt marffc. or the kaigkitaf 
ibr Red Branrb, from ibcir chief aeat in Eaaaia. a^joiaiag to (kt|M- 
Uc« of tbe UUter kiogt, called Ttmfk ma 0«etM« rmaUM, or «kc JU»* 
drmy of tbe Red Braaehl and cooiigioua to wfakh woa a loe^ ha^ 
piul. founded for tka aidi knigbu and aoldion. called 
ibe boiMo of th« —mmtti aoldiar.*— D*H*ixoaaa'a it 
part. i. chap. S. 
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On Lough Neagh's bank as the fisherman stnyt,* 

When the clear, cold eve *s declining, 
He sees the round towers of other days, 

In tlie wave beneath him shining ! 
Thus shall memory often, in dreanu sublime. 

Catch a glimpse of the days that are over ; 
Thus, sighing, look through the waves of time 

For Che long-faded glories they cover! 



THE SONOtiOF FIONNUALA.« 

AiB — Arrah my dear EveUen, 

SiLBirr, oh Moyle ! be the roar of thy vrater, 

Break not, ye breezes, your chain of repose. 
While murmuring mournfully, Lir s lonely daughter 

Tells to the night-star her tale of woes. 
W^hen shall the swan, her death-note singing. 

Sleep with wings in darkness furl'd 7 
When will Heaven, its sweet bell ringing. 

Gall my spirit from this stormy world ? 

Sadly, oh Moyle! to thy winter wave wee]Mn0, 

Fate bids me Tangui&h long ages away ; 
Yet still in her darkness doth Erin Ua sleeping, 

Still doth the pure light iti davroiog dday ! 
When will that day-sur, mildly springing. 

Warm our isle witli peace and love ! 
When will Heaven, its sweet bell ringing, 

Call my spirit to the fields above ? 



COME, SEND ROUND THE WINE. 
AiB — fFe brought the Summer wiA ut. 

Comb, send round the wine, and leave poinu of belief 

To simpleton sages, and reasoning fools ; 
This moment s a (lower too fair and brief. 

To be wither'd and stain'd by tlie dust of the schools. 
Your glass may be purple and mine may be blue. 

But, while thry are lill'd from the same bright bowl, 
The fool who would quarrel for difference of hue 

Deserves not the comfort they shed o'er the soul. 

Shall I ask the brave soldier, who fights by my side 
In the cause of mankind, if our creeds agree T 

Shall I give up the friend I have valued and tried. 
If he kneel not before the same altar with me T 



■ It WM ■■ mli traHtiom, ia ib« toM «rGii«UM, ibM Lwagli Nm^ 
bai b«ca origiaally • foaauia, by wboM vadimm •▼•rioviag Um 
«o«atry va« iaao^t«ii, mud m whole r*f*o«, llk« lb* AUabU* of PI«lo, 
OTfr«bel»cd. He Mjt tbat ibc fi«bMm»«, ia cU«r wMibcr, aacJ 
ta paiat oai to ttrmugen lb* ull ccclMiaatical tower* uaiw tb« water. 
• Piwdiarat aqua illiaa turret ecvlatiaukat, qaa BMre patria arcui 
•oat et «lia« aeeaoa et loiua^a, tub aaiU aMai/ctte. Mraao ta»- 
pert coatpiriaai et etiranai* iraateuaiibat, reu|«o otattt a^auraati- 
bot. froqaeaiar otteaduai.*— Tapayr. Hii. Ditt, a. t. 9. 

* Ta aiabt tbit atory intelligibla ia a taag, woaU roqaira a aiacb 
greatei aoaiber of t ertet tbaa aay oac it aatbaritad la iaiici apaa 
aa mmd'mn at aaca; ibe reader auiM tbarefortba caaCaat to laara, ia 
a aate, ibat Ftoaaaala, tb« daagbtar of Lir. wat. by toaM taperaa- 
taral pawcr, iraatfaraied iata a iwoa, mmi aaaJeaiaed to woadar, for 
■laay baadrad year*, aecr certaia bket aai rirart ia IreUad, lUI tbe 
caaiaf of Cbrittiaaity, wbta tbe ttrtttaaad of ibo mato-bell watte b« 
tbe tigaol of ber reUate.— I foaad tbit (aacifal fictiea aaMag teae 
■uaatcripi traaalatioat fraa tba Irith. wbieb were begaa aaitr tba 
directiaa af tbai ealif bitaed Irieai af Irtlaad, tba lata CaaaMM af 



From tlic heretic giri of my soul shall I fly. 
To seek somewhere else a more orthodox kiss ? 

No! perish the hearts and the laws that try 
Truth, valour, or love, by a standard like this ! 



SUBLIME WAS THE WARNING. 

AiB— The Blnck Joke. 

Sublime was the warning which Liberty spoke. 
And grand was the moment when Spaniards awoke 

Into life and revenge from the conquerors chain ! 
Oh, Liberty ! let not this spirit have rest, 
Till it move, like a breeze, o'er tlie waves of the west — 
Give the light of your look to each sorrowing spot. 
Nor, oh ! be the Shamrock of Erin forgot. 

While you add to your garland the Olive of Spain ! 

If the fame of our fathers bequeatli'd with their rights. 
Give to country its charm, and to home its delights, 

If deceit be a wound and siupicion a stain — 
Then, ye men of Iberia ! our cause is the same : 
And oh! may his tomb want a tear and a name, 
Who would ask for a nobler, a holier death. 
Than to turn his last sigh into victory's breath 

For the Shamrock of Erin and Olive of Spain ! 

Ye Blakes and O'Donnds, whose fathers resign'd 

The given hills of their youth, among strangers to find 

That repose which at home they had sigh'd for in 
vain. 
Job, join in our hope that the flame, which you light. 
May be felt yet in Erin, as calm and as bright. 
And forgive even Albion, while bluslting she draws. 
Like a truant, her sword, in the long-slighted cause 

Of the Shamrock of Erin and Olive of Spain! 

God prosper the cause ! — oh ! it cannot bat thrive, 
While the pulse of one patriot heart is alive. 

Its devotion to feel, and its rights to mainlatn« 
Then how sainted by sorrow its martyrs will die! 
The finger of Glory shall point where tliey lie. 
While, far from the footstep of coward or slave, 
The young Spirit of Freedom shall shelter their grave, 

Beneath Shamrocks of Erin and Olives of Spain. 



BELIEVE ME, IF ALL THOSE ENDEARING 
YOUNG CHARMS. 

AiB^Jf/ tjodying is on the cold Ground. 

Bblixtb me, if all those endearing young charms. 

Which I gaze on so fondly to-day. 
Were to change by to-morrow, and fleet in my annt. 

Like fairy-gifu fading away! 
Thou wouldsl still be atlored, as this moment thou art, 

Let thy loveliness fade as it will. 
And around the dear ruin, each wish of my heart 

Would entwine itself verdantly still! 

It is not while beauty and youth are tliine own, 

And thy cheeks unprofaned by a tear. 
That the fervour and faith of a soul can be known, 

To which time will but make thee more dear ! 

37 
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Oh ! the heart that has truly loved, never forgets, 

But as truly loves od to the dose. 
As the suQ-Hower turns oo her god, when he sets, 

The same look which she turn'd when he rose I 



No. in. 



TO 

THE MARCHIONESS DOWAGER OF DONEGAL. 

While the Publisher of these Melodies very properly 
inscribes them to the Nobility and Gentry of Ireland 
in (general, I have much pleasure in selecting one from 
that number to vrhom my share of the Work is parti- 
cularly dedicated. Though your Ladyship has been 
so long absent from Ireland, I know that you remem- 
ber it well and warmly — that yon have not allowed the 
charm of English society, like the taste of the lotus, to 
produce oblivion of your country, but that even the 
humble tribute which I offer derives its chief claim 
upon your intere<$t from the appeal which it makes 
to your patriotism. Indeed, absence, however fatal to 
some affections of the heart, rather strengthens our 
love for the land where vc were born; and Ireland is 
the country, of all others, which an exile must remem- 
ber with enthusiasm. Those few darker and less amia- 
ble traits, with which bigotry and misrule have stained 
her character, and which are too apt to disgust us upon 
a nearer intercourse, become softened at a distance, or 
altogether invisible; and nothing is remembered but 
her virtues and her misfortunes — the zeal with which 
she has always loved liberty, and the barbarous policy 
which has always withheld it from her — the ease with 
which her generous spirit might be conciliated, and 
the cruel ingenuity which has been exerted to « wring 
her into undutifulness.n' 

It has often been remarked, and ofiener felt, that 
our music is the truest of all comments upon our his- 
tory. The tone of-defiance, succeeded by the languor 
of despondency — a burst of turbulence dying away into 
softness — the sorrows of one moment lost in the levity 
•of the next — and all that romantic mixture of mirth 
and sadness, which is naturally produced by the efforts 
of a lively temperament, to shake off, or fofgct, the 
wrongs which lie upon it: — such are the features of 
our history and character, which we find strongly and 
faithfully reflected in our music; and there are many 
airs which, I think, it is difficult to li^^ien to, without 
recalling some period or event to which tlieir expres- 
sion seems peculiarly applicable. Sometimes, when 
(he strain is open and spirited, yet shaded here and 
there by a mournful recollection, we can ^ncy that we 
l)ehold the brave allies of Montrose,' marching td the 
aid of the royal cause, notwithstanding all the perfidy 

* A phrate which occurs in ■ lett«r from ih« B>rl of Drtmoiid to 
the E«rl of Ormoad, in Eliubath't time. — Serinia Saen, •« qaotod 

by Curry. 

■ Thes'c arc •omc gru'tf^'tap arroant* of the gallanlry of theac ir'ub 
auiiliaripi in ■ Tho Cumplnlfl Hitlory of the Wart in Scotland, under 
Mantro«e« (1A60). Srr partirularly, for the conduct of an Irithmaa 
at ihc bitile of AlxrJcrn. chap. 6. p. 49*. and, fur a trihotc to the 
hrarrry of Colonel O'Kyjn, rli^p. -, p. 55. Clarendon own* that ibe 
Marquia of Vontrotfi wa« indebted for mnib of hit miracalout aacrraa 
10 (lilt «inall hjnd of lri-Uh<ron tinder M.tcdAniM:ll. 



of Charles and bis ministers, and rememberiag just 
enough of past sufferings to enhance the generosity of 
their present sacrifice. The plaintive melodies of Ca- 
rolan take us back to the times in which he lived, when 
our poor countrymen were driven to worship their God 
in caves, or to quit for ever the land of their birth (like 
the bird tliat abandons the nest which human touch 
luis violated); and in many a.song do we bear the last 
farewell of the exile,' mingling regret for the ties he 
leaves at home, with sanguine expectations of the ho> 
nours that await him abroad'Mtuch honours as were 
won on the field of Fontenoy, Vmere the valour of Irish 
Catholics turned the fortune of the day in favour of 
the French, and extorted from George the Second thA 
memorable exclamation, « Cursed be tlie laws whkh 
deprive me of such subjects!!* 

Though much has been said of the antiquity of our 
music, it is certain that our finest and most popular^ 
airs are modern; and perhaps we may look no further 
than the last di^raceful century for the origin of most 
of those wild and melancholy strains, which were it 
once the offspring and solace of grief, and which were 
applied to the mind, as music was formerly to the body, 
« decantare loca dolentia.» Mr Pinkerton b of opi- 
nion ' that none of the Scotch popular airs are as old 
as the middle of the sixteenth century ; and, thoo^ 
musical antiquaries refer us, for some of our melodies, 
to so early a period as the fifth century, I am persuaded 
tliat there are few, of a civilized de»cription (and br 
tliis I mean to exclude all the savage Ceanans, cries,' 
etc.), which can claim quite so ancient a date as Mr 
Pinkerton allows to the Scotch. But music is not the 
only subject upon which our taste for antiquity is ra- 
ther unreasonably indulged; and, however heretical it 
may be to dissent from these romantic speculations^ I 
cannot help thinking that it is possible to love our 
country very zealously, and to feel deeply interested 
in her honour and happiness, without believing that 
Irish was the language .spoken in Paradise ;4 that oar 
ancestors were kind enough to take the trouble of po- 
lishing the Greeks;^ or tliat Abaris, the Dyperboreaa. 
was a native of the North of Ireland.^ 

By some of these archaeologists, it has been imagined 
that the Irish were early acquainted with JcouDter- 
potnt;7 and they endeavour to support this conjccim 



* Tb« aMoriaiiont of the HindA Mutir. though oior* okvisaa ami 
defined, were far leta toarfaio; and charaitcriatic. Tlicy divUed lb«» 
•ongt according to the aeaaoaa of iba year, by vbich (oay* Sr Williaa 
Jonca) • ibey were able to recal the memory of autonnal ntrrriuieM, 
at the rloie of the hjrt eti, or of «oparation and B)el«Bck*lT 
the cold montht,* etc. AtitiHc Tramtaetiomt, vol. S, oa tb« 
Modea of the Hinddt. What the Abh^ du Boa aoys of tbc avn 
of Luliy. May be ataerted, with much more probnbilUy, of oar hM 
and impaetiuncd airt :— • Ellei auroicnt prodait dcraa •ffct^mi warn 
piroiiacnt fabuleux daat le r^cil dei aariont, ti ob lr« aTatt fah aa> 
tendre k dr* bommet d'an aaturel antai vif (|tt« laa AiWai 
Reflex, surta Puintmr*, tie. torn. t. tret. 4^> 

' Diaacrtation, prefaied i« thetecoad rolaaic of hit 

* Of which acHBe geauiae apeciateaa my he faaad at Uic aad af 
Mr Walker^a work apon iba Irith Bardi. Mr Buotiag haa aklj wal 
bit ktt tplcadid volamo by loo many of tbcae barbaroaa rhaaaadia- 

* Sac AdTertitetneat to the Traatactiaat of the Oaatia Iniiai] t* 
Uoblia. 

* O^Halloraa, toI. i. part 1. chap. 6. 

* Id. ib. chap. 7. 

' It ia alto aappoaed, hat with at little proof, that tbvv aadwiaai 
the dijtit, or rahannooic ioterral.— The Greeka tetm to hav* tMmd 
their cart to ihit delicate gradatiou of aoundi and. trhalem diflba^ 
tic* or objeiiioat mt,j lie ia the way of ita praatical a«c. «• vnatapa 
with Mertenne (Pi^ludet de riianeoaie, qaeat. ^), that the thmn^/ 
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by a well-known passage in Giraldiu, where be dilates, 
with such elaborate praise, upon the beauties of our 
national minstrelsy. But the terms of thb eulo^ are 
too va^c, too deficirot in technical accuracy, to prove 
that even Ciraldus himself knew any thing of the ar- 
tifice of counter-point. There are many expressions 
in the Greek and Latin writers which might be cited, 
with much more plausibility, to proveuthat they under- 
stood tlie arrangement of music in parts ;* yet I be- 
liave it is conceded in general by the learned, that, 
however grand and palbetic the melody of the ancients 
may have been, it was reserved for the ingenuity of 
modern S<'iencc to transmit the « light of Song» through 
the variegating prism of Harmony. 

Indeed the irregg^rscale of the early Irish (in vhich, 
as in the music of Scotland, the interval of the fourth 
was wanting}* must have furnished but wild and re- 
fractory subjects to the harmonist. It was only when 
the invention of Guido began to be known, and the 
powers of the harp^ were enlarged by additional strings, 
that our melodies took the sweet character which in- 
terests us at present; and, while the Scotch persevered 
in the old mutilation of tlie scale,4 our music became 

miuic would be inperrMt without it ; aud. tvaa iu pnrtico (•• To*i. 
avMUf olb«n, very ja*tiy ramarfct, ObaerTatioM ea Florid Song, rbap. 
I. trt. 16). thcrt i» uo good performer ou th« violiu wbo dor« uoi 
ouko • ••u«iblc dilTerruc* bciwe«B D thorp and E flat, though, from 
the iuiperfactioa of tb« iaMrnmeat, they are the aaaia note* upou the 
piano-forte. ' The efTeci of uiodulatioa by eohannoiiic traaakioat it 
alto very itriking and beautiful, 

•The wordt ^CllUXXlat and tTI^O^WVIal, inn paaaage of Plate, 
and aoMo expreatiena of Gcero, in FragSMat. lib. ii. de Republ.. in« 
duced the Abb^ Fragoier to mainlain that the ancienia had a know- 
ledge of counter-point. M. Burrtie, howerrr, batanaarered him. 1 think, 
tatitfariorily.— (Riamen d un pataage de Waton, in the 3d vol. of 
Hbioirc de I'Acad.) M. Huet it of opinion (Pcni^ IKvertet) that 
what Cirero tayt of the nnutic of the apheret, in hit draaoi of Sc'pio. 
it anffitirnt to prove an arqa^intanrc with harmony: but one of ibe 
ftirongett pneaaget «bidj I recollect in favour of th« onppoaitien. oc- 
cnrt in the Treatiae. attributed 10 Arittoile, ITl^t KotfyUOV — 
Mo(/91Jlll /• O^flC A/HA KAt fiAf*t(t H. T. X. 

* Another lawlcia peculiarity of our mnaic ia the fpe<|uency of what 
compoaert call rontrcuiive fifiha; but ibitia an irregularity whirh can 
hardly be avoided by pertont not very coavertant with the rule* of 
compoahion; indeed, if 1 may venture 10 rite my own wild ailempta in 
tbia way, it it a fault which 1 find mytelf conttnnally committing, and 
which bat aometimrt appeved to pleat«ng to my oar, ibat I have aur- 
rendered it to the triiir teith rontiderable reluctance. May there not 
h« a little pedantry in adhering loo rigidly to tbit rule I— 1 bava been 
told that there are inatancea in Haydn of an nndiaguited tucceation 
of fifiht ; and Mr Shield, in hit latredactioa to Baraioay. aeamt lo 
intimate that Handel haa been tometimea gnilty nf the l am n irrcg*. 
larity. 

* A tingular overtigbl orcura in aa Baaay upon the Irish Harp, by 
Mr Beanfonl, whirh it inaertcd in the Appeadit to Walker'a Hiat^ 
rical Memoirt.— •The frith (tap he), aerording to Bromton. in the 
reiffa of Henry tl. had two kindt of harpt. • Hibfmici uman ia da- 
obna mntici ganerta inttmmentit. qnamvia pnecipitem ot voUcem, 
auavem tamen el jucnndam,' the our greatly bold and qnich, the other 
toft and ploating.*— How a man of Mr Beauford*8 learaiag could ao 
miatake the meaning, and mutilate the graamaticnl cwattruelioa ef 
tbit etiract, it noaccnunuble. The following it the paaaage aa 1 £nd 
it entire in Bromton. and it reqniret biu little l^iin to perreive the 
injnttire which hat been done to the worda of the old chronicler t — 
■ Bt mm Scotia, hujna terra filia. ulaiur lyre, tympeao et eboro, ac 
Wallia cithara. labia rt choro Hibernici tamea ia dnohua maairi gc- 
nerit iatirnroeasia. f««mei« pnteipitem et weUetm, tanvcm Antm *t 

jmemmttam, rritpatit modolit ai ioiricalianoiulit, effieimml ktu ma m ia m . ■ 
^Hitt. Anglic. S(ri|ii. ptg. 1073. | thould not have thought thit 
error worth remarking, but that the compiler of the Ditaerution on 
the Harp, profiled 10 Mr Banting'a latt Work, hat adopted it impli- 
citly. 

* The 9cAich lay claim 10 tome of our bett aire, bat there are ttroag 
trniu of differeacc betweea their matodiea and oun. They had far- 



gradually more amenable to the laws of harmony and 
coupter-point. 

In profiting, however, by the improvements of the 
moArns. out; style still kept its originality sacred from 
their refinements; and, though Garolan had frequent 
opportunities of hearing tlie works of Gemininni, and 
other masters, we but rarely find him sacrificing his 
native simplicity tp the ambition of their ornaments, 
or affectation of their science. In that curious com- 
position, indeed, called his Concerto, it is evident that 
he laboured to imitate Corelli ; and this uniou of man- 
ners, so very di<»&imilar, produces the same kind of 
uneasy sensation which is felt at a mixture of different 
styles of architecture. In general, however, the artless 
(low of our music has preserved itself free from all 
tinge of foreign innovation,* and the chief corruptions, 
of which we have to complain, arise from the unskil- 
ful performance of our own itinerant musicians, from 
whom, too frequently, the airs are noted down, en- 
cumbered by their usteless decorations, and responsi- 
bla for all their i(;norant anomalies. Though it be 
sometimes impossible to traae the original strain, yet, 
in mofct of them, m auri per ramot aura refulget,*' the 
pure gold of the melody shines through the ungraceful 
foliage which surrounds it ; and the most delicate and 
difficult duty of a compiler is to endeavour, as much 
as possible, by retrenching these inelegant superfluities, 
and collating the various methods of playing or singing 
each air, to restore the regularity of iu form, and the 
chaste simplicity of its character. 

I must again observe, that, in doubting the anti- 
quity of our music, my scepticism extends but to thoM 
polished specimens of the art, which it is difficult to con- 
ceive anterior to the dawn of modem improvement; 
and that I would by no means invalidate the claims of 
Ireland to as eariy a rank in the aonaU ofminstrelsy 
as the most zealous antiquary may be inclined to allow 
her. In addition, indeed, to the power which music 
must always Itave possessed over the minds of a people 
so ardent and susceptible, the stimulus of persecution 
was not wanting to quicken our taste into entlmuasm ; 
the charms of song were ennobled with the glories of 
martyrdom, and the acts against minstrels, in the reigns 
of Henry VIII. and Elisabeth, were as successful, I 
doubt not, in making my countrymen musicians, as 
the penal laws have been in keeping them Catholics. 

With respect to the verses which I have written for 
these Melodies, as they are intended rather to be sung 
than read, I can answer for their sound with somewhat 
more confidt>nce than ttieir sense; yet, it would be af- 
fectation to deny that I have given much attention to 

aerly ibn aane pataion f<>r robbing at of our Seinta, and tbe learned 
Demptter wa*. for thit offrnre, called • The !^int Stealer.* I tap- 
pnte it waa an Iriahman, wbo, by way of rrpriaal, ttole Dm^tnr** 
beautiful wife from him at Pita. — See thia anecdote ia tk* Piman 
tkeem of Eryihrvut. part 1, page sS. 

* Among other faite refioemmit of the art, our mutie (with the 
rxcepilon pei ha pa of the air called •Mamma. Maauaa,* and one or 
two more of the aame Indicrona detcription) hae avoided tlmt paerile 
mimi<kry of natural noitea, mniiont. rtr. which ditgr-irce to ofWa the 
workt of even the greai Handel himtalf. lyAlembert ought to have 
had better Uttp ihjn to beromit the patron of thit imitative affec- 
ution. — Ditfomn Prilimiuaire dt t K m tj f ctt fU i* . Tbe render may 
find tome good remarkt on the tobject ia Avtaon upon Mutical Fv« 
prettion ; a work which, though andrr tbe name of Avit«>n, wa* 
written, it it vaid, by Dr Brown. 

* Virgil. Aneid, lib. 6. v. ao4. 
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the task, and that it is not through want of zeal or in- 
dustry, if I unfortunately disjj^race the sweet airs of my 
country, by poetry altogether unworthy of their taste, 
their energy, and their tenderness. * 

Though the humble nature of my contributions to 
tliis work may exempt them from the rigours of literary 
criticisms, it was not to be expected that those touches 
of political feeling, those tones of national complaint, 
in which the poetry sometimes sympathizes with the 
music, would be suffered to pass without censure or 
alarm. It has been accordingly said, that the tendency 
of this publication is mischievous,* and that I have 
chosen these airs but as a vehicle of dangerous politics— 
as fair and precious vessels (to borrow an image of 
St Augustin') from which the wine of error might be 
administered. To those who identify nationality with 
treason, and who see, in every effort for Ireland, a sys- 
tem of hostility towards England, — to those too, who, 
nursed in the gloom of prejudice, are alarmed by the 
faintest gleam of liberality that threatens to disturb 
their darkness (like that Demophon of old, who, when 
the sun shone upon him, shivered!^) — to such men I 
shall not deign to apologize for the warmth of any po- 
litical sentiment which may occur in the course of 
these pages. But, as there are many, among the more 
wise and tolerant, who, with feeling enough to mourn 
over the wrongs of their country, and sense enough to 
perceive all the danger of not redressing them, may yet 
think that allusions in the least degree bold or inflam- 
matory should be avoided in a publication of this po- 
pular description — I beg of these respected persons to 
believe, that there is no one who deprtcates more nn- 
cerely than I do any appeal to the passions of an igno- 
rant and angry multitude; but, that it is not through 
that gross and inflammable region of society a work 
of this nature could ever have beco intended to circu- 
late. It looks much higher for its audience and read- 
ers — it is found upon the piano-fortes of the rich and 
the educated — of those who can afford to have their 
national zeal a little stimulated, without exciting much 
dread of the excesses into which it may hurry them; 
and of many, whose nerves may be, now and then, 
alarmed with advantage, us much more is to be gained 
by their fears, than could ever be expected from their 
justice. 

Having thus adverted to the principal objection which 
has been hitherto made to the poetical part of this 
work, allow me to add a few words in defence of my 
ingenious coadjutor, Sir John Stevenson, who has been 
accused of having spoiled the simplicity of the airs, by 
the chromatic richness of his symphonies, and the ela- 
borate variety of his harmonies. We might cite the 
example of the admirable Haydn, who has sported 
through all the mazes of musical science, in his arrange- 
ment of the simplest Scottish melodies; but it appears 
to me, that Sir John Stevenson has brought a national 
feeling to this task, which it would be in vain to ex- 
pect from a foreigner, however tasteful or judicious. 
Through many of his own compositions we trace a 
vein of Irish sentiment, which points him out as pe- 

* See Lrtten, uader the (iga«iarc« of Tinxnt, etr. in the Mcrmimg 
Pott, Pilot, and oiber papers. 

* • Noa arca*o verbtt quaai vata electa alqne protioM ; aed viaam 
crroria, qaod cum eis nobis propinaiur.*— Lib. i. Confess, cap. i6. 

* Tliis enblem of modern bigots was bead-butler (TAAfTf^- 
?roiOC) to Aieundcr the Grant.— 5tfj;(. £a^r. Pgrrk. HfpMk. lib. i. 



culiarly suited to oatch the spirit of his country's ma- 
sic ; and, for from agreeing with those critict who think 
that his symphonies have nothing kindred with the 
airs which they introduce, I would say that, in general, 
they resemble those illuminated initiak of old manor 
scripts, which arc of the samanbaractcr with the writing 
which follows, though more highly coloured* and more 
curiously ornamented. 

In those airs which are arranged for voices, his skiO 
has particularly distinguished itself; and, though it can- 
uot be denied that a single melpdy most naturally ex- 
presses the language of feeling and pasuon, yet, often, 
when a favourite strain has been dismissed, as having 
lost its charm of novelty for the ear, it returns, in a 
harmonized shape, with new claioqa upon our interest 
and attention; and to those who mdy the delicate ar> 
tiflces of composition, the construction of the inner 
parts of these pieces must afford, I think, conside^ 
able satisfaction. Every voice has an air to itself, a 
flowing succession of notes, which might he heard with 
pleasure, independent of the rest, so artfully has the 
harmonist (if 1 may thus express it) gaveUed the melo- 
dy, distributing an equal portion of its sweetness to 
every part. 

If your Ladyship's love of Music were not known to 
me, 1 should not have haxarded so long a letter ofMS 
the subject; but as, ^probably, I may have presnoied 
too far upon your partiality, the best revenge yon caa 
take is to write me just as long a letter upon Painting; 
and I promise to attend to your tlieory of the art, with 
a pleasure only surpassed by that which I havesoofteB 
derived from your practice of it. — May the mind whiek 
such talents adorn, continue calm as it is hright, and 
h.ippy as it is virtuous! 

Believe me, your Ladyship's 

Grateful Friend and Servant, 

DuhUn, January, 1810. THOMAS MOOEE. 



ERIN! OH ERIN I 
Alt — Thamama Halla, 

LiXB the bright lamp that shone in Kildare's holy fsae,* 
And bum'd through long ages of darkness and stora, 

Is the heart that afflictions have come o'er in vain. 
Whose spirit outlives them, unfading and warm! 

Erin! oh Erin! thus bright, througbrche tears 

Of a long night of bondage, thy spirit appears! 

The nations have fallen, and thou st'ill art young. 
Thy sun is but rising, when others are set ; 

And though slavery's cloud o'er thy morning hath luaif. 
The full moon of freedom shall beam round thee yet 

Erin ! oh Erin ! though long in the shade. 

Thy star will shine out, when the proudest shall isdef 

Unchill'd by the rain, and unwaked hy the wrind. 
The lily lies sleeping through winter's cold hoar. 



I Thn word a chronsstica mi||fal have bc«a sand 
▼ioUnce to its meaninf. 

* The ineitingaisbable 6r« of St Bridget, nt KiMnm, 
due mentions. • Apud Ksfdariam oceurrit Ifnia Sni 
inetiingnibilem eocavt ; noo qnod eitinfvi noa p a wit. 
aolicitc aonialee el aanci* mnlieres igneos, sapp«Cc«t« 
ct antriant, at • icnpore eirginis per toe aaa 
Baaasit iaasiiactaa.*— C<ratf. dtmt. 4t UifkiL 
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Till tpriop, with a touch, her dark ilpmber nnbind. 
And day-light and liberty bless tm yoang flower.* 
Erin ! oh Erin ! tiiy winter is past, 
And the hope that lived through it shall blotaom at last. 



DRINK TO HER. 
AiB — Heigh oh! my Jockey. 

DaiNK to her, who long 
, Hath waked the poet's ugh; 
The girl who gave to song 

What gold could n«rer buy. 
Oh! woman's heart was made 

For minArel handf alone ; 
By other fingers play'd, * 

It yields not half the^oneT 
Then here 's to her, who long 

Hath waked the poet's sigh, 
The girl who gave to song 

What gold could never buy I 

At Beauty's door of glass 

When Wealth and Wit once stood. 
They ask'd her « which might pass In 

She answer'd, « he who could.* 
With golden key Wealth thought 

To pass — but 't would not do: 
While Wit a diamond brought, 

which cut his bright way throogfa! 
So here 's to her, who long 

Haih waked the poet's sigh. 
The girl who gave to song 

What gold could never buy ! 

The love that seeks a home. 

Where wealth or grandeur shines, 
Is like the gloomy gnome 

That dwells in dark gold mines. 
But oh ! the poet's love 

Can boast a brighter sphere ; 
It's native home 's above, * 

Though woman keeps it here! 
Then drink to her, who long 

Hath waked the poet's sigh. 
The girl who gave to song , 

What gold could never buy ! 



OH! BLAME NOT THE BARD.' 
kiK—Kitty TyrreL 

Oi ! blame not the bard, if he fly to the bowers. 
Where Ptetfsure lies carelessly smiling at Fame; 

He was bom for much more, and in happier hours 
His soul might have bum'd with a holier flame. 

* Mn H. Ti|;lM, •• her «qnUit« liaa* oa lh« lilj. bat applisd tbit 
■■Mf* to • ttiN More imporUal tabjccC. 

* W« nuy auppoM ihi* apolsgy i« bar* been aUfrad by mo* of 
iboM waadcriHg bardf, whooi Spcartr so Mvarcly, aaJ. pcrbapa, traly, 
d«*cribn ia hia St«i« of IrtUud, mad «b«M po«aM, b* tclU u, • mart 
•priakM wiib aomc pretty Sowers of their seiural dome, which f ave 
good graee and eoadiaeat aote then, the which it ie great pity to see 
a b —ed to the graciag of oickodaeea aad rice, which, with goo4 Mage, 
wooid serve to adorn and boaotify virtao.* 



The String, that now languishes loose o'er the lyre. 
Might have bent a prouii bow to the warrior's dart,* 

And the lip, which now breathes but the song of desire, 
Miflht have pour'd the^full tide of a patriot's heart. 

• 

But alas! for his country — her pride is gone by. 

And that spirit is broken which never would bend ; 
O'er the ruin her children in secret must sigh, 

Flfr 't is treason to love her, and death to defend. 
Unprized are her sons, till they *ve leam'd to betray; 

Undistinguish'd they live, if they shame not their sires ; 
And the torch, that would light them through dignity's 
way. 

Must be caught from the pile where their country 
expires I 

Then blame not the bard, if, in pleasure's soft dream. 

He should try to forget what he never can heal ; 
Oh! give but a hope — let a vista but gleam 

Through the gloom of his country, and mark hgm 
he 11 feel! 
That instantiiis heart at ber'shrine would lay down 

Every passion it nursed, every bliss it adored. 
While the myrtle, now idly entwined with his crown. 

Like the wreath of Uarmodius, should cover his 
sword.* 

But, though glory be gone, and though hope £sde away, 

Thy name, loved Erin! shall live in his songs; 
Not even in the hour when his heart is most gay 

Will he lose the remembrance of thee and thy wrongs ! 
The stranger shall hear thy lament on his plains; 

The sigh of thy harp shall be sent o'er the deep, 
Till thy mastere themselves, as they rivet thy chains. 

Shall pause at the song of their captive, and weep. 

WHILE GAZING ON THE MOON'S UGHT. 

Aia — Oonagh. 

While gaxing on the moon's light, 

A moment from her smile I tum'd. 
To look at orbs that, more bright. 
In lone and distant glory bum'd. 
But, loo far, 
Ea^ proud star. 
For me to reel its warming flame- 
Much more dear 
That mild sphere. 
Which near our planet smiling came;' 
Tlins, Mary, be but thou my own- 
While brighter eyes unheeded play, 
I '11 love those moon4ight looks alone. 
Which bless my home and guide my way! 

< It ia roajectared by Wonaias, thai ibo naaic oflrolaad it derieod 
froM Tr, the Rnaie for a Aesr. in the ate of which weapon the Irish 
were once very etpert. This dcrivatien is certainly asora c r ad itaUa to 
ns than the following : • So that Ireland (failed the land of Irv, for 
the conaunt broil* iberctn for 4oo T*"*) *■* "** boeonM tho land of 
concord.*— Lkiyd's Suie Worthies. Art. The Lord Crandison. 

■ See the Hynio. attiibntod to Alcsns, £y /UI/pTOV JCAJti^ TO 
^f^OC fOfMOW — ■! will carry asy sword, hidden in aiyrtles, like 
HamiodiHa and Arisiogiloa,* eu. 

> i^Qf such celestial bodies as are visible, the enn rirepted, the 
single Moon, as despicable as it ia in ceasparison to mas t of the others, 
is ninch asore beneficial than they all pnt together.* — Wnisrop'a 
Tnaoar, eu. 

In the Bmtrtiiimi dAnU»% among other ingonlom easblenss. we fin4 
a Marry sky withoni a aioon, with the wnrds, Kmm wMh^ fnmf t kmt . 
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Tlie day h.id sunk in dim showers. 

But midoighc now, with lustre meek. 
Illumined all the pale flowers. 
Like hope, that lights | mourner's cheek. 
I said (while • 
The moon's smile 
Play'd o'er a stream in dimplidg bliss), 
aThe moon looks 

On many brooks, ^ 

The brook can see no moon but this; » * 
And thus, I thought, our fortunes run. 

For many a lover looks to thee, 

'While oh ! I feel thera is but one^ 

One Mary in the world for me. 



i. 



ILL OMENS. 
Alt — Kitty of CoUraine; or, Paddy » Resource, 

WasN daylight was yet sleeping under the billow. 

And stars in the heavens still lingering shone. 
Young Kitty, all blushing, rose up from lirr pillow, 

The last time she e'er was to press it alone. 
For the youth, whom she treasured her heart and her 
soul in, 

Had promised to link the last tie before noon ; 
And, when once the young heart of a maiden is stolen. 

The maiden herself will steal after it soon ! 

As she look'd in the glass, which a woman ne'er misses. 

Nor ever wants time for a sly glance or two, 
A butterfly, fresh from the night-flower's kisses. 

Flew over the mirror, and shaded bet view. 
Enraged with the insect for hiding her graces. 

She brush'd him — he fell, alas ! never to rise — 
M Ah ! such,» said the girj, n is the pride of our faces, 

For which the soul's innocence loo often dies!* 

While she stole through the garden, where heart's-ease 
was growing, 

She cull'd some, and kiss'd off its night-fallen dew; 
And a rose, further on, look'd so tempting and glowing. 

That, spite of her haste, she must gather it too ; 
But, while o'er the roses too carelessly leaning. 

Her zone flew in two, and the he^'s-ease was lost — 
M Ah! this means,* said the girl (and she sigh'd at its 
meaning), 

Tliat love is scarce worth the repoae it will costiM 



BEFORE THE BATTLE. 

Alt— 7%e Fairy Queen. 

By the hope within us springing. 

Herald of to-morrow's strife; 
By that sun, whose light is bringing 

Chains or freedom, death or life — 
Oh ! remember life can be 
No charm for him who lives not free! 

Like the day-star in the wave. 

Sinks a hero to his grave, 
'Midst the dew-fall of n nation's tears ! 

Happy 18 he o'er whose decline 

* Thi« inuQC *•• ■ugqefteci hj iha following chooght, «hirh orevrt 
•nmewber* in Sir William Jonet't works : • The moon look* upon 
nuny night-flow«r», lb« oigbt-flowtr (cf* but od« moon.* 



The smilautf home may soothing shine. 
And light him down the steep of years:— 
But oh ! how grand they sink to rest 
Who close their eyes on Victory's breast! 

O'er his watch-fire's fa^j^ embers 
Now the foeroan's cheek turns white, « 

When his heart that field remembers. 
Where we dimm'8 his glory's light! 

Never let him bind again 

A chain like that we broke from then. 
Hark! the horn of combat calls — 
Ere the golden evening falls. 

May we pledge that lArn in triumph round !* 
Many a heart, that now beats high* 
In slumber co^at night shall lie. 

Nor waken OKn at victoty's sound : — 
But oh! how bless'd that hero's sleep. 
O'er whom a wondering world shall weep! 



AFTER THE BATTLE. 
Alt — Thy Fair Bosom. 

Night dosed around the conqueror's way, 

And lightnings show'd the distant bill. 
Where those who lost that dreadful day . 

Stood, few and faint, but fearless still ! 
The soldier's hope, the patriot's zeal. 

For ever dimm'd, for ever cross'd — • 
Oh ! who shall say what heroes feel. 

When all but Ufe and honour 's lost! 

The last sad hour of freedom's dream. 

And valour's task, moved slowly by. 
While mute they waich'd, till morninfj's beam 

Should rise, and give them light to die ! — 
There is a world where souls are free. 

Where tyrants taint not nature's blias; 
If death that world's bright opening be. 

Oh! who would hve a slave in this? 



: 
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OH ! T IS SWEET TO THINK.. 

Ait — Thady,you Gander, 

Oh ! 't is sweet to think that, wherever we rove. 

We are sure to find something blissful and dear; 
And that, when we *re far from the lips weiove, 

We have but to make love to the lips we are neai 
The heart, like a tendril, accustom'd to cling. 

Let it grow where it will, cannot flourish alone. 
But will lean to the nearest and loveliest thing 

It can twine with itself, and make closely its own. 



1 • Tbe Iriftb Coma was not entirely dvrotnd to anartial 
In the heroic age* our aocMior* quafTcd Meadk out of than, •■ dr 
Danitb hnaUr* do their beverage at thiaday.*— W^Lcnm. 

* I believe it i* Mamontel. arbo aay* • Qmmmd •• ■* « pm t» f 
(on aimt, il famt aiwur ee ifut torn «.•— Tbcr* nr« *o MnBy ■wtiw *^ 
fact people, who taka *urb jtus ittfrit a* tkia defence of iaia* 
*iam-y, to be the actual and genuine acntiaeiita of hina who ufiM* 
thera, that they conpal one, in •eif-dafenee. to be nn naattar af fn* 
aa themaelvea, and U> remind th«afi, that Demecritn* wna aocthenwi* 
phy*iologt*t foi; having playfully contended that aaoar «ma block . •" 
Eraanioa in any degree tbe let* wi*e for hariof writtoa on 
cncomion of folly. 



K 



IRISH M£LOl)IES. 



295 



Then oh ! what pleasnre, where'er wm row, • ^ 
To be doom'd to find something, still, that is dear, 

And to know, when fer from the lips we lore. 

We have but to make lore to the lips we are near. 



T were a shame, when fliHrers aroond us rise. 

To make light of the rest, if the rose is not there; 
And the world 's so rich in resplendent eyes, 

T were a pity lo limit one's lore to a pair. 
Love's winfi and the 'peacock's are nearly alike, 

They are both of them bright, but they 're changeable 
too. 
And, wherever a new beam of beauty can strike, 

It will tincture Love's plume with a different hue! 
Then oh ! what pleasure, where'er we rove, 

To be doom'd to find something, still, that is dear. 
And to know, when far from the lips wre love. 

We have but to make love to the lips we are near. 

THE IRISH PEASANT TO HIS'BflSTRESS. 

Alt. . 

Tbrouoh grief and through danger thy smile hath cheer'd 

my way. 
Till hope seem'd to bud from each thorn that round me 

by; 
Tlie darker our fortune, the brighter our pure love 

burn'd. 
Till shame into glory, till fear into teal was tnrn'd: 
Oh ! slave as I was, in thy arms my spirit felt free, 
And bless'd even the sorrows that mode me more dear 

to thee. 

Thy rival was honour'd, while thon wert wrong'd and 

scom'd ; 
Thy crown was of briers, while gold her brows adom'd ; 
She woo'd me to temples, while thou lay'tt hid in caves ; 
Her friemlswere all masters, while thine, alaa! were 

slaves ; 
Yet, cold in the earth, at thy feel I would rather be. 
Than wed what I loved not, or turn one thought from 

thee. 

They slander thee sorely, who say thy tows are frail— 
Iladst thou been a fdUe one, thy cheek had look'd less 

pale! 
They say, too, so long thou hast worn those lingering 

chains, 
Tliat deep in thy heart they have printed their servile 

stains — 
Oh! do not believe them— no chain could that soul 

subdue — 
Where shineth thy spirit, there liberty shinetb too! » 



Kindling fbrmar smiles again, 

la faded eyes iliat long have wept ! 

Like the gale that sighs along 

Beds of orieuUil tlowers, 
Is the grateful breath of J»ong, 

Tliat once was heard in liappier bourt. 
Fill'd with balm the gale sighs on. 

Though the flowers have sunk in death ; 
So, when pleasure's dream is gone, 

Its memory lives in Music's breath! 

Music!— oh ! how faint, how weak. 

Language fades before thy spell ! 
Why should feeling ever speak. 

When thou canst breathe her soul so weH? 
Friendship's balmy words may feign, 

Love's are even more false than they; 
Oh ! 't is only Music's strain 

Can sweetly sooth, and not betray! 



ON MUSIC. 
Alt — Banks of Banna. 

Wben through life unbless'd we rote, 

losing all that made life dear. 
Should some notes, we used to love 

In days of boyhood, meet our ear, 
Oh how welcome breatlies the strain ! 

Wakening thoughts that long have slept; 

* a Where ihe $pirit of th* l^rd ia, lh«re i« librriy.a— St P««t, a 
CorioifaiaBa, iii. 17 



IT IS NOT THE TEAR AT THIS MOMENT SHED.* 

Alt — The Sixpence. 

It is not tlie tear at this moment shad. 

When tlie cold turf has just been laid o'er him. 
That can tell how beloved was the friend that 's fled. 

Or how deep in our hearts we deplore him. 
T is the tear, through many a long day wept. 

Through a life by his loss all shaded; 
T is the sad remembrance, fondly kept. 

When all ligljter griefs have faded ! 

Oh! thus shall we mourn, and his memory's light, 

WMiile it shines through our hearts, will improve them; 
For worth shall look fairer, and truth more bright, 

When we think how he lived but to love them! 
And, as buried saiqts have given perfume 

To shrines where they 've been lying. 
So our hearts shall borrow a sweetening bloom 

From the image he left there in dying ! 

THE ORIGIN OF THE HARP. 
Alt — Gage Fane. 

T IS believed that this harp, which I wake now for thee, 
W^as a Siren of old, who sung under the sea f 
And who often, at eve, through the bright billow roved. 
To meet, on the green shore, a youth whom she loved. 

But she loved him in vain, for he left her to weep, 
And in tears, all the night, her gold ringleU to steep, 
Till Heaven look'd witli pity on true-love so warm, 
And changed to thi» soft hurp the sea-maiden's form ! 

Still her bosom rose fiir— still her cheek smiled tlie 

same— 
Willie her sea-beauties gracefully curl'd round the frame; 
And her hair, shedding tear-drops from all its bright 

rings. 
Fell over her white arm, to make the gold strings ! * 

* TUm« lion wrrc occatioa^ by the death ef « T«f7 sear «a4 Jeer 
relative. 

■ Thit tbeufhl va« lOKgrated by an iafaaiosa 4e«>fa. prefiied to «■ 
ode npoa St Cecilia, pttbtiabe4 aoaie ycara aiaee, by Mr HaJaoa of 
Oablia. 
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Hence it came, that this soft harp so long hath been 

known 
To mingle love's language with sorrow's sad tone ; 
Till Aoti didst divide them, and teach the fond lay 
To be love when I 'm near thee, and grief when away ! 



No. IV. 

This Number of The Melodies ought to have appeared 
much earlier ; and the writer of the words is ashamed 
to confess, that the^delay of its publication must be im- 
puted chiefly, if not entirely, to him. He finds it ne- 
cessary to make this avowal, not only for the purpose 
of removing all blame from the publisher, but in con- 
sequence of a rumour, which has been circulated in- 
dustriously in Dublin, that the Irish Government had 
interfered to prevent the continuance of the Work. 
This would be, indeed, a revival of Henry the Eighth s 
enactments against Minstrels, and it is very flattering 
to find that so much importance is attached to our 
compilation, even by such persons as the inventors of 
the report. Bishop Lowth, it is true, was of this opi. 
nioD, that one soog, like the Hymn to JSTarmoifiits, would 
have done more towards rousing the spirit of the Ro- 
mans than all the philippics of Cicero. But we live 
in wiser and less musical times ; ballads have long lost 
their revolutionary powers, and we question if even a 
« LillibuUeron would produce any very $ery}ut conse- 
quences at present. It is needless, therefore, to add, 
that there is no truth in the report ; and we trust that 
whatever belief it obtained was founded more upon 
th^character of the Government than of the fFork, 

The Airs of the last Number, though full of origina- 
lity and beauty, were perhaps, in general, too curiously 
selected to become all at once as popular as, we think, 
they deserve to be. The Public are remarkably re- 
served towards new acquaintances in music, which, 
perhaps, is one of the reasons why many modem com- 
posers introduce none but old friends to their notice. 
Indeed, it is natural that persons who lote music only 
by association, should be slow in feeling the charms of 
a new and strange melody ; while those who have a 
quick sensibility for this enchanting art, will as na- 
turally seek and enjoy novelty, because in every va- 
riety of strain they find a fresh combination of ideas, 
and the sound has scarcely reached the ear, before the 
heart has rapidly translated it into sentiment. After 
all, however, it cannot be denied that the most popu- 
lar of our national Airs are also the most beautiful ; 
and it has been our wish, in the present Number, to 
select from those Melodies only which have long been 
listened to and admired. The least known in the col- 
lection is the Air of « Love's young Dream;» but it is 
one of those easy, artless strangers, whose merit the 
heart acknowledges instantly. 

T. M. 

Bury Streetj St James's, 
Nov. 1811. 



LOVES YOUNG DREAM. 

Alt— The Old Woman. 

Oh ! the days are gone, when Beauty bright 
My heart's chain wove! 



Whemmy dream of life, from mom tiU nig^t. 

Was love, still love! 

New hope may bloom. 

And days may come 
Of milder, calmer beam. 
Bat there 's nothing half so sweet in life - 

As love's young dream! 
Oh! there 's nothing half so sweet in life 

As love's young dream! 

• 

Though the bard to purer fiune ma j soar. 

When wild youth > past; 
Though he win the wise, who frown'd befeire. 

To smile at last ,* 

He 'II never meet * 

A joy so sweet. 
In all his noon of fame. 
As when first he sung to woman's ear 

His soul-felt flame. 
And, at every close, she blush'd to hear 

The one loved name! 

Oh! that hallow'd form is ne'er forgot. 

Which first-love traced ; 
Still it lingering haunts the greenest spot 

On memory's waste! 

T was odour fled 

As soon as shed ; 
T was morning's winged dream; 
T was a light that ne'er can shine again 

On life's dull stream! 
Oh! 't was light that ne'er can shine again 

On life's dull stream. 



THE PRINCE'S DAY.* 
Alt— 5t Patrick's Day. 

Though dark are our sorrows, to^iay we'U forget thea. 
And smile through our tears, like a son-beam ia 
showers; 
There never were hearts, if our rulers would let then. 
More form'd to be grateful and bless*d than oan! 
But, just when the chain 
Has ceased to pain. 
And hope has enwreathed it round with flowery 
There comes a new link 
Our spirit to sink — 
Oh ! the joy that we taste, like the light of the poks. 

Is a flash amid darkness, too brilliant to stay ; 
But, though 't were the last litde spark in oar soak, 
We must light it up now on our Prinees Day. 

Contempt on the minion who calls yon disloyal! 
Though fierce to your foe, to your Mends yoa m 
true; 
And the tribute most high to a head that is royal 
Is love from a heart that loves liberty too. 
While cowards wlio blight 
Your fame, your right. 
Would shrink from the blaze of the batde array. 
The Sundard of Green 
In front would be seen — 



I 



t nU MBg wa» wriiteo for a flM im Iioa««r of cIm 
W«Im'« BirUi4)«y, gtm by my friend. Major Bryaa. at hm 
Uw cQaalj of KUk«aay. 
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Oh ! my life on your ^tb ! were yon suminoD'd Uii<* 
minute. 

You 'd cast every bitter remembrance away. 
And show what tbe arm of old Erin has in it. 

When roused by the foe, on her Prince's Day. 

He loves the Green Isle, and his love is recorded 

In hearts which have suffer d too much to forget ; 
And hope shall be crown'd, and attachment rcwardrd. 
And Erin's gay jubilee shine out yet ! 
The i;em mtf^ be broke 
By many a stroke, 
aBut nothing can cloud its native ray; 
Each fragment will cast 
A light, to the last! — 
And thus, Erin, my country! though broken thou art. 
There 's a lustre within thee that ne'er will decay; 
A spirit which beams through each suffering part. 
And now smiles at their pain, on tbe Prince's n.iy ! 



WEEP ON, WEEP ON. 
Aia — Tlte Song of Sorrow. 

Wkkp on, weep on, your hour is past, 

Your dreams of pride are o'er ; 
The fital chain is round you cast, 

And you are men no more! 
In vain the hero's heart hath bled. 

The sage's tongue bath wam'd in vain ; — 
Oh, Freedom! once thy Oame bath fled. 

It never lights again! 

Weep on — p4>rhaps in after days 

They 'II learn to love your name ; 
When many a deed shall wake in praise 

That now must sleep in blame! 
And, when they tread the ruin'd isle. 

Where rest, at length, the lqird.and slave. 
They '11 wond'ring ask, how hands so vile 

Gould conquer hearts so brave. 

»« T was fatc.w they *11 say, a a wayward fate 

Your web of discord wove ; 
And, while your tyrants join'd in hate. 

You never join'd in love ! 
But hearts fell off that ought to twine, 

And man profaned what God hath given, 
Till some were heard to curse the shrine 

Where others knelt to Heaven!* 



LESBIA HATH A BEAMING EYE. 

Alt — Nora Creina, 

LiSBiA hath a beaming eye. 

But no one knows for whom it beametli ; 
Right and left its arrows fly. 

But what they aim at no one dreameth ! 
Sweeter 't is to gaze upon 

My Nora's lid, that seldom rises; 
Few its looks, but every one, 

Like unexpected light, ^rprises ! 
Oh, my Nora Creina, dear! 

My gentle, bashful Nora Creina ! 



Beauty lies 
In many eyes, 
But love in yours, my Nora Creioa! 

Lesbia wears a robe of gold, 

But all so close tbe nymph hath laced it, 
Not a charm of Beauty's mould 

Presumes to Ktay where Nature placed it! 
Ob! my Nora's gown for me. 

That floats as wild as mountain breezes, 
Leaving every beauty free 
To sink or swell, as Heaven pleases! 

Yes, my Nora Creina, dear! 
My simple, graceful Nora Gretna! 
Nature's dress 
Is loveliness — 
Tbe dress 70U wear, my Nora Creina ! 

Lesbia bath a wit reflend. 

But, when its points are gleaming round us, 
Wlio can tell if they 're design'd 

Tb dazzle merely or to wound us? 
Pillow'd on my Nora's heart. 

In safer slumber Love reposc t 
Bed of peace ! whose roughest pMt 
Is but tbe crumpling of the rosea. 

Oh, my Nora Creina, dear! 
My mild, my artless Nora Creina! 
Wit, though bright. 
Hath not the light 
That warms your eyes, my Nora Creina ! 



I SAW THY FORM IN YOUTHFUL PRIME. 

All — DomhnalL 

I SAW thy form in youthful prime. 

Nor thought that pale decay 
Would steal before the steps of time, 

And waste its bloom away, Mary! 
Yet still thy features wore that light 

Which fleeu not with the breath; 
And life ne'er look'd more truly bright 

Tlian in thy smile of death, Mary! 

As streams that run o'er golden mines, . 

Yet humbly, calmly glide. 
Nor seem to know the wealth that shines 

Within their gentle tide, Mary! 
So, veil'd beneath the simplest guise. 

Thy radiant genius shone. 
And that which charm 'd all other eyes 

Seem'd worthless in thy own, Mary! 

If souls could always dwell above. 

Thou ne'er hadst left that sphere ; 
Or, could we keep the souls we love, 

Wc ne'er liad lost thee here, Mary! 
Though many a gifted mind we meet. 

Though fairest forms we see. 
To live with them is far less sweet 

Thau to remember thee, Mary!* 

t I have here made a feeble cfTort to iniute that n«|ai«it« interip* 
lion of Sheaiteoe'i, • lieu 1 qvanto miaoa est ran rcliqai* vertari 
qoaoi t«i ■cmiBJaM !■ 
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BY THAT LAKE, WHOSE GLOOMY SHORE.' 

AiE — Tlie Brown Irish GirL 

Bt thai lake, vhose gloomy shore 
Sky-lark never warbles o'er,' 
Where the cliff hangs high and steep, 
Young Saint Kevin stole to sleep, 
u Here at least,M he calmly said, 
tt Woman ne'er shall find my Led.** 
Ah ! the good saint little knew 
What that wily sex can do. 

T was from Kathleen's eyes he flew — 
Eyes of most unholy blue ! 
She had loved him veil and long, 
Wish'd him hers, nor thought it wrong. 
Wheresoe'er the saint would fly. 
Still he heard her light foot nigh; 
East or west, where'er he turo'd. 
Still her eyes before him burn'd. 

On the hold cliffs bosom cast. 
Tranquil now he sleeps at last ; 
Dreams of heaven, nor thinks tliat e'er 
Woman's smile can haunt him there. 
But nor earth, nor heaven is free 
From her power, if fond she be : 
Even now, while calm he sleeps, 
Kathleen o'er him leans and weeps. 

Fearless she had track'd his feet 
To this rocky wild retreat; 
And when morning met his view, 
Her mild glances met it too. 
Ah ! your saints have cruel hearts! 
Sternly from his bed he starts, 
And, with rude repulsive shock. 
Hurls her from the beetling rock. 

Glendalough! thy gloomy wave 
Soon was gentle Kathleen's grave ; 
Soon the saint (yet, ah ! too late) 
Felt her love, and mourn'd her fate. 
When he said, « Heaven rest her soul'.i* 
Round the lake light music stole; 
And her ghost was seen to glide, 
Smiling, o'er the fatal tide ! 






He had lived for his love, for his country he diwi. 

They were all th^it to life had entwined him, — 
Nor soon shall the tears of his country be dried. 

Nor long will his love stay behind hira. 

Oh ! make her a grave where the sun-beams rest. 
When they promise a glorious morrow ; 

They 11 shine o'er her sleep like a smiJe frona the West, 
From her own loved Island of Sorrow! 



- ^ t 

NAY, TELL ME NOT. 
Air— />enn»5, don't be ihreaUning. 

Nat, tell me not, dear! that the goblet drowns 

One charm of feeling, one fond regret; 
Believe me, a few of thy angry frflwns 
Are all I ve sunk in ite bright wave yet. 
Ne'er hath a beam 
Been lost in the stream 
That ever was shed from thy form or soul ; 
The balm of thy sighs. 
The light of thine eyes. 
Still float on the surface and hallow my bowl ! 
Then fancy not, dearest! that wine can steal 
One bli.ssf ul dream of the heart from me ! 
Like founts that awaken the pilgrim's zeal. 
The bowl but brightens my love for ihcc ! 

They tell us that Love in his fairy bower 
Had two blush-roses, of birth divine ; 
He sprinkled the one with a rainbow's sliower, 
But bathed the other with mantling wine. 
Soon did the buds, 
That drank of the floods 
Distill'd by the rainbow, decline and fiide ; 
While those which the tide 
Of ruby had dyed 
All blushd into beauty, like thee, sweet maid I 
Then fancy not, dearest! that wine can steal 
One blissful dream of the heart from me; 
Like founU that awaken the pilgrim's leal. 
The bowl but brightens my love for thee. 



SHE IS FAR FROM THE LAND. 

Air — Open tlie Door. 

Shi is far from the land where her young hero sleeps, 

And lovers are round her sighing; 
But coldly she turns from their gaze, and weeps. 

For her heart in his grave is lying! 

She sings the wild song of her dear native plains. 
Every note which he loved awaking. — 

Ah! little they think, who delight in her strains, 
How the heart of the Minstrel is breaking! 

I Tbi* balUd i« foaaded upon oae of ihr many (torir* related nf 
St Ke? in. «ho«c bed in the ro<k it ta be acen at GUodalougk. a mott 
gloeny and ronuolic ipol in the county of Wicklow. 

* There are naoy other curiout tradilioaa coacorninf (hi* lake, 
which may be found in Giraldaa, 0>lf«a, etc. 



AVENGING AND BRIGHT. 

Aia — Crooghan a Fence. 

Avenging and bright fall the swift i^ord of Erin' 
On him who the brave sons of Utna betray'd! — 



! 



' The worda of ihi» »ong were •ajgcatrd by tho »ory aancut Ifii* 
■tory, called • Drirdri, or the lamentable fate of ib« aone of UvaMk,- 
which baa been tranaUied liicrjlly from the OaelHr. by Mr OffUat- 
gan (aee vol. i. of TntntactUms of tU GmeiU Society mf DmUim), a»i 
upon which it appeara (hat the • D<<rthuU» of Mocpheraou ie faauiM 
Thr treachery of Conor. King of Ulaier. io puitiug to dMth the ifcw 
aona of Uana, waa the cauae of a dr«olatin(; war «gaia«t Ulciee. «kic« 
termiaaird in the deairuciien of Eman. • Thts autrj (wya Sir CTFb- 
nagan) haa bera from time immemorial held in hifk rap wwaa— *>■ J 
the three tragic aiorlce of the lri«h. Thcac aro. ' The d^A of ^ 
children of Teuran :' ' Ttie death of the tVil4re» of L#4t^ (both (^ 
gardiag Tuaiha de Darn^a) ; and ihSa. * The deotk of ilkockil^vo- 
Uanach,' which ia a Mile»ian aiory.* In Xo. II. of l^er MaladifnV^ 
it a hallad upon iheatery of the childrem of L««r oT Lirt aSaleat,*' 
Moyle!» etc. 

Whaievrr may b« thought of ihoao aangmiao daiane la aati^i^ 
whiih Mr O'Flaaagaaaod otbera a'Uance for Uae litcraikre of IreiaoJ 
it would be a very laating roproarh Bpoo our nntionality if th« Ctii 
reaearthea of thia gentleman did not meet wiik all %b« libenl < 
ragemenl which they merit. 
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For every fond eye he halli wakeji'd a tear io, 

A drop from Ima bcart-woundf fthall weq> o'er ber 
blade. 

By the red cloud that hung over Conor's dark dwelliDg,' 
When t'lad's three champions lay tlcepiDg in gore — * 

By the billows of w.ir vrhich, so often, high swellmg. 
Have wafted ibe^c heroes to victory's shore! — 

We swear to revenge them!— no joy shall be tasted, 
The harp fthall be Mlent, tlie maiden unwed ; 

Our halls shall be mute, and our fields shall lie wasted, 
Till vengeance is irreak'd on the murderer's head! 

Ye», monarch! though sweet are our home recollec- 
tions. 
Though sweet arg^ie tears that from tendemesa fall ; 
Though sweet are our friendships, our hopes, our af- 
fections, 
Revenge on a tyrant is sweetest of all ! 



WHAT THE BEE IS TO THE riX)WEIlET. 

Air— The rtUow Uone. 

He. — WiAT the bee is to the Howeret, 
\^ hen he looks for boiiey-dew 
Through the leaves th.it close embower it, 
That, my love, I *ll be to you ! 

She. — What the bank, with verdure glowing. 
Is to waves that wander near, 
Whimpering ki!»ses, while they're going. 
That 1 '11 be to you, my dear ! 

She. — But they say, the bee 's a rover. 

That he 'II fly when sweets are gone; 
And, when once the kiM is over, 
Faiililess brooks will wander on! 

He. — Nay. if flowers will lose their looks, 
If sunny banks will wear away, 
T i.H but right that bees and brooks 

Should sip and kiss them, while tliey may. 

IX)VE AND THE NOVICE. 

Air— Cean Dubh Deli$fi. 

« IIsRK we dwell, 41 holiest bowers. 

Where angels of light o'er our orisons bend; 
Whcre sighs of devotion and breatliings of flowers 
To Heaven in mingled odour ascend ! 
Do not disturb our calm, oh Love! 
So like is thy form to the cherubs above, 
It well might deceive such hearts as ours.M 

Love stood ne.ir the Novice and listen'd. 

And fxtve is no novice in taking a hint; 
His laughing blur eyes now with piety glisten'd ; 
His rosy wing turn'd to heaven's own tint. 

« Who wouKI have thought,* the urchin cries. 
That I^^ could so well, so gravely disguise 
His wandering wings and wounding eyes?i* 

' • Ob !\.ti»i ! tirw ih«* ilouJ ilut I h«n Me in ihr ^ky * I t9t owtr 
V.maa green a ciiillin(; (.loud of blooJ-iiuged red • — t)ririlri'i S»mg. 
» rUler. 



Love now warms tlice, waking and sleeping, 
Young Novice; to him all thy orisons rise; 
He tinges the heavenly fount with his weeping, 
He brightens the censer's flame with his si^hs. 
Love is the saint enshrined in thy breast. 
And angels themselves would admit snch a guest, 
If be came to them clothed in Piety's vest. 



THIS LIFE IS ALL CHEQUERD WITH 
PLEASURES AND WOES. 

Alt— 7%e Bunch of Green Rushes Amt grew at the 

Brim. 

Tais lifo is all chequer'd with pleasures and woaa, 

That chase one another, like waves of the deep,'— 
Each billow, as brightly or darkly it flows, 

Reflecting our eyes as they sparkle or weep. 
So closely our whims on our miseries tread. 

That the laugh is awaked ere the tear can be dried ; 
And, as fast as the rain-drop of Pity is shed. 

The goose-feathers of folly can turn it aside. 
But pledge me the cup — if existence would cloy, 

With hearts ever happy, and heads ever wise. 
Be ours the light Grief that is sister to Joy, 

And the short brilliant Folly that flashes and dies ! 

When Hylas was sent witli his urn to tlie fount. 

Through fields fuU of sun-shine, with heart full of 
play. 
Light rambled the boy over meadoar and mount. 

And neglected his task' for the flowers on the way.* 
Thus some who, like me, should have drawn and have 
tasted 

The fountain that runs by Philosophy's shrine. 
Their time with the flowers on the margin have wasted, 

And left their light urns all as empty as mine ! 
r.ut pledge me the goblet — while Idleness weares 

Her flowerets together, if Wisdom can see 
One bright drop or two, that lias fallen on the leaves 

From lier fountain divine, 't is sufficient for me ! 



No. V. 



It is but fair to tliose who take an interest in this 
Work, to sute that it is now very near its termination, 
and that the Sixth Number, which shall speedily ap- 
pear, will, most probably, be the last of the series. 

It is not so much fi'om a want of materials, and 
siill less from any abatement of zeal or industry, that 
we liave adopted tlie resolution of bringing our task 
lo a close; but we feel so proud, for our country's <ake 
and our own, of the interest which this purely Msh 
Work has excited, and so anxious lest a particlaof that 
interest should be lost by any ill-judged protrat||kpp vf 
its existence, that we think it winter to take a^iliy Itm 
cup from the lip, while its flavour is yet, wi 'Mil, 
fresh and sweet, than to risk any longer trial o^the 
charm, or give so much as not to leave some wish for 
more. In speaking thus I allude entirely lo the Airs, 
which are, of course, the main attraction of these Vo- 
lumes; and, though we have still many popular and 

' Propo«iio florrm prrtulit olficiu.->Proprrt. lib. i. el^. *: 
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delightful Melodies to produce,' yet it cannot be de- 
nied that we should soon experience some difficulty in 
equalling the richness and novelty of the earlier Num- 
bers, for which, as we had the choice of all before us, 
we naturally selected only the most rare and beautiful. 
The Poetry, too, would be sure to sympathize with the 
decline of the Music , and, however feebly my words 
have kept pacJe with the excellence of the Aire, they 
would fbllow their fallittg off, I fear, with wonderful 
alacrity. So that, altogether, both pride and prudence 
counsel us to stop, while the Work is yet, we believe, 
flourishing and attractive, and, in the imperial atti- 
tude, « stantes morion before we incur the charge 
cither of altering for the worse, or, what is equally 
unpardonable, continuing too long the same. 

We beg, however, to say, it is only in the event of 
our failing to find Airs as exquisite as most of those 
we have given, that we mean thus to anticipate the na- 
tural period of dissolution, like those Indians who put 
their relatives to death when they become feeble. 

T. M. 

Mayfield Cottage, Aslihourne, 
December, i8i3. 



OH, THE SHAMROCK ! 
AiE — Alley Croker. 

TBaouGH Erin's Isle, 

To spoiK awhile. 
As Love and Valour wander d. 

With Wit, the sprite. 

Whose quiver bright 
A thousand arrows squander'd ; 

Where'er they pass, 

A triple grass * 
Shoots up, virith dew-drops streaming. 

As softly green 

As emeralds, seen 
Through purest crystal gleaming! 
Oh, the Shamrock, the green, immortal Shamrock, 

Chosen leaf 

Of bard and chief, 
Old Erin's native Shamrock ! 

Says Valour, « See, 

They spring for me, 
Those leafy gems of morning! » 

Says Love, « No, no, 

For f4e they grow. 
My fragrant path adorning !» 

But Wit perceives 

The triple leaves. 
And cries, u Oh ! do nol sever 



' AoMBg thcM it 5«iMiima l>0«/i<A, which I have hitherto only witfa- 
h«M, froni the Jiffideoee I TmI in ireaJiog apoa ihc mob* ground with 
Mr Ca«pbell, whoM beautiful wordt to this fia« air hava takaa too 
•trong poat«a«ion of all eara and hearii, fur ma to think of producing 
any impraaaion after him. I (uppote, bowcrer, I moat attanpt it for 
the neat Number. 

' Saint Patrick ia a^id to have made saa of that apacira of the tre- 
foil, in Ireland called the Shamrock, in eiplaining the doctrine of the 
Trinity to the pagan lri»h. 1 do not know if there be any other reaaoo 
for our adoption of ibi* plant at a national emblem. Hon, among 
the aBcienta. wat aomriimct reprctenied a* a beautiful child, «tianding 
upon tip-teaa, and a trefoil or three-coloured great in her haad.> 



A type that blends 

Three god-like friends. 
Love, Valour, Wit, for cver!» 
Oh, the Shamrock, the^reen, immortal Shamrock! 

Chosen leaf 

Of bard and chief, 
Old Erin's native Shamrock! 

So, firmly fond 

May last the bond '' 
They wove that morn together, 

And ne'er may fall 

One drop of gall 
On Wit's celestial feather! 

May Love, as shoot 

His flowers and fruit, ^ 
Of thorny falsehood weed 'em ! 

May Valour ne'er 

His standard rear 
Against the cause of Freedom! 
Oh, the Shamrock, the green, immortal Shamrock! 

Chosen leaf 

Of bard and chief. 
Old Erin's native Shamrock ! 



AT THE MID HOUR OF NIGHT. 

Ata — Molly, my Dear. 

At the mid hour of night, when stars are weeping, I fly 
To the lone vale we loved when life was warm in thine 
eye. 
And I think that if spirits can steal from the regions 

of air 
To revisit past scenes of delight, thou wilt come to 
me there, 
And tell me our love is remembcrd, even in the sky ! 

Then I sing the wild song it once*was rapture to hear. 
When our voices, commingling, breathed like one on 
the car. 
And, as Echo far off through the vale my sad orison 

rolls, 
I think, oh, my love ! 't is thy voice flrom the kingdom 
of souls,* 
Faintly answering still the notes that once were so dear. 






ONE BUMPER AT PAflTlNG. 

Aia — Moll Hoe in the Morning. 

Oif I bumper at parting ! — though many 

Have circled ilie board since we met. 
The fullest, the saddest of any 

Remains to be crown'd by us yet. 
The sweetness that pleasure has in it 

Is always so slow to come forth. 
That seldom, alas, till the qiinute 

It dies, do we know half its worth ! 
But fill->--may our life's happy measure 

Be all of such moments made up ; 
They 're bom on the bosom of plea4|k«, 

They die 'midst the tears of the cup. 

' (There are rountriet,* aaya Mootaigne, awhero they beUero the 
aoult of the happy lire in all manner of liberty, io doligbtfwl lioldt ; 
and that it it thote aoula, repealing the wordt we wucr, wbkk wo call 
Echo.* 
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Ai onward we journey, how pleasant 

To pause and inhabit awhile 
Tiiofte few sunny spots, like the present, 

That 'mid the dull wilderness smile ! 
But Time, like a pitiless master, 

Cries, «f Onward!* and spurs the ^y boon; 
And never does Time travel ^ster 

Than when his way lies among flowers. 
But, come — may our life's liappy measure 

Be all of such moments made up; 
They 're born on the l>osom of pleasure. 

They die 'midst the tears of the cup. 

This evening, we saw the sun sinking 

In waters his glory made bright — 
Oh ! trust me, our farewell of drinking 

Should be like that farewell of light. 
You saw how he finisli'd, by darting 

His beam o'er a deep billow's brim — 
So fill up! — let's shine, at our parting. 

In full liquid glory, like him. 
And oh! may our life's happy measure 

Of moments like this be made up; 
T was born on the bosom of pleasure. 

It dies 'mid tlie tears of the cup! 



T IS THE LAST ROSE OF SUMMER. 
Alt — Groves of Blarney. 

T IS the last rose of summer, 

Left blooming alone; 
AH her lovely companions 

Are faded and gone; 
No flower of her kindred. 

No rose-bud is nigh, • 

To reflect back her blushes, 

Or give sigh for sigh ! 

I '11 not leave thee, thou lone one ! 

To pine on the stem ; 
Since the lovely are sleeping. 

Go, Kleep thou with them. 
Thus kindly I scatter 

Thy leaves o'er the bed. 
Where thy mates of the garden 

Lie scentless and dead. 

So soon may / follow, 

When friendships decay, 
And from Love's shining circle 

I'he gems drop away ! 
When true hearu lie wither 'd. 

And fond ones are flown. 
Oh ! who would inhabit 

This bleak world alone 7 



H«w sweet to rove 
Through Moma's grove,* 
While the drowsy world is dreaming, lore! 
Then awake!— the heavens look bright, my dear! 
'T is never too late for delight, my dear! 
And the best of all ways 
To lengthen our days, 
Is to steal a few hours from the night, my dear! 

Now all the world is sleeping, love ! 
But the sage, his star-watch keeping, love! 
And I, whose star, 
More glorious far, 
Is the eye from that casement peeping, love! 
Then awake! — till rise of sun, my dear! 
The sage's glass we'll shun, my dear! 

Or, in watching the flight 

Of bodies of light, 
Ue might happen to take thee for one, my dear ! 



THE YOUNG MAY-MOON. 

AitL^The Dandy 0! 

Tai young May-moon is beaming, love ! 
The glow-worm's lamp is gleaming, love! 



THE MINSTREL-BOY. 

All — The Morten, 

Tai Minstrel-Boy to the war is gone. 

In the ranks of death you '11 find him ; 
His father's sword he has girded on. 

And his wild harp slung behind him.— 
« Land of song!* said the warrior-bard, 

« Though all the worid betrays thee. 
One sword, at Ifast, thy rights shall guard. 

One faithful harp shall praise thee!» 

The Minstrel fell ! — but the foeman's chain 

Could not bring his proud soul under! 
The harp he loved ne'er spoke again. 

For he tore its chords asunder ; 
And said, « No chains shall sully thee, 

Thou soul of love and bravery ! 
Thy songs were made for the pure and ftt>e. 

They shall never sound in slavery!* 



THE SONG OF O'RUARK, PRINCE OF 
BREFFNI.* 

Alt— The pretty Girl milking her Cow. 

Tbk valley lay smiling before me. 

Where lately I left her behind; 
Yet I trembled, and something hung o'er me. 

That saddcn'd the joy of my mind. 

' ■ 8(mU •ilvBily lo Moraa'a GroT*.* 

Sm a ir«a»Uiioa from ihc lri»h, ia Mr Baaliaf'a cellectiwi, by Jobs 
Brown, ono cf My rarliMl rollrg* ronipanioaa tai friva^t, «tiM« 
Jcalb waa at aiDcaUrly malaaiholy and Mnfertaaal* M his Ufa bad 
b««a aoiiable, honourahir, and aaamplary. 

' Thi*«a (lanaia ar« fuuadrd upon an avrat ofaioM aaalaacbaly iai- 
portanec lo Iralaad. if, •■ wa are told by oar Iriab bMlariaaa, it gsf* 
EagUad tb« brat opportunity of proSiiag by aar diviaioaa aad tab- 
duiag aa. Tb« foUowifl); arc tbc rirramtUarct aa relacad by OTRallo- 
raa. • The Kin5 of Leiottrr bad leag roaceived a violaat afTcctioa 
for Doarbhorgil, daoghier to thf Kiag of Meatb, aad tbaagb abe bad 
b«aa for aoa><> tima aurricd to O'Buarb, Priaca of Broffai, yet itcoald 
Bot rnlraiahia paaaioB. Tbry nrriad oa a priraM carraapoadeace, 
aad abe informed him ibat (XBaarh iataadad aaanta ga on a pilgrim- 
ag« (aa act of pirty fra^urnt ia ibaM daya), aad coajarad biai la caa- 
braca tbat opportaaiiy af coavtyiag liar fram a baabaad aba datealvd 
to a lever aha adarad. Mac Mwrrhad lao puactaally ahayad the aaai« 
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I look'd (br the lamp, which she told me 
Should shine when her pilgrim return'd 

But, thougli darkness bcean to infold me, 
No lamp from the battlements bum'd ! 

I flew to her chamber — 't was lonely 

As if the loved tenant lay dead ! — 
Ah ! would it were death, and death only ! 

Out no — the young false one had fled. 
And there hung the lute, that conld soften 

Ny very worst pains into bliss, 
While the hand that had waked it so often 

Now throbb'd to a proud rival's kiss. 

There was a time, falsest of women ! 

When Breffni's good sword would hi^e sought 
That man, tlirough a million of foemen, 

Who dared but to doubt thee in Otought ! 
While now — oh, degenerate daughter 

Of Erin !— how fall'n is thy fame! 
And, through ages of bondage and slaughter, 

Our country shall bleed for tliy shame. 

Already the curse is upon her, 

And strangers her valleys profane; 
They come to divide — to dishonour, 

And tyrants they long will remain! 
But, onward! — the green banner rearing. 

Go, flesh every sword to the hilt ; 
On our side is Virtui and Erin! 

On Aeirs is thi Saxon and Guilt. 



OH! HAD WE SOME BRIGHT UTTLE ISLE 
OF OUIl OWN! 

Air — Slieela na Guira. 

Ou ! had we some bright little isle of our own, 

In a blue summer ocean, far off and aJone, 

Where a leaf never dies in the still-blooming bowers. 

And the bee banquets on through a whole yearof flowers; 

Where the sun loves to pause 
With so fond u delay. 

That the night only draws 
A thin veil o'er the day ; 
^Vhere simply to feel that we breathe, tliat wc live, 
Is worth the best joy that Hfe elsewhere can give ! 

There, with souls ever ardent and pure as the clime, 
We should love, as they loved in the first golden time; 
The glow of the sunshine, the balm of the uir. 
Would steal to our hearts, and make all summer there! 

Witii affection, as free 

From decline as the bowers, 

And with Hope, like the bee. 
Living always on flowers, 
Our life should resemble a long day of light, 
And our death come on, holy and calm as the night! 

moa«i and bad the ladjr conveyed to bit capital of Perot.* — Tb« Mo- 
narch Roderick ctpoated ibe cause of O'Huark, while Mac Murcbsd 
fled to Englaod, and obtained the a«ai«unce of Heor| II. 

• Such,* add* Giralda« CamhreBtii (at I find bim in an old tranila- 
lion). • it the variable and fiikle nature of woman, by whom all mit- 
chief in the world (fur the moti pan) do happen and cMn«, at may 
appear by Marcaa Anioniua, and by lh« deururtioo of Troy.* 



FAREWELL'— BUT, WHENEVER YOU 
WEKOME THE HOUR. 

Air — Moll Roone. 
Farewell ! — but, whenever yon welcome the hour 
That awakens the night-song of mirth in your bower, 
Then think of the friend whc^nce welcomed it too, 
And forgot his own griefs to be liappy with you. . 
His griefs may return — not a hope may remain 
Of the few that have brtghten'd his path-way of pain — 
Dut he ne'er will foi^et the short vision, that threw 
Its enchantment around him, while lingering with yoa! 

And still on that evening, when pleasure fills up 
To the highest top sparkla«ach heart and each cop. 
Where'er my path lies, be it gloomy or bright. 
My soul, happy friends! shall be with you that night; 
Shall join in your revels, your sports, and your wiles. 
And return to me ^amipg all o'er with your smiles! — 
Too blens'd, if it tells me tliat, 'mid the gay cheer. 
Some kind voice had murmur'd, « I wish he were here!* 

Let Fate do her worst, there are relics of joy. 
Bright dreams of the past, which she cannot destroy; 
Which come, in the night-time of sorrow and care. 
And bring back the features that joy used to wear. 
Long, long be my heart with such memories fill'd ! 
Like the vase in which roses have once been distili'd — 
You may break, you may ruin the vase, if you will, 
But the scent of the roses will hang round it still. 

OH ! DOUBT ME NOT. 
Air— rel/ou« fFat and the JFbx. 

Ob ! doubt me not — the season 

Is o'er when Folly made me rove. 
And now tlie vestal Reason 

Shall watch the fire awaked by Love. 
Although tffiit heart was early blown. 
And fairest hands di&turb'd the tree, 
They only shook some blossoms down, — 
Its fruit has all been kept for thee. 
Then doubt mc not — the season 

Ls o'er when Folly made me rove. 
And now the vestal Reason 

Shall watch the fire awaked by Love. 

And though my lute no longer 

May sing of Passion's ardent spell. 
Yet, trust me, all tlie stronger 
I feel the bliss I do not tell. 
Tlie bee through many a garden roves. 
And hums his lay of courtship o er. 
But, when he finds the flower he loves, 
lie settles there, and hums no more. 
Then doubt me not — the season 

Is o'er when Folly kept me free. 
And now the vestal Reason 

Shall guard the flame awaked by thee. 



YOU REMEMBER ELLW. * 
AiK—lfere I a Clerk. 
You remember Ellen, our hamlet's pride, 
How meekly she bless'd her humble lor, 

S I Tb<t Ballad wat tngunied by a welUkaowo na^ tat«raMt«c tt^ri. 
told of a certain noble family in EnQland. 
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When the siraugrr, William, Iiad made her bis bride, 
And love was the light of their lowly cot. 

Together they toil'd through winds and rains, 
Till William at lenf ih, in sadness, said, 

« We must seek our fortune on other plaint ;» 
Then, sighing, she left her lowly shed. 

They ro.im'd a long and a weary way, 

Nor much was the maiden's heart at ease, 
Wheu now, at rlose of one stormy day. 

They see a proud castle among the trees. 
« To-uight,» said the youth, « we '11 shelter there; 

The wind hlow<t cold, the hour is late:»» — 
So he blew ihe^hom with a chieftain's air,. 

And the porter bow'd as they pass'd the gate. 

mNow, welcome, Lady!» exclaim'd the youth, — 

mTIiis castle is thine, and these dark woods al].» 
She believed him wild, but his words were truth. 

For Ellen i« Lady of Rosna Hail! — 
And dearly the Lord of I\osna loves « 

What William the stranger woo'd and wed ; 
And the light of bliss, in these lordly groves. 

Is pure as it shone in the lowly shed. 



I D MOURN THE HOPES. 
Air — The Rose-Tree. 

I 'o mourn the hopes that leave me. 

If thy smiles had left me too; 
I 'd weep when friends deceive me. 

If thou wert, like them, untrue. 
But, while I 've thee before me. 

With heart so warm and eyes so bright. 
No clouds can linger o'er me. — 

That ftmiie turns them all to light! ' 

T is not in fate to harm me. 

While fate leaves thy love to me ; 
'T is not in joy to charm me, 

Unless joy be shared with thee. 
One minule'it dream about thee 

Were worth a long, an endless year 
Of waking bliss without thee. 

My own love, my only dear! 

And, though the hope be gone, love, 

Tliat long sparkled o'er our way. 
Oh ! we shall journey on, love. 

More safely without its ray. 
Far better lights shall win me 

Along the path I 've yet to roam, — 
The mind that burns witiiin me, 

And pure smiles from thee at home. 

Thus, when the lamp that lighted 

The traveller, at first goes out. 
He feels awhile benighted. 

And looks round, in fetr and doabl. 
Rut soon, the prtMpect clearing. 

By cloudless star4iglit on he treads. 
And thinks no lamp so cheering 

As that light which HeaTen sheds! 



No. VI. 



In presenting this Sixth Number as our last, and bid- 
ding adieu to the Irish Harp for ever, we shall not 
answer very coufidenily for the strength of our reso- 
lution, nor feel quite j^urc that it may not prove, after 
all, to be only one of those eternal farewells which a 
lover takes of liis mistress occasionally. Our only 
motive indeed for discontinuing the Work was a fear 
that our treasures were beginning to be exhausted, 
and an unwillingness to descend to the gathering of 
mere seed-pearl, after the very valuable gems it has 
been our lot to string together. But this intention, 
which we announced in our Kifili Number, has excited 
an anxiety in the lovers of Irish Music, not only plea- 
sant and Haltering, but highly useful to ua; for the 
various contributions we luive received in consequence 
have eoriched our collection with so many choice and 
beautiful Airs, that, if we keep to our resolution of 
publishing no more, it will certainly be an instance of 
forbearance and self-command unexampled in the 

history of poets and musicians. 

T. M. 
May field, jishboumCy 

March^ i8i5. 

COME O'ER THE SEA. 
Aia. — Cuishlih ma Chret, 

Come o'er the sea. 

Maiden ! with me, 
Mine through sunshine, storm, and tnowt! 

Seasons may roll. 

But the true soul 
Bums the same, where'er it goes. 
Let fate frown on, so we love and part not; 
'T is life where t^iou art, t is death where thou art not! 

Tlien, come o'er the tea, 

Maiden ! with me. 
Come wherever the wild wind blows ; 

Seasons may roll, 

But tite true soul 
Burns the same, where'er it goes. 

Is not the sea 

Made for the free. 
Land for couru and chains alone I 

Here we are slaves, 

But, ou tlie waves, 
Love and Liberty's all our own! 
No eye to watch, and no tongue to wound ut, 
All earth forgot, aud all heaven around ut! — 

Then, come o'er the sea, 

Maiden! with me. 
Mine through sunshine, storm, and tnowt ! 

Seasons may roll, 

But the true soul 
Bums the same, where'er it goes. 



HAS SORROW THY YOUNG DAYS SHADED? 

AiE.— 5// Patrick. 

Has sorrow thy young days shaded, 
At cloudt o'er the morning fleet? 
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Too fast have those young days faded, 
That, cvea in sorrow, were sweet? 

Does Time with his cold wing wither 
Each feeling that once was dear? — 

Then, cliiid of misfortune ! come hither, 
I '11 weep with thee, tear for tear. 

Has love to that soul, so tender, 

fieen like our Lagenian mine, * 
Where sparkles of golden splendour 

All over the surface shine— 
But, if in pursuit we go deeper, 

Allured by the gleam tliat shone. 
Ah ! false as the dream of the sleeper. 

Like Love, the bright ore is gone. 

Has Hope, like the bird in the story, ' 

That flitted from tree to tree 
With the talisman's glittering glory — 

Has Hope been that bird to thee? 
On branch after branch alighting. 

The gem did she still display, 
And, when nearest and most inviting. 

Then waft the fair gem away ? 

If thus the sweet hours have fleeted, 

When Sorrow herself look'd bright; 
If thus the fond hope has cheated. 

That led thee along so light; 
If thus, too, the cold world wither 

Each fcfeling that once was dear; — 
Come, child of misfortune ! come hither, 

I '11 weep with thee, tear for tear. 



NO, NOT MORE WELCOME. 
AiE. — Luggelaw, 

No, not more welcome the fairy numbers 

Of music fall on the sleeper's car, 
When, half-awaking from fearful slumbers, 

He thinks the full quire of Heaven is near, — 
Than came tliat voice, when, all forsaken. 

This heart long had sleeping lain, 
Nor thought its cold pulse would ever waken 

To such benign, bless'd sounds again. 
Sweet voice of comfort ! 't was like the stealing 

Of summer wind through some wreathed shell- 
Each secret winding, each inmost feeling 

Of all my soul echoed to its spell ! 
T was whisper'd balm — 't was sunshine spoken ! — 

I'd live years of grief and pain, 
To have my long sleep of sorrow broken 

By such benign, bless'd sounds again ! 



WHEN nRST I MET THEE. 

Air. — Patrick ! fiy from me. 

When first I met thee, warm and young 
There shone such truth about thee, 

I Our Wicklow Gold-Mines, to which tbU n%rf •lludc*. de««r*e. I 
f«ar, the rharartcr herr gi*en of tfaam. 

' aThe bird barinf goi iu priie, MttlMl Bot'far off, with th« uliiman 
in hit noatli. Tb« Princ* draw aear it, hoping it would drop it : but, 
at be approached, the bird took wing, and atttled agaia.a etc. — Ara- 
tia» Siyktt, Story of Kummir al Zummaaa and the PrincMi of 
China. 



And on thy lip such promise hung, 

I did not dare to doubt thee. 
I taw thee change, yet still relied. 

Still clung with hope the fonder. 
And thought, though false to A beside. 
From me thou couldst not wander. 
But go, deceiver! go, — 

The heart, whose hopes could make it 
Trust one so false, so low. 

Deserves that thou shouldst break it ! 

When every tongue thy follies named, 

I fled the unwelcome story ; 
Or found, in even the faults they blamed. 

Some gleams of future glory. 
/'Still was true, when nearer ^ends 

Conspired to wrong, to slight thee; 
The heart that now thy ^dsehood rends. 
Would then have bled to right thee. 
But go, deceiver! go,— 

Some day, perhaps, thou 'It wakea 
From pleasure's dream, to know 
The grief of hrarts forsaken. 

Even now, though youth its bloom has shed, 

No lights of age adorn thee; 
The few who loved thee once have fled. 

And they who flatter scorn thee. 
Thy midnight cup is pledged to slares. 

No genial ties envrreathe it ; 
The smiling there, like light on graves. 
Has rank, cold hearts beneath it! 
Go — go — though worids were thine, 

I would not now surrender 
One taintless tear of mine 
For all thy guilty splendour! 

And days may come, thou false one ! yet. 

When even those ties shall sever ; 
When thou wilt call, with vain regret. 

On her thoii'st lost for ever! 
On her who, in tliy fortune's fall, 

Witli smiles had still received thee. 
And gladly died to prove thee all 
Her fancy first believed thee. 
Go — go — 't is vain to curse, 

'T is weakness to upbraid thee ; 
Hate cannot wish thee worse 
Than guilt and shame have nuide thee. 



AVHILE HISTORrS MUSE. 

Am.— Paddy fThack, 

While History's Muse the memorial was keeping 

Of all that the dark hand of Destiny weaves. 
Beside her the Genius oF Erin stood weeping. 

For hers was the story that blotted the leaves. 
But oh! how the tear in her eyelids grew bright. 
When, after whole pages of sorrow and shame. 
She saw History write. 
With a pencil of light -^ 
That illumed all the volume, her WnxinsTOR*! 



; 



« Hail, Star of my Isle !» said the Spirit, all sparkling 
With beams, such as break from her own dewy Aim;- 

« Through ages of sorrow, deserted and darkling, 
I 've watch'd for some glory like thine to 
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For, though heroes I *ve number'd, unblest'd was their lot, 
And unhallow'd they sleep in the croaMrayt of Fame; — 

But, oh! there is not 

One dishonouring blot 
On the wreath that encircles my Wuurotom's name ! 

« Yet, still the last crown of thy Coils b remaining. 

The grandest, the purest even fifcon bast yet known ; 
Though proud was thy task, other nations anchaining. 

Far prouder to heal the deep wouflds of thy own. 
At the footof that throne, forv hose weal tbouhaststood. 
Go, plead for the land thai ' st cradled thy Came — 
And, bright o'ei e flood 
Of her tears anduer blood. 
Let the rainbow of Hope be her Wilumotor's name!* 

THE TIME 1 'VE LOST IN WOOING. 

Air — Pea$ t^nm a Trencher,. 

T» time I 've lost in wooing, 
In watching and pursuing 

The light that lies 

In Woman's eyes. 
Has been my heart's undoing. 
Though Wisdom oft has sought me, 
I scom'd the lore she brought me, 

My only books 

Were Woman's looks, 
And folly's all they've uught me. 



Her smile when Beauty granted, 
I hung with gaxe enchanted. 
Like him, the Sprite, * 
Whom maids by night 
Oft meet in glen that 's lunnted. 
Like htm, too, Beauty won me • 
But while her eyes were on me — 
If once their ray 
W^as turn'd away. 
Oh ! winds could not outrun me. 

And are those follies going ? 
And is my proud heart growing 

Too cold or wise 

For brilliant eyes 
Again to set it glowing T 
No— vain, alas! the endeavoor 
From bonds so sweet to sever ; — 

Poor Wisdom's chance 

Against a glance 
Is now as weak as ever ! 



WHERE IS THE SLAVE? 

Air — Sios agus nos liom, 

Waiai is the slave, so lowly, 
Condemn d to chains unholy, 

« nU allaJM le • Uad mtltiA P^iry. wbick it to U m«t mlb. they 
My, ia tb« fields, u Jutki— •• leag •• yoa k*rp yoar vyct apon 
bim. b« ia fiu'd end ia yoar power ; but ib« aoncnt yoa look away 
(and ba ia iagraioua ia furaiabiaf momt iBdacnBeal)b« vaaiabes. I 
bad tboooibt ibat ibit waa ibe apriia wbicb wacall ibe Laprtcbaoa t bat 
a bi(b aaiborily npoa aacb aubjccta, Lady Morgaa (ia a oota opoa 
bcr aatiooal aad iaicreatiag Moral. COoaari), baa liraa • vary difT«r- 
•at aceeaat of tbat goblia. 



^lio, could he burst 

His bonds at first, 
W^ould pine beneath them slowly T 
WJiat soul, whose wrongs degrade it, 
Would wait till time decay'd it. 

When thus its wing 

At once may spring 
To the throne of Him who made it! 
Farewell, Erin!— farewell all 
Who live to weep our fail I 

Less dear the Unrel growing, 
Alive, untoucb'd, and blowing, 

Than that whose braid 

Is pluck'd to shade 
The brows with victory Rowing ! 
We tread the land that bore as, 
Her green flag glitters o'er us. 

The friends we 've tried 

Are by our side, 
And the foe we hate before us ! 
Farewell, Erin !— farewell all 
Who live to weep our &11 ! 



COME, REST IN THIS BOSOM. 

AiE — Lough Sherling. 

Comb, rest in this bosom, my own stricken deer ! 
Though the herd have fled from tliee, thy home is still 

here ; 
Here stiU is the smile, that no cloud can overcast. 
And the heart and the liand all thy own to the last ! 

Ob ! what was love made for, if 't is not the same 
Through joy and through torments, through glory and 

shame? 
I know not, I ask not, if guilt 's in that heart, 
I but know that I love thee, whatever thou art! 

Thou liast call'd me thy Angel in moments of bliss, 
And thy Angel I '11 be, 'mid the horrors of this,— 
^Through the furnace, unshrinking, thy steps to pursue. 
And shield thee, and save thee, or— perish there too ! 



T IS GONE, AND FOR EVER. 

Aia — Savournah Deeli^ 

"T IS gone, and for ever, the light we saw breaking. 

Like Heaven's first dawn o'er the sleep of the dead — 
When man, from the slumber of ages awaking, 

Look'd upward, and bless'd the pure ray, ere it fled ! 
T is gone — and the gleams it has left of iu burning 
But deepen the long night of bondage and mourning. 
That dark o'er the kint;doms of earth is returning, 
And, darkest of all, hapless Erin ! o'er thee. 

For high was thy hope, when tliose glories were darting 
Around thee, through all the grosa clouds of the 
world ; 

When Truth, from her fetters indignantly starting, 
At once, like a sun-borst, her banner iiiifiari*d.> 



* • Tb« Saa-b«r«l* «aa tb* CmcUUi 
to tb« royal boosor. 



I §iT«n by tb« aariaat Irtab 
59 . 



Ob, never shall earth see a moment so splendid ! 
Then, then — had one Hymn of Deliverance blended 
The tongues o^all nati«n« — hov sweet had ascended 
The first note of Liherty, Erin! from thee. 

But, shame on those tyrants who envied the blessing ! 

And sliame on the light race, unworthy its good, 
Who, at Death's reeking altar, like furies, caressing 

The young hope of Freedom, baptized it in blood I 
Then vanish'd for ever that fiiir, tnnny vision. 
Which, spite of the slavish, the cold heart's derision, 
Shall long be remember'd, pure, brif^t and elysian. 

As first it arose, my lost Erin ! on thee. 



I SAW FROM THE BEACH. 
Alt — Miss Molly. 

I SAW from the beach, when the morning was shining, 
A bark o'er the waters moved gloriously on ; 

I came, when the sun o'er that beach was declining,—^ 
The bark was still there, but tlie waters were gone ! 



Ah! such is the fate of our life's early promise, 
So passing the spring-tide of joy we have known : 

Each wave, that we danced on at morning, ebbs from 
us. 
And leaves us, at eve, on the bleak shore alone ! 

Ne'er tell me of glories, serenely adorning 

The close of our day, the calm eve of our night; — 
Give me back, give me back the wild freshness of 
Morning, 
Her clouds and her tears are worth Evening's best 
light. 

Oh, who would not welcome that moment's returning. 
When passion first waked a new life through his 

frame. 
And his soul— like the wood that grows precious in 

burning — 
Gave entail its sweeu to Love's exquisite flame! 

FILL THE BUMPER FAIR. 
Aia — Bob and Joan. 

Fill the bumper ^ir ! 

Every drop we sprinkfe 
O'er the brow of Care 

Smoothes away a wrinkle. 
Wit's electric flame 

Ne'er so swiftly passes, 
As when through the frame 

It shoots from brimming glasses. 
Fill the bumper fair! 

Every drop we sprinkle 
O'er the brow of Care, 

Smoothes away a wrinkfe. 

Sages can, they say, 
Grasp the lightning's pinions, 

And bring down its ray 
From the starr'd dominions : — 

So we, Mges, sit. 

And, 'mid bumpers brighfnlDg, 



From the heaven of wit 
Draw down all its lightniag! 
Fni the bumper, etc. 

Wooldst fhou know what first 

Made our souls inherit 
This ennobling thirst 

For wine's celestial spirit ? 
It chanced upon that day. 

When, as bards inform «, 
1*romethens stole away 

Th^ living fires that wanli oi. 
Fill -tlie bumper, etc. 

The careless Toutb, when tfp 

To Glory's fouut aspiring. 
Took nor urn nor cup 

To hide the pilfer d fire in : — 
But oh his joy ! when, roand. 

The halls of heaven spying. 
Amongst the stars he fbnnd 

A bowl of Bacchus lying. 
Fill the bumper, etc. 

Some drops were in that bowl. 

Remains of last night's pleasar«. 
With which the Sparks of Soul 

Mix'd their burning treasure ! 
Hence the goblet's shower 

Hath such spells to win 
Hence its mighty power 

O'er that flame within m. 
Fill the bumper, etc. 



DEAR HARP OF MY COUNTRY! 
Are — New Langi^m. 

Dbak Harp of my Country ! in darkness I found thee : 

The cold chain of silence had bung o*er thee long.' 
When proudly, my own Island Harp ! I unbound ibce. 

And gave all thy chords lo light, freedom, and soog! 
The warm lay of love and the light note of gladocas 

Have wakcn'd thy fondest, thy livelier thrill; 
But, so off hast thou echoed the deep sigh of sadness. 

That even in thy mirth it will steal from^thee still. 

Dear Harp of my Country! farewell to thy numbers. 

This sweet wreath of song is the last we shall twine; 
Go, sleep, with the sunshine of Fame on thy slumben. 

Till touch'd by some hand less unworthy tU^n mine. 
If the pulse of the patriot, soldier, or lover 

Have throbb'd ai our lay, 't is thy glory alone ; 
I was but as the wind, passing heedlealy over. 

And all the wild sweetness I waked waa thy own. 



' la Out rrbtllioM bat beaatifal Msg, aWbaa Eria fint 

it. iff recollect right, the followiog liast 

• 111* darli chaia ofailence yn% tfarotrs o'ar lk« 4ttm 1* 

ThcrlMiB offtiUartwat a sort of pnetlcal |gaf« «f 

the eneint Irieb. Wolkrr trIU a« of • a ccl«br«t#4 

preefdence bttweaa Pfna and Oaal. Dear P»Ba*a p«la«« at 
wherv lb* all*n4iaf barda, aniioua, if poMibU. t« nr«4ar« • 
of botilliti**. aheob ib* rbaio of ailanr*. aa^ t«M"ik 
lb* raaka.a Se* also the Ode to Gaol, ilw* aoa \t 
Baoota'a Jlefifaw ^ triik Pogty. 
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No. VII. 



Ir I had consulted oaly my ovajod^eot, tliU Work 
would not have keen extended beyond the Six Numbcn 
already published; vbich contain, perhaps, the flower 
of our National Melodies, and have attained a rank in 
public favour, of which I would not willingly ri^k the 
forfeiture by. degenerating, in any way, from those me- 
rits that were its source. Whatever treasures of our 
mu&ic were still in reserve (and it will be seen, I trust, 
that they are numerous and valuable), I would gladly 
have left to future poets to glean ; and, with the ritual 
words ufi'^i trado,» woi|ld have delivered up tlie torch 
into other hands, before it bad lost much of its light in 
my own. But the call for a continuance of the work 
has been, as I understand from the Publisher, so gene- 
ral, and we have received so many contributions of old 
and beautiful airs,' the suppression of which, for the 
enhancement of those we liave published, would re- 
semble too much the policy of the Dutch in burning 
their spices, Uiat I have been persuaded, though not 
without considerable diffidence in my succesSt to com- 
mence a new series of the Irish Melodies. 

T. BL 

MY GENTLE HABP! 
Alt— T%4 Coina, or Dirye^ 
Mr gentle Harp! once more I waken 

The sweetness of thy slumbering strain ; 
In tears our last farewell was taken. 

And now in tears we meet again. 
No light of joy hath o'er thee broken. 

But — like those harps, whose heavenly skill 
Of slavery, dark as thine, hath spoken — 

Thou hang'&t upon the willows still. 

And yet, since last thy chord resounded, 

An hour of peace and triumph came. 
And many an ardent bosom bounded 

With hopes — that now are tnrn'd to shame. 
Yet even then, while Peace was singing 

Her halcyon song o'er land and sea, 
Though joy and hope to others bringing, 

She only brought new tears to thee. 

Then who can ask for notes of pleasure, 

My drooping harp! from cbofdt like thine? 
Abs, the lark's gay morning measure 

As ill would suit the swan's decline ! 
Or how shall I, who Iove« who bless thee. 

Invoke thy breath for Freedom's stratus. 
When even the wreaths in which I dress thee ! 

Are sadly mix'd — half-llowers, half chains ! 

But come— if yet thy frame can borrow 
One breath of joy — oh, breathe for me. 

And show the worid, in chains and sorrow, 
How sweet thy music still can be ;■ 

' Ob« f ratUniaa, in particaUr. vIwm dsom I ahall f««l iMppy in 
Mag allov«4 to maatioa, bat aot oaly aaat aa aaar tttf aadaal tin, 
bat baa coaaaiaBirated auay cnrieaa fragaieata of Iriab p*«try, aa4 
•am* iatcrwatiaf tra^itioaa, carrmit la ibe eoaatry vbara be rcaidaa, 
illatlratad by akatcbca of ibc romaalic a^nary t« wbicb ibey rafar i 
all of wbicb, Utoofb too lata for lb* prctaat IlAaabar, will bo of ialU 
BiM aarrica to aa is lb* proaoditioa of oar uafc. 



How gaily, even 'mid gloom surroundinf , 
Thou yet canst wake at pleasure's thrUl- 

Like Memnon's broktf.. image, sounding, 
'Mid desolation, tuneful still! > 



AS SLOW OUR SHIP. 
All— The Girl I left ^hind me. 

Aa slow our ship her foamy track 

Against tl^ wind was cleaving. 
Her trembling pennant still look'd back 

To that dear i&le 't was leaving. 
So loth we part from all we love, 

From all the links that bind us; 
So turn our hearts, where'er we rov«« 

To those we 've left behind us! 

When round the bowl, of vanbh'd yfari 

We talk, with joyous seeming, — 
Wi\h smiles, that might as well be tears, 

So faint, so sad their beaming; 
While memory brings us back again 

Each early lie that twined us, 
Oh, sweet 's the cup tlut circles then 

"To those we 've left behind lu! 

And when, in other climes, we meet 

Some isle or vale enchanting, 
Where all looks flowery, wild, and sweet. 

And nought but love is wanting; 
We think how great had been our bliss, 

If Heaven had but assign 'd us 
To live and die in scenes like this, 

With some we 've left behind us! 

As travellers oft look back, at ere. 

When eastward darkly going, 
To gase upon that light they leave 

Still faint behind them glowing, — 
So, when the close of pleasure's day 

To gloom hath near consign'd us, 
We turn to catch one fading ray 

Of joy that 's left behind us. 

IN THE MORNING OF UFE. 
All— 7%e little Harvest Rose, 

In the morning of life, when its cares are unknown. 

And its pleasures in all their new lustre b^n. 
When we live in a brigbl>beaming world of our own. 

And the light that surrounds us is all from within; 
Ob, it is not, believe me, in that happy time 

We can love as in hours of less transport we nuiy :— 
Of our smiles, of our hopes, 't is the gay sunny prime, 

But affection is wamttst when these fade away. 

When we see the first glory of youth pass ns by. 
Like a leaf on the stream that will never rtuirn; 

When our cup, which had sparkled with pleasure so 
high, 
First ustes of the other, th« dark-dowiAg nra ; 

• IKaiMio oufka rcMaaat abt VcpaoM A9»dm, 
Atqaa rataa Thoba ctaiaa jataC •braia partia. 

JUTIMAL. 



Then, then is the moment affection can sway 
With a depth and a tenderness joy never knew ; 

Love nursed among pleasures is Pithless as they, 
But the Love bom of sorrow, like sorrow, is true ! 

In climes full of sun-shine, though splendid thei r dyes. 

Yet faint is the odour the flowers shed about ; 
T is the clouds and the mists of our own weeping skies 

That call the full spirit of fragrancy out. 
So the wild glow of passion may kindle from mirtk. 

But 't is only in grief true affection appears ; — 
And, even though to smiles it may first owe its birth, 

All the soul of its sweetness is drawn out by tears. 



WHEN COLD IN THE EARTH. 

Aia — Limerick's Lamentationm 

When cold in the earth lies the friend thou hast loved, 

fie his faults and his follies forgot by thee then ; 
Or, if from their slumber the veil be removed, 

Weep o'er them in silence, and close it again. 
And, oh! if 't is pain to remember how far 

From the path-ways of light he was tempted to roam, 
Be it bliss to remember that thou wert the star 

That arose on his darkness and guided him home. 

From thee and thy innocent beauty first came 

The revealings, that taught him true Love to adore. 
To feel the bright presence, and turn him with shame 

From the idols he blindly had knelt to before. 
O'er the waves of a life, long benighted and wild. 

Thou camest, like a soft golden calm o'er the sea; 
And, if happiness purely and glowingly smiled 

On his evening horixon, the light was from thee. 

And though sometimes the shade of past fdlly would 
rise, 

And though Falsehood again would allure him to stray, 
He but tura'd to tiie glory that dwelt in those eyes. 

And the folly, the falsehood soon vanished away. 
As the Priests of the Sun, when their altar grew dim. 

At the day-beam alone could its lustre repair, 
S<9, if virtue a moment grew languid in him, 

Ue but flew to that smile, and rekindled it there. 



REMEMBER THEE! 
Alt — CastU Tirowen. 

RxMBM Bit thee! yes, while there 's life in this heart, 
It shall never forget thee, all lorn as thou art ; 
More dear in thy sorrow, tliy gloom, and thy showers, 
Than the rest of the worid in their sunniest hours. 

Wert thou all that I [wish the*,->great, glorious, and 

free — 
First flower of the earth and first gem of the sea, — 
I might hail thee with prouder, with happier brow, 
fiut, oh ! could I love thee more deeply than now I 

Ho, thy chains as they rankle, thy blood as it runs, 
But make thee more painfully dear to thy sons — 
Whose hearts, like the young of the desert-bird's nest. 
Drink love in each life^rop that flows from thy breast ! 



WREATHE lUft BOWL. 
Alt — Noran Kista, 

WttATBK the bowl 

With flowers of soul. 
The brightest wit can find us ; 

We '11 take a flight 

Towards heaven tonaighc. 
And leave dull earth behind us ! 

Should Love amid 

The wreaths be hid 
That Joy, the enchanter, brings us. 

No danger fear. 

While wine is near. 
We '11 drown him if he stings us. 

Then wreathe the bowl 

With flowers of soul. 
The brightest wit can find us; 

We '11 take a flight 

Towards heaven to-nigfat. 
And leave dull earth behind ns ! 

T was nectar fed 

Of old, 't is said. 
Their Junos, Joves, ApoUos ; 

And man may brew 

His nectar too. 
The rich receipt 's as follows: 

Take wine like this. 

Let looks of bliss 
Around it well be blended. 

Then bring wit's beam 

To warm the stream. 
And there's your nectar, spleudid! 

So, wreathe the bowl 

With flowers of soul. 
The brightest wit can find us ; 

We 11 take a flight 

Towards heaven to-nighC, 
And leave dull earth behind us! 

Say, why did Time 

His glass sublime 
Fill up with sands unsighdy. 

When wine, he knew. 

Runs brisker through. 
And sparkles far more brightly ! 

Oh, lend it us. 

And, smiling thus. 
The glass in two we 'd terer. 

Make pleasure glide 

In double tide. 
And fill both ends for ever! 

Then wreathe the bowl 

Witli flowers of soul. 
The brightest wit can find us ! 

We 11 take a flight 

Towards heaven to-ai^ht. 
And leave dull earth behind us! 



WHENE'ER I SEE THOSE SMIUNG ETES. 

Am— Father Quinn. 

WaxNt'st I see those smiling eyet. 
All fill'd with hope, and joy, and Uf^t, 
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As if no cloud could ever rise, 

To dim a heaven so purely bright— 

I sigh to think how soon that brow 
In grief may lose its every ray, 

And that light heart, so joyous now. 
Almost forget it once was gay. 

For Time will coom with all hit blightt. 

The ruin'd hope — the friend unkind— 
The love that leaves, where'er it lights^ 

A chill'd or burning heart behind ! 
While youth, that now like snow appears, 

Ere sullied by the darkening rain, 
When once 't is touch'd by sorrow's Ceais, 

Will never shine so bright again! 



IF THOU XT BE MINE. 
Alt — Tli€ Winnowing Sheet, 

Ir thou 'It be mine, the treasures of air. 
Of earth and sea, shall lie at thy feet; 

Whatever in Fancy's eye looks fair, 

Or in Hope's sweet music is most sweet. 
Shall be ours, if thou wilt be mine, love ! 

Bright flowers shall bloom wherever we rove, 
A voice divine shall talk in each stream, 

The stars shall look like worlds of love. 
And this earth be all one beautiful dream 
In our eyes — if thou wilt be mine, lore! 

And thoughts, whose source is hidden and high. 
Like streams that come from heaven-ward hills. 

Shall keep our hearts — like meads, that lie 
To be bathed by those eternal rills — 
Ever green, if thou wilt be mine, love! 

All this and more the Spirit of Love 

Can breathe o'er them who feel his spells ; 

That heaven, which forms his home above. 
He can make on earth, wherever he dwells. 
And he will — if thou wilt be mine, love ! 



TO LADIES' EYES. 
All — Fague a Ballagh, 

To ladies' eyes a round, boy, 

We can't refuse, we can't refuse. 
Though bright eyes so aboimd, boy, 

T is hard to chuse, 't is hard to chusc. 
For thick as surs that lighten 

Yon airy bowers, yon airy bowers. 
The countless eyes that brighten 

This earth of ours, this earth of oars. 
But fill the cup— where'er, boy, 

Our choice may fall, our choice may fisU, 
We 're sure to find Love there, boy. 

So drink them all! so drink them all! 

Some looks there are so holy, 

They seem but given, they seem bat gives. 
As splendid beacons solely. 

To light to beaveo, Co Ught to hoatan. 



While some— oh! ne'er believe them— 

With tempting ray, with tempting ray. 
Would lead us (God forgive them !) 

The other way, the other way. 
But fill the cup — where'er, boy. 

Our choice may fall, our choice may fall. 
We 're sure to find Love there, boy. 

So drink them all ! so drink them alll 

In some, as in a mirror, • 

Love seems portray'd, Love seems portray 'd. 
Bat shun the flattering error, 

T is but his shade, *t is but his shade. 
Himself has fix'd his dwelling 

In eyes we know, in eyes we know. 
And lips — but this is telling. 

So here they go ! so here they go ! 
Fill up, fill op— where'er, boy. 

Our choice may fall, our choice may fall. 
We 're sure to find Love there, boy. 

So drink them all! so drink them all! 



FORGET NOT THE FIELD. 

Aia — The Lawientation of Aughrim, 

Foaorr not the field where they perish'd. 

The truest, the last of the brave. 
All gone — and the bright hope they cherish'd 

Gone with them, and queoch'd in their grave! 

Oh ! could we from death but recover 
Those hearts, as they bounded before. 

In the face of high Heaven to fight over 
That combat for freedom once more;— • 

Could the chain for an instant be riven 
Which Tyranny flung round us then, 

Ob! 'i is not in Man nor in Heaven, 
To let Tyranny bind it again ! 

Bat 't is past — and, though blazon'd in story 

The name of our Victor may be. 
Accursed is the march of that glory 

Which treads o'er the hearts of the free. 

Far dearer the grave or the prison. 

Illumed by one patriot name. 
Than the trophies of all who have risen 

On liberty's ruins to fame ! 



THEY MAY RAIL AT THIS LIFE. 
All — Noch bonin $hin dot, 

TaiT may rail at this life — from the hoar I began it, 

I 've found it a life fiill of kindness and blias; 
And, imtil they can show me some happier plan^ 

More social and bright, I '11 content me with this. 
As long as the world has such eloquent eyes. 

As before me this moment enraptured I see. 
They may say what they will of their orbs in the skies. 

But this earth is the planet for you, love, and me. 

In Mercury's star, where each minute can bring them 
Mew sunshine and wit from the fbaBttin on high, - 
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Though the nymphs may hare livelier poeti to sing 
them/ 

They 've none, even there, more enamoar'd than I. 
And, as long as this harp can be waken'd to love. 

And that eye its divine inspiration shall be, 
They m.iy talk as they will of their Edens above, 

Dut this earth is the planet for you, love, and me. 

In that star of the west, by whose shadowy splendour. 

At twilight so often we 've roam'd through the dew. 
There are maidens,' perhaps who have bosoms as tender, 

And look, in their twilights, as lovely as you.* 
But, though they were even more bright than the queen 

Of that isle they inhabit in heaven's blue sea, 
As I never those fair young celestials have seen. 

Why, — this earth is the phinet for you, love, and me. 

As for those chilly orbs on the verge of creation, 

Where sunshine and smiles must be equally rare, 
Did they want a supply of cold hearts for that station. 

Heaven knows wc have plenty on earth we could 
spare. 
Oh! think what a world we should have of it here. 

If the haters of peace, of affection, and glee. 
Were to fly up to Saturn's comfortless sphere, 

And leave earth to such spirits as you, love, and me. 



OH FOR THE SWORDS OF FORMER TIME! 
t All — Name Unknown^ 

Oh for the swords of former time! 

Oh for the men who bore them. 
When, arm'd for Right, they stood sublime, 
* And tyrants crouch'd before them ! 

When pure yet, ere courts began 

With honours to enslave him. 
The best honours worn by Man 

Were those which Virtue gave him. 
Oh for tlie swords of former time! 

Oh for the men who bore them. 
When, arm'd for right, they stood sublime, 

And tyrants crouch'd before them ! 

Oh for the kings who flourish'd then ! 

Oh for the pomp that crown'd them. 
When hearts and hands of freebom men 

Were all the ramparts round diem! 
When, safe bnilt on bosoms true. 

The throne was but the centre. 
Round which Love a circle drew. 

That Treason durst not enter. 
Oh for the kings who flourish'd then ! 

Oh for the pomp that crown'd them, 
When hearts and hands of freebom men 

Were all the rampartt round them! 
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NE'ER ASK THE HOUR. 

AiB— J^ Husband's a Journey (o Portugal gone. 

Nk'ei ask the hour — what is it to us 
How Time deals out his treasures? 
The goKlcn moments lent us thus 
Are not his coin, but Pleasure's. 
If counting them over could add to their bliiPi, 

I 'd number each glorious second ; 
But moments of joy are, like Lesbia's kisses^ 
Too quick and sweet to be reckon d. 
Then fill the cup— what is it to us 
How Time his circle measures? 
The fairy hours we call up thus 
Obey no wand but Pleasure's ! 

Toung Joy ne'er thought of coutttin^ boars. 

Till Care, one summers moroing, 
Set up among his smiling flowers 

A dial, by way of warning. 
But Joy loved better to gaze on the kuo. 

As long as its light was glowing. 
Than to watch with old Care how th« shadow itoU < 

And how fast that light was going. 
So fill the cup^what is it to us 

How Time his circle measures? 
The fairy hours we call up thus 

-Obey no wand but Pleasure's. 



SAIL ON, SAIL ON. 
All — The Hutnming of tfke Ban.^ 

Sail on, sail on, thou fearless bark — 

Wherever blows the welcome wind. 
It cannot lead to scenes more dark. 

More sad, than those we leave behind. 
Each vrave that passes seems to say, 

a Though death beneath our smile may ba^ 
Less cold we are, less ^se than they 

Whose smiling wreck'd thy hopes and tbee.» 



Sail on, sail on— through endless 

Through calm — through tempest— stop 
The stormiest sea 's a resting-pUce 

To him who leaves such hearts on shore. 
Or — if some desert land we meet. 

Where never yet false-hearted men 
Profoned a world that else were sweet — 

Then rest thee bark, but not till then. 



' Tout In kabitaB* d« Mermra 1001 fifs. — PlmruUtidtt Uomiet. 
*La Trrrt pourra (tre poar V^nai r^toil* da bergcr *t U mWrc iIm 
•aeaf«,«*aMM ▼4«m Tmi poar bom.— A. 



THE PARALLEL. 
All — / would rather Aan IroUntiJL 

Tss, sad one of Sion,' — if closely resembling. 
In shame and in sorrow, thy wilher'd-up heart — 

If drinking, deep, deep, of the same « cup of trcmblu^ 
Could make us thy children, our parent thou art 
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Like thoe doth our nation lie conqurr'd and broken, 
And fnllen from her head is the once royal crown ; 

In her stret^is, in her halls. Desolation hath spoken, 
And « while it is day yet, her sun hath gone down.*' 

Like thine doth her exile, 'mid dreams of returning, 
Die far from the home it were Ufe to behold; 

Like ihine do her kous, in the day of rbeir mourning. 
Remember the bright things that bless'd them of old I 

Ah, well may we call her, like thee, • the Forsaken,*' 
llcr boldest are vanquish'd, her proudest are slaves ; 

And the harps of her minstrels, whoi gayot they waken, 
Have brcaihmgs as sad as the wind over graves ! 

Yet hadst tliou thy vengeance — yet came there the mor- 
row, 
That shines out at last on tlie longest dark night. 
When the sceptre that smote thee with slavery and sor- 
row 
Was shiver'd at once, like a reed, in thy sight 

When that cup, which for others th« proud Gohlen 

City 3 
Had brimm'd full of bittemesa, drench'd her own lips. 
And the world she had trampled on heard, without pity. 
The howl in her halls and the cry from her ships. 

When the curse Heaven keepa for the haughty came over 
Her merchants rapacious, her nilers unjust. 
And— a ruin, at last, for the earth-worm to cover — ^ 
The Lady of Kingdoms^ lay low in the diatt. 



DRINR OF THIS CUP. 

kvk— Faddy O'Rafferty. 

DiiNK of this cup— you '11 find there 's a tpall m 

Its every drop 'gainit the ills of mortaJtiy— 
Talk of the cordial that sparkled for Helen, 

Her cup was a fiction, but this ia reality. 
Would you forget tlie dark world we are in. 

Only taste of the bubble that gleams oo die top of it ; 
But would you rise above earth, till akin 

To immortals themselves, you must drain avery drop 
of it. 
Send round tlie cup — for oh ! there 's a spdl ha 

Its every drop 'gainst the ilb of mortality — 
Talk of the cordial that sparkled for Helen, 

Her cup was a fiction, but tliis is reality. 

Never was philtre fbrm'd with such power 
To charm and bewilder as this we are qoafBng ! 

Its magic began, when, in Autumn's rich hour. 
As a harvest of gold in the fields it stood laaghiog. 

There, having, by Nature's encliantmeot been fill'd 
With the balm and the blooln of her kindliest 
weather. 



' • Rrr Ma k gon* J«wa vhiU it VM y«t4ay.*— Jtr. sv. f. 

* aTbmi »ImIi no mora be icroiMi PorMk^.*— iMUh, lui. 4* 

* allow baib ih« opprcMor cmmJ! tba Gol^aa Giy caaacJ.* — 
laaUb, «i*. 4- 

* m Tby poap ia hrotigbt 4««« to iIm gnv«.....aai ikt «MW*c»var 
ibra.* — laaiab. >•*. ii. 

* • The« tbali ho nara ba ralM iha LaJj of Ki«g4o««>»->IaMab, 
glvii. 5. 



Tliis wonderful juice from its core was distill'd. 

To eulivrn such hearts as are here brought together ! 

Then drink of the cup — you 'II find there 's a spell as 
Its every drop 'gaintit the ills of mortality — 

Talk of the cordiul that sparkled for Helen, 
Her cup was a fiction, but diis is reality. 



And though, perhaps — bat breathe it to no 

Like cauldrons the witch brews at midnight so awful, 
in secret this philtre was first taught to flow on, 

Yet — 't is n't less potent for being unlawfuL 
Wliat though it may taste of the smoke of that flame 

Which iu silence extracted its virtue forbidden — 
Fill op — there 's a fire in some hearts I could name. 

Which may vvork too il» charm, though now lavkta 
and hidden. 
So drink of the cup — for oh ! tliere 's a spell in 

Its every drop gainst the ills of mortality — 
Talk of the cordial that sparkled for Helen, 

Her cup was a fiction, but this is reality. 



THE FORTUNE-TELLER. 
Au— OjMM Am Door »oflLy» 

Down in the valley come meet me to-night. 
And 1 'II tell you your fortune truly 

As ever 't was told, by the new moon's Kgbc, 
To young maid^ shining as newly. 

But, for the world, let no one be nigh. 
Lest haply the stars should deceive me; 

These secrets between you and me and the sky 
Should never go fulher, believe me. 

If at that hour the heavens be not dim, 
My science shall call up before yon 

A male apparition — the image of him 
Whose destiny 't is to adore yon. 

Then to the phantom he thon bat kind. 
And round you so fondly be '11 hover. 

You 'II hardly, my dear, any difference find 
Twixt him and a true Uving lover. 

Down at your feet, in the pale moon-light. 
He '11 kneel, with a warmth of emotion — 

An ardour, of which such an innocent sprite 
You 'd scarcely beheve had a notion. 

What other thoughts and events may arise. 
As in Destiny's book I 've not seen them. 

Must only be left to the stars and your eyca 
To settle, ere morning, between them. 



OH, YE DEAD. 

X\%— Plough Tmnie. 

Oa, ye dead ! oh, ye dead! whom we know by the light 

you give 
From your cold gloaming eyes, though you move like 
men who live. 
Why leave you thus your graves. 
In far off fields and waves, 
Where the worm and the acn-hiid oaly knofw yo«r bed. 
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To haunt this spot where all 
Those eyes that wept your fall. 
And the hearts tliat bewail'd you, like your own, lie 
dead! 

It is trae — it is true — we are shadows cold and wan ; 
It is true — it is true — all the firiends we loved are gone. 

But, oh ! thus even in death, 

So sweet i% still the breath 
Of the fields and the tlowers in our youth we wander'd 
o'er. 

That, ere conderan'd we go 

To freeze 'mid Hecla's' snow. 
We would taste it awhile, and dream we live once more ! 



O'DONOHUE'S MISTRESS." 

Aia — The lAttle and Great Mountain. 

Or all the fair months, that round the sun 
In light-liok'd dance their circles run. 

Sweet May, sweet May, shine thou for me! 
For still, when thy earliest beams arise. 
That youth who beneath the blue lake lies. 

Sweet May, sweet May, returns to me. 

Of all the smooth lakes, where daylight leaves 
His lingering smile on golden eves. 

Fair lake, foir lake, thou 'rt dear to me; 
For when the last April sun gr9ws dim. 
Thy Naiads prepare his steed for him 

Who dwells, who dwells, bright lake, in thee. 

Of all the proud steeds, that ever bore 
Young plumed chiefs on sea or shore. 

While steed, white sleed, most joy to thee. 
Who still, with the first young glance of spring. 
From under that glorious lake dost bring. 

Proud steed, proud steed, my love to me. 

While, white as the sail some bark unfurls. 
When newly launch'd, thy long maue^ curls. 

Fair steed, fair steed, as white and free ; 
And spirits, from all the lake's deep bowers. 
Glide o'er the blue wave scattering flowers. 

Fair steed, around my love and thee. 

Of all the sweet deaths that maidens die. 
Whose lovers beneath the cold wave lie, 

' PaulZeUad aieiittoai that there !• a Baoanuia i* aoai* part of 
IrelaDil, where the gboeit of pertoD* who have dird ia foreign laade 
walk about and coavarM with thoee they neet, like living people. If 
atked why thry do not retura to their honea. they My they are obliged 
to go to Mount Heda, aad dia«ppear ioiaiediatcly. 

* The partlculare of the tradition reepectiog O'Donohao and bit 
white horee, may b« foand in Mr Weld** Account of Killaraey, or, 
mora fully detailed in Dcrrirk't Leitert. For many year* after bit 
deaih. the apirit of thit hero ia aappoaed to hare been teen, on ih« 
morning of May-day, gliding over the Ukc on hi* favourite white 
horae, to ihe aound of tweet, uaearihly matie, and piereded by 
gronpt of youtht and maideaa* who flung wreathe of delicate •pring'> 
flowcn ia hia path. 

Among other tioriet, connected with ihia Legend of the Laket, it 
ia aaid that there wa« a young «nd brauiiful g>rl, whote imagination 
waa to impreMed with the idea of thia viaionary chiefuin, thet the 
fancied beraelf in love with him, and at laat, ia ■ fit of taaaaity, on a 
May-mornin{r, threw beraelf into the lake. 

* The boatmen at Killarney rail tboae vaeea which comaoaawiady 
day, crmled with foam, •O'Doaehue'a vhita horMM.* 



Most sweet, roost sweet, that death will be. 
Which under the next May-evening's light. 
When thou and thy steed are lost to sight. 

Dear love, dear love, I '11 die for thee< 



ECHO. 
AiB — The Wren, 

How tweet the answer Echo makes 

To Music at night. 
When, roused by lute or horn, she 
And far away, o'er lawns and lakes. 

Goes answering liglit. 

Yet Love hath echoes traer £ar. 

And far more sweet. 
Than e'er, beneath the moon-light's 
Of horn, or lute, or spft guitar. 
The songs repeat. 



T is when the sigh in youth sincere. 

And only then, — 
The sigh, that 's breathed for oae to 
Is by tliat one, that only dear. 

Breathed back again ! 



OH ! BANQUET NOT. 
AiB — Planxtj Irwine, 

Oh ! banquet not in those shining bowers 

Where youth resorts — but come to me. 
For mine 's a garden of faded flowers, 

More fit for sorrow, for age, and thee, 
.^nd there we shall have our feast of tears — 

And many a cup in silence pour— 
Our guests, the shades of former years — 

Our toasts, to lips that bloom no more. 

There, while the myrtle's withering boughs 

Their lifeless leaves around us shed. 
We '11 brim the bowl to broken vows. 

To friends long lost, the changed, the 
Or, as some blighted laurel waves 

Its branches o'er the dreary spot. 
We '11 drink to those neglected grares 

Where valour sleeps, unnamed, forgot! 



THEE, THEE, ONLY THEE. 
All— 7%e Market-Stake, 

Tab dawning of morn, the day«light*« «iiifc;i»| 
The night's long hours still find me tliat*fci0 | ^ 

Of thee, thee, only thee. 
When friends are met, and goblets crown'd. 
And smiles are near that once enchanted, 
Unreach'd by all that sunshine round. 
My soul, like some dark spot, is K^mntfd 
By thee, thee, only tlice. 



Whatever in fume's high path condd 
My spirit once, is now forsaken 
For thee, thee, only thee. 
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Like shores, by which some headlong b«rk 
To the ocean hurries — resting never — 

Life's scenes go by me, bright or dark, 
I know not, heed not, hastening e?er 
To thee, thee, only thee. 

I have not a joy but of thy bringing. 

And pain itself seems sweet, when springing 

From thee, thee, only thee. 
Like spells that nought on earth can break. 

Till lips that know the charm have spoken, 
This heart, howe'er the 'world may wake 
Its grief, its scorn, can but be broken 
By thee, thee, only thee. 



SHALL THE HARP THEN BE SILENT? 
Alt — Macfarlanes Lamentation., 

Shall the Harp then bo silent when he, who first gave 
To our country a name, is withdrawn from all eyes? 

Shall a minxtrcl of Erin stand mute by the grave. 
Where the first, where the last of her patriots lies? ' 

No — faint though the death-song may fall from his lips. 
Though his harp, like his soul, may wick shadows be 
cross'd. 
Yet, yet shall it sound, 'mid a nation's eclipse. 

And proclaim to the world what a star hath been 
lost!> 

What a union of all the affections and powers. 
By which life is exalted, embellish'd, refined. 

Was embraced in that spirit— whose centre vras ours. 
While its mighty circumference circled mankind. 

Oh. who that loves Erin— or who that can see, • 

Through the wasteof her annals, that epoch sublime — 

Like a pyramid raised in the desert — where he 
And >HS glory stand out to the eyea of all time!— 

That ore lucid interval snatch'd from the gloom 
And the madness of ages, when, fiU'd with his soul, 

A nation o''''!eap'd the dark bounds of her doom. 
And, for one sacred instant, touch'd liberty's goal ! 

Who, that ever hath heard him— batli drank at the 

source 
' Of that wonderful eloquence, all Erin's own. 
In whose liigh-thoughted daring, the fire, and the force, 
And the yet unumed spring of her spirit arc showu. 

An eloquence, rich— wheresoever iu wave 

Wander'd free and triumphant— with thoughu that 
shone through 

As clear as the brook's « stone of lustre,» and gave. 
With the flash of the gem, its solidity too. 

Who, that ever approach'd him, when, free from ilie 
crowd. 
In a home full of love, he delighted to tread 
*]long the trees which a nation had given, and which 
bow'd. 
As if each brought a new civic crown for liis bead — 



That home, where — like him who, as fable hath told,' 
Put the rays from his brow, that his child might come 
near — 

Every glory forgot, the most wise of the old 
Became all that the simplest and youngest hold dear. 

Is there one who lias thus, through bis orbit of life. 
But at distance observed him— through glory, through 
blame. 

In the calm of retreat, in the grandeur of strife. 

Whether shining or clouded, still high and the tame. 

Such a union of all that enriches life's hour, 

Of the sweetness we love and the greatness we praise. 

As that type of simplicity blended with power, * 
A child with a thunderbolt, only portrays. — 

Oh no— not a heart that e'er knew him but mourns. 
Deep, deep, o'er the grave where such glory is shrined — ' 

O'er a monument Fame will preserve 'mong the urns 
Of the wisest* the bravest, tlie best of mankind ! 



•Tb« cri«bralr<l frith ortior mnA patriot. Ob*tt««.— 

» li u »aly ib«*r two fir«t T«r»rt, tkst mn 9%ikt iu»4 M ialM^rd 



OH, THE SIGHT FNTRANCING. 

Aia — Planxty SudUy. 

Oh, the sight entrancing. 

When morning's beam is glancing 

O'er files, array'd 

With helm and blade. 
And plumes in the gay wind dancing ! 
When hearU are all high beating. 
And the trumpet's voice repeating 

That song whose breath 

Hay lead to death. 
But never to retreating ! 
Oh, the sight entrancing. 
When morning's beam is glancing 

O'er tiles, array'd 

With helm and blade. 
And plumes in the gay wind dancing! 

Yet 't is not helm or feather — 
For ask yon dei^pot whether 

His plumed bands 

Could bring such hands 
And hearts as ours together. 
Leave pomps to those who need 'cm — 
Adorn but Man with freedom. 

And proud he braves 

The gaudiest slaves 
That crawl where monarchs lead 'em. 
The sword may pierce the beaver. 
Stone walls in time may sever; 

T is heart alone. 

Worth steel and stone, 
That keeps men free for ever! 
Oh, that sight entrancing. 
When morning's beam is glancing 

O'er files, array'd 

With helm and blade, 
And in Freedom's cause advancing! 

■ Apelto. in hU intrrvlav with Ph«*lo«, M 4MrriW4 by Orid 
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No. IX. 

SWEET INNISFALLEN. 

Aia — 77t« Captivating I'outJi. 

SvBiT lanisfallen, fare thee well, 
May calm and sunshine lonf; be thine! 

How fair thou art let ottiors tell, 
\N'hile but to feel how fdir is mine! 

Sweet TnnisfoUen, fare thee well, 

And long may light around thee smile, 

As soft as ou that evening fell 
When first 1 saw thy fairy isle ! 

Thou wert foo lovely then for one 
Who had to turn to paths of care^ 

Who had through vulgar crowds to run. 
And leave thee bright and silent there : 

No more along thy shores to come, 
But on the world's dim ocean tost, 

Dream of thee sometimes as a home 
Of simshinc be had seen and lost ! 

Far better in thy weeping hours 

To part from thee as [ do now. 
When mist is o'er thy blooming bowers. 

Like Sorrow's veil on Beauty's brow. 

For, though unrivall'd still thy grace, 
Thou dost not look, as then, too blest. 

But, in thy shadows, seem'st a place 
Where weary man might hope to rest — 

Might hope to rest, and find in thee 
A gloom like Eden's, on the day 

Ue left its shade, when every tree. 

Like chine, hung weeping o'er his way ! 

Weeping or smiling, lovely isle ! 

And still the lovelier for thy tears — 
For though but rare thy sunny smile, 

T is heaven's own glance, when it appears. 

Like feeling hearts, whose joys are few. 
But, when indeed they come, divine — 

The steadiest light the sun e'er threw 
Is lifeless to one gleam of thine I 



T WAS OXE OF THOSE DREAMS. 

Alt — The Song of the Woods, 

T WAS one of those dreams that by music are brought, 
Like a light summer haze, o'er the poet's warm thought— 
When, lost in the future, his soul wanders on, 
And all of this life, but its sweetness, is gone. 

The wild notes he hearji o'er the water were those 
To which he had sung Erin's bondage and woes. 
And the breath of the bugle uow wafted them o'er 
From Diois' green isle to Gleua's wooded shore. 

He listen'd — while high o'er the eagle's rude nest, 
The lingering sounds un their way loved to rest; 
And the echos sung back from their full mountain quire. 
As if loth to let song so enchanting expire. 



It seem'd as if every sweet note that died here | 

Was again brought to life in some airier sphere, 
Some heaven in those hills where the soul of the strain. 
That had ceased upon earth, was awaking again I 

Oh forgive if, while listening to music, whose breath 
Seem'd to circle his name with a charm against death, 
lie should feel a proud spirit within him proclaim— 
« Even so shalt tliou live in the echoes of Fame : 



« Even so, thongh thy memory should now die away, 
T will be caught up again in some happier day, | 

And the hearts and the voices of Erin prolong, I 

Through the answering future, thy name and thy song !* > 



I 






FAIRF^T ! PUT ON AWHILE. 
Aia — Cummilum. 

Faibbst! put on awhile 

These pinions of light I bring thee. 
And o'er thy own green isle 

In fancy let me wing thee. 
Never did Ariel's plume, 

At golden sunset, hover 
O'er such scenes of bloom 

As I shall waft thee over. 

Fields, where the Spring delays. 
And fearlessly meets the ardour. 

Of the warm Summer's gaze. 
With but her tears to guard her. 

Uocks, through myrlie boughs. 
In grace majestic frowning — 

Like some warriors brows, 

' That Love hath just heea crowning. 

Islets so freshly fair 

That never hath bird come aigh than. 
But, from his course through air. 

Hath been won downward by them—* 
Types, sweet maid, of thee. 

Whose look, whose blush inviting, 
Never did Love yet see 

From heaven, without alighting. 

Lakes where the pearl lies hid,* 

And caves where the diamond 's sleeping. 
Bright as the gems that lid 

Of thine lets fall in weeping. 
Glens,^ where Ocean comes. 

To 'scape the wild wind's rancow, 
And harbours, worthiest homes 

Where Freedom's sails coold anchor. 

Then if, while scenes so grand. 
So beautiful, shine before thee, 

' In dctrribiBg the Skalig* (Ulaadi of iW Bwob; 9X Foftb) IW K«*i- 
\o^ My«, aiberc i« a ceruin •uractiT* Tirbic ia tbcaeU, wbirk d«««> 
dowa all tba binia that aitcmpt to fly of cr it, aad obligt* ibr* t» ligbi 
apon the rock.* 

> ■ >*«nniu«, a Br'iiUb vriicr of lb* gtb ccaiary, ai«attea« iba aboa- 
dance of pcarU iB Ireland. Tbair priocct, ho aajs, baag ib«oi be- 
hind iheir rare, and ihia wc 6ad coafiraiod by • prcacat aoda •. '- 
1094. by Cilbrri, Bithop of Liacrit-b. to Am«I», Arcbbiabof of Can- 
terbury, of a coB»id«rdblc qiuniity of Iriab p«arU.«— O'HatAoa**. 

» GIrapriff. 



IRISH MELODIES. 



3l5 



Pride for ihy own dear land 

Should haply b^ stealing o'er tliee. 

Oh, let grief come first. 

O'er pride itself victorious— 

To think how man hath curst 

What Heaven had made so glorious! 



QUICK ! WE HAVK BUT A SECOND. 
Alt — Paddy Snap. 

Quick ! we luve but a second, 

Fill round the cup, while you mav, 
For Time, the churl hath beckon'd. 

And we must away, away \ 
Crnsp the pleasure that 's flying, 

For oh ! not Orpheus' strain 
Could keep sweet hours from dying, 
Or charm them to life again. 

Then quick ! we have but a second, 

Fill round, fill round, while you may; 
For Time, the churl, hath bcckoo'd, 
And we muht away, away ! 

See the plass, how it flushes, 

Like some young Hebe's lip. 
And half meets thine, and blushes 
Tliat thou shouldst delay to sip. 
Shame, oh shame unto thee. 
If e\er thou seest the day. 
When a cup or a lip shall woo thee, 
And turn untourh'd away! 

Then, quick ! we have but a second, 

Fill round, fill round, while you may; 
For Tune, the churl, hath beckoa'd. 
And we must away, away! 



AND DOTH NOT A MEETING LIKE THIS. 

All — Unknown. 

And doth not a meeting like this make amends 

For all the long years I *ve been wandering away ? 
To see thus around me my youth's early friends, 

As smiling and kind as in that happy day I 
Though haply o'er some of your brows, as o'er mine. 

The snow-fall of time may be stealing — what then? 
Like Alps in the sunset, thus lighted by wine; 

We '11 wear the gay tinge of youth's roses again. 

What soften'd remembrances come o'er tlie lieart. 

In gazing on those we 'vej>een lost to so long! 
The sorrows, the joys, of which once tliey were pan, 

Still round them, like visions of yesterday, throng. 
As letters some hand hath invisibly traced. 

When held to the flame will steal out on the sight, 
So many a feeling, that long seem'd effaced. 

The warmth of a meeting hke this bringt to light. 

And thus, as in Memory's bark we shall glide 
To visit the scenes of our boyhood anew — 

Though oft wc may see, looking down on the tide. 
The wreck of full many a hope shining through — 

Yet still, ai in fancy we point to the flowers. 
That once made a garden of all the gay shore, 



Deceived for a moment, we 11 think them %\\\\ ours, 
And breathe the fresh air of Lifie's morning once 
more.* 

So brief our existence, a glimpse, at the most, 

Is all we can have of the few we hold dear; 
And oft even joy is unheeded and lost. 

For want of some heart, that could echo it, near. 
Ah, well may we hope, when this short life is gone. 

To meet in some world of more permanent bliss. 
For a smile, or a grasp of the hand, hastening on. 

Is all we enjoy of each other in this.' 

But come — the more rare such delights to the heart. 
The more we should welcome, aud bless ihem the 
more : 
They *rc ours when we meet— they are lost irhen we 
pan, 
Like birds that bring summer, and fly when 't is o'er. 
Thus circling the cup, hand in hand, ere we drink. 
Let sympathy pledge us, through pleasure, through 
pain. 
That fast as a feeling but touches one link, 

Iler magic shall send it direct through the chain. 



THE MOUNTAIN SPRITE. 

Alt — The Mountain SpriU. 

Is yonder valley there dwelt, alone, 

A youth, whose life all liad calmly flown. 

Till spells came o'er him, and, day and night, 

Ue was haunted and watch'd by a Mountain Sprite. 

As he, by moonlight, went wandering a'er 
The golden santU of that island shore, 
A fbot-priot sparkled before hit sight, 
T was the £tiry foot of the Mountain Sprite. 

Beside a fountain, one sunny day. 

As. looking down on the stream, he lay, 

Behind him stole two eyes of light. 

And he saw in the clear wave the Mountain Sprite. 

Be turn'd— but lo, like a slanled bird, 

Tlie Spirit fled— and he only heard 

Sweet music, such as marks the flight 

Of a journeying star, from the Mountain Sprite. 

One night, pursued by that dazzling look. 
The youth, bewilder'd, his pencil took. 
And, guided only by memory's light. 
Drew the fuiry form of the Mounuin Sprite. 

> Joan cluriBikB*. qHand jt tomf k vo« hrarcas iuuMt 
J« p«aM rcBOBirr Ic flru*« dt met ani; 
Et noa corur carhanti tur m ri*e flcarir, 
n««pir« eoror* T*ir par Art outio <1« U *•«. 

' Tbe Mate ihonght hat I>e«B liappily rxpr«M«d by my frita4, Mr 
W«thiB0ton Inriag. ib kit Bracehrulf0 UmU, fol. I. p. 3i3. The pl»a- 
•ar« wbicb I fael is ralliag ibia (frailraiaa ny friend, U cabaBeed by 
tbe rcflcaioB ibai he it too good aa Amencaa lo ha? • admitted me ao 
readily lo aacb a ditliBciiaa, if be had boi kaowa ibal my ftcliagtt*- 
warda the (real aad free conniry tlial gave him birih ba«r laB(> b««B 
aorh aa crery raal lover of tb« lllMrty aad kappiacM of ihc hamaa race 
■■tt cntcrtaia. 



MOORE'S WORKS. 



. Of all (Iw S|Hrili of land aad wa.. 
Eicl^im'd he Ihen, • tbert ii doih Jilu Ui« . 
Anil ofl, ob aft, mi; ihy ilwpe aJiiiUl 
In ibii l(u»l| arbour, •»«( Kovnuia Spriu 



AS VANQtriSH'D ERIN. 



Tlie Beioc'i ill-bin) riier, 
Slw raw wImk DiKonU in llie llilr, 

Had dro^'tl bit IpailcJ quiver. 
■ lie bid,* ibe cried, ^ye TPEWju^d darta. 
_lVb.«m<,r,*I.Temay.huaTO,.; 



Thaibl 



Ah' for Ler vlia iiiu and m 



• Wbea will ihi> nHlT ye Powcn of Gaod!- 

She ««epin0 aek* for everj 
Bui oDiy heart, fram oui ihai Hood. 



DI^SMOND'.S SONG.- 






To bow to lhi> flame. 
Ifjou'TeeyesJooltbut™ 

And bluih while you blac 
Uatb Ihe pearl lee whilenei 

Becaiueof iubirlh) 
Haib Ihr nolet ltd bri^loi 



No-MaD, fee bit glarr. 

While Womaa'a bright (tory 

la told in ber eyn. 
While Ihe monarch but truxi 

Beauty, born of Ibe Gracei, 



n'Jio tbiak, while I tee ihee in beaury'ii raoDt Iwur. 
At pun a< Ibe iDDraing'i bcxi dew on the flower, 

Dot tmilesoo the dew-drop towatleit awag! 

No — beaming wilh lij^bt ai llioie joua|{ featurea atr, 

ll ii not that cheek — 'I it tbe toul dawning clear 
Throueh iu innoecnl bludi maket ihy beaniy so dear 
At ibe iky wc- look up lo, tliough clorioua and fiiir, 
ft ]»k*d up lo the more, because faeaicn it there'. 

I WISH 1 WAS BY THAT DIM LAKE. 
Alt—/ Willi / ma< on yonJtr BiU. 

Wlicre uuful toutt tlidr farewell, lake 
Of ibii vain world, and balF-waj lie 
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There, there. Car firom thee. 

Deceitful world, my home should 

Where, come what might of gloom and pain. 

False hope sboald ae'er deceive again! 

The lifeless sky, the mournful sound 
Of unseen waters, falling round — 
The dry leaves quivering o'er my head. 
Like man, unquiet even when dead — 
These — ay— these should wean 
My soul from Life's deluding scene, 
And turn each thouglit, each wish I have. 
Like willows, downward towards the grave. 

As they who to their couch at night 
Would welcome sleep, first quench the light. 
So must the hopes that keep this breast 
Awake, be quench'd, ere it can rest. 
Cold, cold, my heart must grow, 
Unch.inged by either joy or woe. 
Like freezing founts, where all that 's thrown 
Within their current tarns to stone. 



SHE SUNG OF LOVE. 

Alt — The Munster Man. 

Shi sung of love — while oVr tier lyre 

Tlie rosy rays of evening fell. 
As if to feed with their soft fire 

The soul within tliat trembling shell. 
The same rich light hung o'er her cheek. 

And play'd around those lips that sung 
And spoke, as flowers would sing and speak. 

If love could lend lend their leaves a tongne. 

But soon the West no longer bnm'd, 

Each rosy ray from heaven withdrew; 
And, when to gaze again I turn'd. 

The minstrel's form seem'd fading tea 
As if her light and heaven's were one. 

The glory all had left that frame; 
And from her glimmering lips the tone. 

As from a parting spirit, came.* 

'Tbetboufhl brr« w*t MgdMitdby tomt hemuutml timnlm Mr Ito- 
i;*-t*'» Poem or Hmmmm Lift, bcgioaing 1 



Wlio ever loved, but had the thought 

That he and all he loved most part? 
Fill'd witli this fear, I Hew and caught 

That fiding image to my heart — 
And cried, « Oh Love! is this thy doom? 

Oh light of youth's resf^endent day! 
Must ye then lose your golden bloom. 

And thus, like sunshine, die away?» 



SING— SING— MUSIC WAS GIVEN. 

Aia— The Humours of Ballamm$uiry, or, the (Hd 

Langolee. 

SiifG — sing — Music was given 
To brighten the gay, and kindle the loving ; 

Souls here, like planets in heaven. 
By harmony's laws alone are kept moving. 
Ueauty may boast of her eyes and her cheeks. 

But love from the lips his true archery wings; 
Aud she who but feathers the dart when she speaks, 
At once sends it home to the heart when she sings. 
Then sing — sing — Music was given 
To brighten the gny, and kindle the loving; 

SouU here, like planets in heaven, 
By harmony's laws alone are kept moving. 

When Love, rock'd by his mother. 
Lay sleeping a» calm as slumber could make him, 

« Hush, hush,» said Venus, «no other 
Sweet voice but h'ls own is worthy to wake him.w 
Dreaming of muMc he slumber d the while. 

Till faint from his lips a soft melody broke. 
And Venus, enchanted, look'd on with a smile, 
While Love (o his own sweet tinging awoke ! 
Then sing — sing — Music was given 
To brighten the gay and kindle the loving ; 

Souls here, like planets in heaven. 
By harmony's laws alone are kept moving. 

• Ko« io ib< f liaiai«riii|, dying lifbl •!•• frews 
L«M •tti ie«t eartbly.* 

I «oaM quote the eoUr* p«Magc, but tb«t I faar to paiaiyow* bao^ 
biriaiiution of it onl efcoaiiiaaancc. 



Rational SHvn, 



ADVERTISEMENT. 



It is Cicero, I beUeve, who says « natura ad mtodos du- 
cimur;* and the abundance of wild indigenous airs 
which almost every country, except England poksesses, 
sufficiently proves the truth of his assertion. The lo- 
vers of this simple but interesting kind of music are 
here presented with the first number of a collection, 
which I trust their contributions will enable us to con- 
tinue. A pretty air without words resembles one of 
those half creatures of Plato, which are described as 
wandering, in search of tlie remaiader of themsalvcs, 



through the world. Tosupply this other half, by uniting 
with congenial wonU the many fugitive mdodies which 
have hitherto had none, or only such as are unintelli- 
gible to the generality of their hearers, u the object 
and ambition of the present work. Neither is it our 
intention to confine ourselves to what are strictly called 
National Melodies, but, wherever we meet with any wan- 
dering and beautiful air, to which poetry has not yet 
assigned a worthy home, we sliall venture to claim it 
as an estrajr swan, and enrich our humble Hippocreno 
with its song. 

T. M. 
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No. I. 



A TEMPLE TO FRIENDSHIP.* 
Spanish Air, 

«A TEMPLE to Friendship,!* said Lnura, enchanted, 

M I '11 build in thk garden — the thought is divine !» 
Ucr temple was built, and she now only wanted 

An image of Friendship to place on the shrine. 
She ilew to a sculptor, who set down before her 

A Friendship, the fairest his art could invent, 
But so cold and so dull, that the youthful adorer 

Saw plainly this was not the idol she meant. 

« Oh ! never,» she cried, « could \ think of enshrining 

An image whose looks are so joyless and dim ! 
Out yon little god upon roses reclining, 

We 'II make, if you please. Sir, a Friendship of him.n 
So the bargain was struck; with the Uttic god laden 

She joyfully flew to her shrine in the grove : 
u Farewell, » said the sculptor, « you 're not the first 
maiden 

Who came but for Friendship, and took away Love.n 



FLOW ON, THOU SHINING RIVER. 
Portuguese Air, 

Flow on, thou shining river ; 
Rut, ere thou reach the sea. 

Seek Ella's bower, and give her 

The wreaths I fling o'er thee. 
And tell her thus, if she 'II be mine. 

The current of our lives shall be. 
With joys along their course to shiue, 

Like those sweet flowers on thee. 

But if, in wandering tliither^ 

Thou fiud'st she mocks my prayer, 
Then leave those wreaths to wither 
Upon the cold bank there. 
And tell her — thus, when youth is o'er. 
Her lone and loveless charms shall be 
Thrown by upon life's weedy shore, 
Like tliose sweet flowers from thee. 



ALL THAT'S BRIGHT MUST FADE. 
Indian Air, 

All that 's bright must fade, — 

The brightest still the fleetest ; 
All that's sweet was made 

But to be lost when sweetest. 
Stars that shine and fall ; — 

The flower that drops in springing ; — 
These, alas! are types of all 

To which our hearts are clinging. 



All that 's bright must fode, — 
The brightest still the fleetest ; 

All that 's sweet was made 
But to be lost when sweetest! 

Who would seek or prize 

Delights that end in aching? 
Who would trust to ties 

That every hour are breaking? 
Better far to be 

In utter darkness lying, 
Than be blest with light and see 

That light for ever flying. 
All that 's bright must fade. 

The brightest still the fleetest ; 
All that's sweet was made 

But tabe lost when sweetest! 



SO WARMLY WE MET. 
Hungarian Air. 

So warmly we met and so fondly we parted. 

That which was the sweeter even I could not tell- 
That first look of welcome her sunny eyes darted. 

Or that tear of passion which bless'd our farewell. 
To meet v/as a heaven, and to ]Vart thus another, — 

Our joy and our sorrow seem'd rivals in bliss ; 
Oh ! Cupid's two eyes are not liker each other 

In smiles and in tears, than tliat moment to this. 

The first was like day-break— new, sudden, delicious, 

The dawn of a pleasure scarce kindled up yet — 
The last was that farewell of daylight, more precioiu, 

More glowing and deep, as 'i is nearer its set. 
Our meeting, though happy, was tinged by a sorrow 

To think that such happiness could not remain; 
While our parting, though sad, gave a hope that to- 
morrow 

Would bring back the blest hoar of meeting again. 



THOSE EVENING BELLS. 

AiK— The Bells of St Petersburgh. 

Those evening bells! those evening bells! 
How many a tale their music tells. 
Of youth, and home, and that sweet time. 
When last I heard their soothing chime! 

Those joyous hours are past away! 
And many a heart that then was gay 
Within the tomb now darkly dwells. 
And bears no more those evening bells! 

And so *t will be when I am gone ; 
That tuneful peal will still ring on. 
While other bards shall walk these dells. 
And sing your praise, sweet evening belb! 



' The thought it ukcn fr« 



tong by Lc Pricar, c«l ltd. ■ L« Su- 



SHOULD THOSE FOND HOPES. 

Portuguese Air, 

Should those fond hopes e'er forsake thee. 
Which now so sweetly thy heart employ ; 

I The metre of iha vord* U hert accctMrily «Mrific«4 M dMi 
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ihi the cold world come to wake thee 

-om all thy visions of youth and joy ; 

lid the gay friends, for ivhom thou wooldcC banish 

im who once thought thy young heart bit own, 

ike spring birds, Falsely vanish, 

ad leave thy winter unheeded and lone;^ 

't ii then he thou hast slighted 
'ouCd come to cheer thee, when all scem'd o'er; 
1 the truant, lost and blighted, 
'ould Co his bosom be taken once more. 

that dear bird we both can remember, 
'ho left us while summer shone round, 

when chill'd by bleak December, 
pon our threshold a welcome still foundL 

REASON, FOLLY, AND BEAUTY. 

Italian Air. 

iOM, Folly, and Beauty, they say, 
it on a party of pleasure one day: 

Folly play'd 

Around the maid, 
bell of his cap rung merrily out; 

While Reason took 

To his sermon-book — 
which was the pleasanter no one need doubt. 

ity, who likes to be thought very sage, 
a'd for a moment to Reason's dull page. 

Till Folly said, 

« Look here, sweet maid !» — 
sight of his cap brought her back Co herMlf ; 

While Reason read 

His leaves of lead, 
h no one to mind him, poor sensible elf! 

n Reason grew jealous of Folly's gay cap; 
he that on, he her heart might entrap— 

« There it is,» 

Quoth Folly, «<old quizin 
Reason the head-dress so awkwardly wore, 
t Beauty now liked him still less tlian before; 

While Folly took 

Old Reason's book, 
I twisled the leaves in a cap of such Ton, 

That Beauty vow'd 

(Though not aloud), 
liked him still better in that than his own ! 



ARE THEE WELL, THOU LOVELY ONE I 

Sicilian Air. 

Fakk thee well, thou lovely one! 

Lovely still, but dear no more; 
Once his soul of truth is gone. 

Love's sweet life is o'er. 
Thy words, whate'er their flattering spell, 

Could scarce have thus deceived ; 
But eyes that acted truth so well 

Were sure to be believed. 
Then, fare thee well, thou lovely one ! 

Lovely still, but dear no more ; 
Once his soul of truth is gone. 

Love's sweet Ufe it o'er. 



Yet those eyes look constant still, 

True as stars they keep their light; 
Still those cheeks their pledge fullil 

Of blushing always bright. 
T is only on thy changeful heart 

The blame of falsehood lies; 
Love lives in every other part. 

But there, alas I he dies. 
Then fare thee well, ihou lovely one! 

Lovely still, but dear no more; 
Once his soul of truth is gone. 

Love's sweet life is o'er. 



DOST THOU REMEMBER? 
Portuguese Air, 

Dost thou remember that place to lonely, 
A place fqr lovers and lovers only, 

Wliere first I told thee all my secret sight? 
When as the moon-beam, that trend)led o'er thee, 
Illumed thy blushet, I knelt before thee. 

And read my hope's sweet triumph in those eyet! 
Then, then, while closely heart wat drawn to heart. 
Love bound ut — never, never more to part ! 

'And when I calPd thee by names the dearest 
That love could fancy, the fondest, nearest — 

« My life, my only life !» among the rest; 
In those sweet accents that still inthral me. 
Thou saidst, «Ah! wherefore thy life thus call me? 

Thy soul, thy soul 't the name tliat I loTe best; 
For life soon passes, but how blest to be 
That soul which never, never parts from thee!» 

OH! COME TO ME WHEN DAYUGHT SETS. 

renetinn Air, 

Oh ! come to me when daylight sets ; 

Sweet I then come to me, 
When smoothly go our gondolett 

O'er the moonlight sea. 
When Mirth 's awake, and Love begins. 

Beneath that glancing ray. 
With sound of lutes and roandoUnt, 

To steal young hearts away. 
Oh! come to me when daylight sett; 

Sweet I then come to me. 
When smoothly go our gondolett 

O'er tlie moonlight sea. 

Oh ! then 's the hour for those who love. 

Sweet! like thee and me; 
When all 's to calm below, above. 

In heaven and o'er the sea. 
When maidens sing sweet barcarolles,' 

And Echo sings again 
So sweet, that all with ears and toult 

Should love and listen then. 
So, come to me when daylight sets; 

Sweet! then come to me. 
When smoothly go our gondolett 

O'er tlie moonlight sea. 

I Tbc ihoagkt ia this «rr«c u borrowed froai tb« erifinal Ponn0ttr%« 
vonii. 

* Bofc«r«ilM^ aorte i« chamoot •• b^^ V^aitioaa*. quo clHolrai 
Ics goadoUon • Vcmw.— Ro«aM4C. Dimommtin M Mlu$i§m9. 
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OFT, IN THE STILLY NIGHT. 

Scotch Air. 

Orr, in the stilly night, 

Ere Slumber's chain has bonnd me, 
Fond Memory brings the light 
Of other days around me; 
The smiles, the tears, 
Of boyhood's years. 
The words of love then spoken ; 
The eyes that shone, 
Now dimm'd and gone, 
The cheerful hearts now broken ! 
Thus, in the stilly night. 

Ere Slumber's chain has bound me, 
Sad Memory brings the Ught 
Of other days around me. 

When I remember all 

The friends, so link'd together, 
I 've seen around me fall, 

Like leaves in wintry weatlier; 
I feel like one 
yfho treads aJone 
Some banquet-hall deserted. 
Whose lights are fled, 
'Whose garland 's dead. 
And all but he departed ! 
Thus in the stilly night. 

Ere Slumber's chain has bound me. 
Sad Memory brings the light 
Of other dnjs around me. 



HARK! THE VESPER HYMN IS STEALING. 

Russian Air. 

Habk! the vesper hymn is stealing 
O'er the waters, soft and clear; 
Nearer yet and nearer pealing. 

Jubilate, Amen. 
Farther now, now farther stealing, 
Soft it fades upon the ear. 
Jubilate, Amen. 

Now, like moonlight waves retreating 

To the shore, it dies along ; 
Now, like angry surges meeting. 
Breaks the mingled tide of song. 
Jubilate, A,men. 
Hush! again, like waves, retreating 
To the shore, it dies along, 
Jubilate, Amen. 



No. II. 

LOVE AND HOPE. 

Swiss Air. 

At morn, beside yon summer sea. 
Young Hope and Love reclined ; 

But scarce had noon-tide come, when he 

Into his bark leap'd smilingly. 
And left poor Hope behind. 



« I go,» said Love, u to sail awhile 

Across this sunny main;* 
And then so sweet his parting smile. 
That Hope, who never dream'd of gnile. 

Believed he 'd come again. 

She linger d -there till evening's beam 

Along the waters lay, 
And o'er the sands, in thoughtful dream. 
Oft traced his name, which still the stream 

k% often wash'd away. 

At length a sail appears io tight, 

And toward the nudden moTcs! 
T is wealth that comes, and gay and bri^t. 
His golden bark reflects the light. 
But ah ! it is not Love's. 

Another sail — 't was Friendship show'd 

Her night-lamp o'er the sea; 
And calm the light that lamp bestowed : 
But Love had lights that warmer g^low'd. 

And where, alas! was he! 



Now f^st around the sea and shore 
Night threw her darkling chain. 
The sunny sails were seen no more, 
Hope's morning dreams of bliss were o* 
Love never came again \ 



THERE COMES A TIME. 
German Air. 

Thbek comes a lime, a dreary time. 

To him whose heart hath flown 
O'er all the flelds of youth's sweet prime. 

And made each flower its own. 
T is when his soul must first renounce 

Those dreams so bright, so fond ; 
Oh ! then 's the lime to die at once. 

For life has nought beyond. 
There comes a time, etc 

When sets tlie sun on Afric's shore. 

That instant all is night ; 
And so should life at once be o'er. 

When Love withdraws his light 

Nor, like our northern day, gleam on 

Through twilight's dim delay. 
The cold remains of lustre gone. 

Of fire long pass'd away. 
Oh ! there comes a time, etc. 



MY HARP HAS ONE UNCHANGING THEME. 

Swedish Air. 

Mr harp has one unchanging theme. 

One strain that still comes o'er 
Its languid chord, as 't were a 

Of joy that 's now no more. 
In vain I try, with livelier air. 

To wake the breathing string ; 
That voice of other times is there. 

And saddens all I sing. 
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Breatlie od, brratheon, thou lao^d strain, 

Henceforth he all my own ; 
Though tliou art oft so fuli of pain, 
. Few hearts can bear thy tone. 
Yet oft thou 'rt sweet, as if the sigh. 

The breath that Pleasure's wings 
Cave out, when last they wanton'd by, 

Were still upon thy strings. 



OH ! NO— NOT E^N WHEN FIBST WE LOVED. 

CasJunerian Air. 

Oh ! no — not e'en when int we loved, 

Wert thou as dear as now thou art ; 
Thy beauty then my senses moved, 

Ihit now thy virtues bind my beut; 
What was but Passion's sigh before, ^ 

Has since been tum'd to Reason's vow; 
And, though I then might Uve thee more, 

Trust roe, 1 love thee better now ! 

Although my heart in earlier youth 

Might kindle with more wild desire, 
Believe me, it has gain'd is troth 

Much more than it has lost in Are. 
The flame now warms my inmost core. 

That then but sparkled o'er my brow; 
And, though I seem'd to love tbc» more. 

Yet, oh ! I love thee better now. 



PEACE BE AROUND THEE. 

Scotch Mr. 

Pkacb be around tliee, wherever thou rovest; 

May life be for thee one summers day. 
And all that thou wishest, and all that thou lovest. 

Come smiling aroimd thy sunny way! 
If sorrow e'er this calm should break. 

May even lliy tears pass off so Kghdy ; 
Like spring-showers, they 'II only make 

The smiles that follow shine more brightly! 

May Time, who sheds his blight o'er ail, 

And daily dooms some joy to death. 
O'er thee let years so gently fell, 

They shall not cmsh one Mower beneath? 
As half in shade and half in sun. 

This world along iu path advances, 
May tliat side the sun 's upon 

Be all that e'er shall meet thy glances ! 



COMMON SENSE AND GENIUS. 
French Mr. 

WiiLE I touch the string, 

Wr^'athe my brows with laurel. 
For the tale I sing. 

Has, for once, a moral. 
Common Sense, one night. 

Though not used to gamboU, 
Went out by moonlight, 

With Genius on his rambles. 

While 1 touch the string, etc. 



Common Sense went on. 

Many wise things saying. 
While the light that shone 

Soon set Genius straying. 
One his eye ne'er raised 

From the path befora him, 
T other idly gaied 

On each night-dond o'er him. 
While I touch theetring, etc. 

So they came, at last, 

1*0 a shady river ; * 

Common Sense soon past'd. 

Safe, as he doth ever; 
While the boy, whose look 

Was in heaven that mionte. 
Never saw the brook, 

But tumbled headlong in it ! 

While I touch the string, etc. 

How the wise one smiled, 

When safe o'er the torrent, 
At that youth, so wild. 

Dripping from the current ! 
Sense went home to bed ; 

Genius, left to shiver 
On the bank, 't is said, 

Died of that cold river ! 

While I touch the string, etc. 

THEN, FARE THEE WELL ! 
OU EngUsh Mr. 

^ Then, fare thee well ! my own dear love. 
This world has now for oa 
No greater grief, no puin above 
The pain of parting thiu, dear love ! the pain of parting 

thus! 

Had we but known, since first we met. 

Some few short hours of blisa. 
We might, in numbering them, forget 
The deep, deep pain of this, dear love ! the deep, deep 
pain of this ! 

But, no, alas ! we 've never seen 
One glimpse of pleasure's ray, 
But still there came some cloud between. 
And chased it all away, dear love! and rbaaed it all 
away ! 

Tet, e'en could those sad moments last. 

Far dearer to my heart 
Were hours of grief, together past. 
Than years of mirth apart, dear love! than years of 
mirth apart! 

Farewell ! our hope was bom in fears. 

And nursed 'mid vain regrets! 
Like winter suns, it rose in tears. 
Like tliem in tears it sets, dear lore ! Kkfl them in 
tears it sets! 

GAILY SOUNDS THE CASTANET. 

Maltese Air. 
Gailt sounds the raitana^ 
Beating time to bouttdiBg feet, 

4« 
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When, after daylight's golden set, 
Maids and youths by moonlight meet. 

Oh ! then, how sweet to move 
Through all that maze of mirth. 

Lighted by those eyes we love 
Beyond all eyes on earth. 

Then, tlie joyous banquet spread 

On the cool and fragrant ground, 
With night's bright eye-beams overhead, 

And still brighter sparkling round. 
Oh ! then, how sweet to say 

Into the loved one's car, 
Thoughts reserved through many a day 

To be thus whisper'd here. 

When the dance and feast are done. 

Arm in arm as home we stray, 
How sweet to see the dawning sun 

O'er her cheeks' warm blushes play ! 
Then, then the farewell kiss. 

And words whose parting tone 
Lingers still in dreams of bliss, 

That haunt young hearts alone. 



LOVE IS A HUNTER-BOY. 

Languedocian Air. 

LovK is a hunter-boy. 

Who makes young hearts his prey, 
And in his nets of joy 

Ensnares them night and day. 
In vain conceal'd they lie — 

Love tracks them every where ; 
In vain aloft they fly — 

Love shoots them flying there. 

But 't is his j oy most sweel. 

At early dawn to trace 
' The print of Beauty's feet. 

And give the trembler chase. 
And most he loves through snow 

To trace those footsteps fair, 
For then the boy doth know 

None track'd before him there. 



COME, CHASE THAT STARTING TEAR AWAY. 

French Air. 

CoMK, chase that starting tear away, 

Ere mine to meet it springs; 
To-night, at least, to-night be gay, 

Whate'er to-morrow brings! 
Like sun-set gleams, that linger late 

When all is dark'uing fost. 
Are hours like these we snatch from Fate—- ' 
The brightest and the last. 

Then, chase that starting tear, etc. 

To gild our dark'ning life, if Heaven 

But one bright hour allow. 
Oh ! think that one bright hour is given, 

In all its splendour, now ! 
Let *s live it out—then smk in night, 



Like waves lliat from the shore 
One minute swell — are touch'd with light — 
Then lost fbr evermore. 

Then, chase that starting tear, etc. 



JOYS OF YOUTH, HOW FLEETING ! 

Portuguese Air. 

Whisp'bings, heard by wakeful maids. 
To whom the night-stars guide us — 
Stolen walks through moonlight shades. 
With those we love beside us. 
Hearts beating, at raeetiug, — 
Tears starting, at parting ,- 
Oh ! sweet youth, how soon it fades ! 
Swcefjoysof youth, how fleeting! 



HEAR ME BUT ONCE. 

French Air. 

Heab me but once, while o'er the grave. 

In which our love lies cold and dead, 
I count each flatt'ring hope he gave. 

Of joys now lost and charms now fled. 
Who could have thought the smile he wore. 

When first we met, would fade away ? 
Or that a chill would e'er come o'er 

Those eyes so bright through many a day ! 



No. III. 



WHEN LOVE WAS A CHILD. 
Swedish Air, 

WHEif Love was a child, and went idling roond, 
'Mong flowers tlie whole summers day. 

One morn in the valley a bower he found. 
So sweet, it allured him to stay. 

O'erhead, from the trees, hung a garland &ir, 

A fountain ran darkly beneath — 
T was Pleasure that hung the bright flowers np thm; 

Love knew it, and jump'd at>the wreath. 

But Love did n*t know— and at his weak yean 

What urchin was likely to know t 

Tliat Sorrow had made of her own salt tears 

That fountain which murmur'd below. 

He caught at the wreath— but with too much baste. 

As boys when impatient will do — 
It fell in those waters of briny taste. 

And the flowers were all wet throui^ 

Yet this is the wreath he wears night and day. 

And, though it all sonny appears 
With Pleasure's own lustre, each leaf, they aay. 

Still tastes of the Fountain of Tears. 
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5AY, WHAT SHALL BE OUR SPORT TO-DAY ? 

Sicilian Air. 

Sat, what sliall be our sport to-day] 

There 's noihiug oo earth, in sea or air, 
Too bright, too bold, too hi(;h, too gay. 

For spirits like mine to dare! 
T is like the returnia;; bloom 

Of tliosc days alas ! gone by. 
When I loved each hour — I scarce knew whom,^ 

And was bless'd — I scarce knew why. 

Ay, those were days when life had win^, 

And (lew — oh. Hew so «tld a height, 
That, like the lark which sunward springs, 

'T was giddy with too much light; 
And, though of some plumes bereft, 

With that sun, too, nearly set, 
I 'vc enough of light and wing still left 

For a few gay t»oarings ^et. 



BRIGHT BE THY DREAMS ! 

fVelch Air. 

BtiCHT be tliy dreams — may all thy weeping 
Turn into smiles while thou art sleeping : 
Those by death or seas remored, 
Friends, who in thy spring-time knew thev, 

All thou St ever prized or loved. 
In dreams come smihng to thee ! 

There may the child, whose love lay deepest. 
Dearest of all, come while thou sleepest; 
Still the same — no cliarm forgot — 
Nothing lost that life had given; 

Or, if changed, but changed to what 
Thou 'it find her yet in Heaven ! 



GO, THEN— T IS VAIN. 
Sicilian Air. 

Go, then — 't is vain to hover 

Thus round a hope that 's dead— 
At length my dream is over, 

T was sweet — *t was false — 't is fled ! 
Farewell ; since nought it moves thee. 

Such truth as mine to see, — 
Some one, who far less loves thee, 

Perhaps more bless'd will be. 

Farewell, sweet eyes, whose brightoest 

New life around me shed ! 
Farewell, false heart, whose lightness 

Now leaves me death instead ! 
Go. now, those charms surrender 

To some new lover's sigh. 
One who, though f.ir less tender, 

&Iay be more bless'd than I. 

THE CRYSTAL HUNTERS. 

Swiss Air. 

O'Kt mountains bright with snow and li^ht; 
We Crystal Honttrs speed along. 



While grots and caves, and icy waves. 
Each instant echo to our song ; 

And, when we meet with stores of gems^ 

We grudge not kings their diadems. 

O'er mountains bright with snow and li^t, 
We Crystal Hunters speed along. 

While grots and caves, and icy waves. 
Each instant echo to our song. 

No loTer half so fondly dreams 
Of sparkles from his lady's eyes, 

As we of those refreshing gleams 
That tell where deep the crystal lies ; 

Though, next to crystal, we too grant 

That ladies' eyes may most enchant. 
O'er mountains, etc. 

Sometimes, when o'er the Alpine rose 
The golden sunset leaves its ray. 

So like a gem the flow'ret glows. 
We thitlier bend our headlong way ; 

And, though we find no treasure there. 

We bless the rose tliat shines so fair. 
O'er mountains, etc. 



ROW GENTLY HERE. 

Fenetian Air. 
Row gently here, my gondoher; so softly wike the tide. 
That not an ear on earth may hear, but -hers to whom 

we glide. 
Had Heaven but tongues to speak, as well as starry eyes 

to see. 
Oh! think what tales 't would have to tell of wand'ring 

youths like me ! 

Now rest thee here, my gondolier; hush, hush, for up 

I go. 
To climb yon light balcony's height, while thoa k«ep'st 

watch below. 
Ah I did we take for heaven above but half such pains 

as we 
Take day and night for woman's love, what angek we 

should be ! 



OH ! DAYS OF YOUTH. 

Frtnch Air. 

Ob ! days of youth and joy, long clouded. 

Why thus for ever haunt my view 7 
When in the grave your light lay shrouded. 

Why did not Memory die there too? 
Vainly doth Hope her strain now sing roe, 

Whispering of joys that yet remain^ 
No, no, never more can this life bring me 

One joy that equals youth's sweet pain. 

Dim lies the way to death before me. 

Cold winds of Time blow round my brow; 
Sunshine of youth that once fell o'er me. 

Where is your warmth, your glory now ? 
T is not that then no pain could sting me — 

T is not tliat now no joys remain ; 
Oh ! it is that life no more can bring me 

One joy to sweet as that worst paiu. 
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. WHEN FIRST THAT SBfflLE. 
FeneUan Air, 

Whbii first that smile, like sunshine, bless'd my sight. 

Oh! what a vision then came o'er me! 
Long years of loTe, of calm and pure delight, 

Seem'd in that smile to pass before me. 
Ne'er did the peasant dream, ne'er] dream of summer 
skies, 

Of golden fruit and harvests springing. 
With fonder hope than I of those sweet eyes, 

And of the joy their light was bringing. 

Where now are all those fondly promised hours? 

Oh I woman's faith is like her brightness. 
Fading as fast as rainbows or day-flowers. 

Or aught tbat 's known for grace and lightness. 
Short as the Persian's prayer, his prayer at close of day, 

Must be each vow of Love's repeating ; 
Quick let him worship Beauty's precious ray — 

Even while he kneels that ray is fleeting! 



PEACE TO THE SLUMBERERS! 
Catalonian Air. 

Peace to the slumberers ! 

They lie on the battle plain. 
With no shroud to cover them ; 

The dew and the summer rain 
Are all that weep over them. 

Vain was their bravery! 

The fallen oak lies where it lay. 
Across the wintry river; 

But brave hearts, once swept away. 
Are gone, alas! for ever. 

Woe to the conqueror! 

Our limbs shall lie as cold as theirs 
Of whom his sword bereft us, 

Ere we forget the deep arrears 
Of vengeance they have left at! 



WHEN THOU SHALT WANDER. 

Sicilian Air. 

Whbit thou shalt wander by that sweet light 
We used to gaze on so many an eve. 

When love was new and hope was bright. 
Ere I could doubt or thou deceive — 

Oh ! then, remembering how swift went by 

Those hours of transport, even thou may st sigh. 

Tes, proud one ! even thy heart may own 
That love like ours was hr too sweet 

To be, like summer garments thrown aside 
When past the summer's heat ; 

And wish in vain to know again 

Such days, such nights, as bless'd thee then. 



WHO XL BUY MY LOVE KNOTS? 

Portuguese Air. 

Htmen late, his love-knots selling, 
Gall'd at many a maiden's dwelling : 
None could doubt, who saw or knew them. 
Hymen's call was welcome to tbera. 

« Who 'U buy my love-knots? 

Who '11 buy my love-knots?* 
Soon as that sweet cry resounded. 
How his baskets were surrounded! 

Maids who now first dream'd of trying 
These gay knoU of Hymeu's tying; 
Dames, who long had sat to watch hini 
Passing by, but ne'er could catch him; — 

«c W^ho 'II buy my love-knots? 

W^ho *ll buy my love-knots ?» 
All at that sweet cry assembled ; 
Some laugh'd, some blush'd, and some trembled. 

« Here are knots,» said Hymen, taking 
Some loose flowers, «of Love's own making; 
Here are gold ones — you may trmt 'cm* — 
(These, of course, found ready custom). 

«Gome buy my love-knots ! 

Come buy my love-knots I 
Some are labell'd * Knots to tie men' — 
* Love the maker' — * Bought of Hynaen.' » 

Scarce their bargains were completed. 
When the nymphs all cried, « We 're cheated! 
See these flowers — they 're dlrooping; *mUy; 
This gold-knot, too, ties but badly — 

Who 'd buy such love-knota 7 

Who 'd buy such love-knots? 
Even this tie, with Love's name round it — 
All a sham — he never bound itn 

Love, who saw the whole proceeding. 
Would have laugh'd, but for good-breeding; 
While Old Hymen, who was used to 
Cries like that these dames gave loose to— 

wTake back our love-knots! 

Take back our love-knots !»— 
Coolly said, « There 's no returning; 
Wares on Hymen's hands — Good morning!* 



SEE, THE DAWN FROM HEAVEN. 

Sung at Rome, on Christmas Ev€. 

See, the dawn from heaven is breaking o'er oar 

And Earth, firom sin awaking, hails the sight! 

See, those groups of Angels, winging fct>m the icalos 

above. 
On their sunny brows from Eden brui|png wnatinsf 

Hope and Love. 

Hark — their hymns of glory pealing throagh the air. 

To mortal ears revealing who lies there! 

In that dwelling, dark and lowly, sleeps the l w^ n«ly 

Son, 
He, whose home is in the skies, — the Holy One ! 
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NETS AND CAGES. 
Swedish Air. 

Come, listen to my story, while 

Your aeedle's task you ply ; 
At what I sing i»ome maids will smile, 

While some, perhapft, may sit;h. 
Thoutjh Love's the theme, and Wisdom blames 

Such tlorid MiQ^% as ours. 
Yet Truth sometimes, like eastern dames, 

Can speak her thou(;hts by (lowers. 
Then listen, maids, come listen, while 

Your necille's task you ply; 
At what 1 sing there 's some may smile, 

While some, perhaps, will sigh. 

Young Goe, bent on catching Loves, 

Such nets had leam'd to frame. 
That none, in all our vales and groTet, 

Ere caught so much small game : 
While gentle Sue, letu given to roam, 

When Cloe's neu were taking 
These llights of birds, sat still at home, 

One small, neat Love-cage making. 
Come, listen, maids, etc. 

Much Cloe laugh'd at Susan's task; 

But mark how things went on : 
These light-caught Loves, ere you could ask 

Their name and age, were gone ! 
So weak poor Cloe's nets were wove. 

That, though she charm'd into them 
New game each hour, the youngest Love 

Was able to break through them. 
Come, listen, maids, etc. 

Meanwhile, young Sue, whose cage was wrought 

Of bars too strong to sever. 
One Love with golden pinions caught, 

And caged him there for ever; 
Instructing thereby, all coquettes, 

Whate'er their looks or ages. 
That, though t is pleasant weaving Nets, 

T is vnser to make Cages. 
Thus, maidens, thus do I beguile 

The task your fingers ply. — 
May all who hear, like Susan smile. 

Ah ! not like Cloe sigh ! 



WHEN TUROUGU THE PLAZZETTA. 
Ftnetian Air. 

Whin through the Piaxzetta 

Night breathes her cool air, 
Then, dearest Nioetta, 

I '11 come to thee there. 
Beneath thy mask shrouded, 

I 'II know thee afar, 
As Love knows, though clouded. 

His own Evening Star. 



In garb, then, resembling 

Some gay gondolier, 
I '11 whisper thee, trembling, 

uOur bark, love, is near : 
Now, now, while there hover 

Those clouds o'er the moon. 
Twill waft tliee safe over 

Yon silent Lagoon. » 



GO, NOW, AND DREAM. 

Sicilian Air, 

Go, now, and dream o'er that joy in thy slumber — 
foments so sweet again ne'er slialt thou number. 
Of Pain's bitter draught tlie flavour never flies, 
While Pleasure's scarce touches the lip ere it dies! 

That moon, which hung o'er your parting, so splendid, 
Often will shine again, bright as she then did — 
But, ah! never more will the beam she saw bum 
In those happy eyes at your meeting return. 



TAKE HENCE THE BOWL. 

Neapolitan Air. 

Take hence the bowl; though beaming 

Brightly as bowl e'er shone. 
Oh! it but sets me dreaming 

Of days, of nights now gone. 
There, in its clear reflection. 

As in a wizard's gla«s. 
Lost hopes and dead affection, 

Like shades, before me pass. 

Each cnp I drain brings hither 

Some friend who once sat by — 
Bright lips, too bright to wither. 

Warm hearts, too warm to die! 
"nil, as the dream comes o'er me 

Of those long vanish'd years. 
Then, then the cup before me 

Seems turning all to tears. 



FAREWELL, THERESA! 
Venetian Air, 

Faiiwill, Theresa! that cloud which over 
Yon moon this moment gath'ring we see, 

Shall scarce from her pure orb liave pau'd, ere thy lover 
Swift o'er the wide wave shall wander from thee. 

Long, like that dim cloud, I 've hung around thee, 
Dark'ning thy prospects, sadd'ning thy brow; 

With gay heart, Theresa, and bright clieek I found thee ; 
Oh ! think how changed, love, how changed art thou 
now! 

But here I free thee : like one awaking 
From fearful slumber, this dream thon'lt tell; 

The bright moon her spell too is breaking. 
Past are the dark clouds; Theresa, farewell! 
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HOW OFT WHEN WATCHING STARS. 

Savoyard Air, 

How oft, when watching stars grow pale. 

And round me sleeps the moonlight scene, 
To hear a flute through yonder vale 

I from my casement lean. 
<( Oh ! come, my love !» each note it utters seems to say ; 
u Oh ! come, my love ! the night wears fast away !» 
No, ne'er to mortal ear 

Can words, though warm they be. 
Speak Passion's language lialf so clear 
As do those notes to me ! 

Then quick my own light lute I seek, 

And strike the chords with loudest swell ; 
And, though they nought to others speak, 

lie knows their language well. 
«< I come, my love !» each sound they utter seems to say ; 
ul come, my love! thine, thine till break of day.n 
Oh! weak the power of words, 

The hues of painting dim. 
Compared to what those simple chords 
Then say and paint to him. 



T IS WHEN THE CUP IS SMILING. 

Italian Air. 

'T IS when the cup is smiling before as. 

And we pledge round to hearts that are tme, boy» true. 
That the sky of this life opens o'er us. 

And Heaven gives a glimpse of its blue. 
Talk of Adam' in Eden reclining. 

We are better, far better off thus, boy, thus; 
For him but ]tu>o bright eyes were shining — 

See what numbers are sparkling for us! 

When on one side the grape-juice is dancing. 

And on t' other a blue eye beams, boy, beams, 
T is enough, 'twixt the wine and the glancing. 

To disturb even a saint from his dreams. 
Though this life like a river is flowing, 

I care not how fast it goes on, boy, on. 
While the grape on its bank still is growing. 

And such eyes light tlie waves as they run. 



WHEN THE FIRST SUMMER BEE. 

German Air. 

WniN the first summer bee 

O'er the young rose shall hover, 
Then, like that gay rover, 
I '11 come to thee. 
He to flowers, 1 to lips, full of sweets to the brim — 
What a meeting, what a meeting for me and him! 

Then, to every bright tree 
In the garden he 'II wander. 
While I, oh! much fonder, 
Will stay with thee. 
In search of new sweetness through thousands he'll run, 
W*hile I find the sweetness of thousands in one. 



THOUGH T IS ALL BUT A DREAM. 

French Air* 

Though 't is all but a dream at the best. 

And still when happiest soonest o'er. 
Yet, even in a dream to be bless'd 

Is so sweet, that I ask for no more. 
The bosom that opes with earliest hopes. 

The soonest finds those hopes untrue. 
As flowers that first in spring-time burst. 

The earliest wither too ! 

Ay — 't is all but a dream, etc. 

By friendship we oft are deceived. 

And find the love we clung to pa^t; 
Tet friendship will still be believed. 

And love trusted on to the last. 
The web in the leaves the spider weaves 

Is like the charm Hope hangs o'er men; 
Though often she sees it broke by tlie breexe, 
She spins tlie bright tissue again. 
Ay — 't is all but. a dre^m, etc. 



WHERE SHALL WE BURY OUR SHAME? 
Neapolitan Air. 

Wheib shall we bury our sliame? 

Where, in what desolate place. 
Hide the last wreck of a name 

Broken and slain'd by disgrace? 
Death may dissever the chain. 

Oppression will cease when we*re gone; 
But the dishonour, the stain. 

Die as we may, will Uve on. 

Was it for this we sent out 

Liberty's cry from our sliore ? 
Was it for this that her shout 

Thrill'd to the world's very core ? 
Tims to live cowards and slaves, 
* Oh ! ye free hearts that lie dead ! 
Do you not, e'en in your graves. 

Shudder, as o'er you we tread T. 



NE'ER TALK OF WISDOM^S GLOOldT SCHOOU. 

Mahratta Air. 

Ne'er talk of Wisdom's gloomy schools; 

Give me tlie sage who 's able 
To draw his moral thoughts and rules 

From the sunshine of the table ;— 
Who learns how lightly, fleetly pass 

This world and all that's in it. 
From the bumper that but crowns his {^aaS| 

And is gone again next minute. 

The diamond sleeps within the mme. 

The pearl beneath the water, — 
While 'Trutli, more precious, dwells ih wine. 

The grape's own rosy daughter! 
And none can prize her charms like him. 

Oh! none like him obtain her. 
Who thus can, like Leander, swim 

Through sparkling floods to gain her! 
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HERE SLEEPS THE BARD ! 

Highland Air. 

Herk sleeps the Bard wbo know sto well 
AH the svcet wia(lin(;ft of Apollo's shell, 
Whether its music roU'd like torreDts near, 
Or died, like distant streamlets, on the ear ! 



Sleep^ mute Eard ! unheeded now. 
The storm and zephyr sweep thy lifeless brow; — 
That storm, whose rush is like thy martial lay; 
That breexe which, like thy love-song, dies away ! 
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THOU ART, OH GOD ! 
Air — UjiinowK.* 



a Tbf imj i« ihiDe ; tbt Dight alM it ihiac i thorn haM prcptrtd lh« 
igbt and tb« mm. 

• Tboa bati act all iba bordart of ibc earth ; thorn hMt aud* •■«■- 
■er aod wioter.a — Piaim luir. i6, 17. 



Tbou art, oh God ! the life and light 

Of all this wondrous world we see ; 
Its glow by day, its smile by uighl. 

Arc but rellec lions caught from thee. 
Where'er we turn thy glories shine. 
And all things fair and bright are Thine! 

When Day, with ^rewell beam, delays 
Among the opeuiug clouds of Even, 

And we can almost think we gate 
Through golden vistas into heaven — 

Those hues, that make the sun's decline 

So soft, so radiant, Lord! are Thine. 

When Night, with wings of starry gloom, 
O'ershudows ail the earth and skies. 

Like some dark, beauteous bird, whose plume - 
Is sp.irkling with uimuml>ercd eyes— 

That sacred gloom, those fires divine. 

So grand, so countless. Lord I are Thine. 

When youthful Spring around us breathes, 
Thy Spirit warms her fragrant sigh; 

And every (lower the Summer wreathes 
Is born beneath that kindling eye. 

Where'er we turn, thy glories sliine, 

And all things fair and bright are Thine ! 

« I bBTC board that ihia air la by the lato Mra Shcrtdaa. It ia tssg 
» tb« bcMitiral oU worda. • I do toafaaa ikoa 'rt anooth aadi fair.* 



THIS WORLD IS ALL A FLEETING SHOW. 

^i'r— Stivenson. 

This world is all a fleeting show, 

For man's illusion given ; 
The smiles of Joy, the tears of Woe, 
Deceitful shine, deceitful flow — 

There 's notliing true but heaven ! 

And false the light on Glory's plume, 

As fading hues of Even; 
And Love, and Hope, and Beauty's bloom. 
Are blossoms gather'd for the tomb, — 

There 's nothing bright but heaven! 

Poor wanderers of a stormy day. 

From wave to wave we 're driven, 
And Fancy's tlash, and Reason's ray, 
Serve but to light the troubled way — 
There 's nothing calm but heaven ! 



FALLEN IS THY THRONE. 
Air — Mastini. 

Fali^n is thy throne, oh Israel ! 

Silence Is o'er thy plains ; 
Thy dwellings all lie desolate, 

Thy children weep in chains. 
WHiere are the dews tliot fed thee 

On Etham's barren shore? 
That fire from heaven which led thee, 

Now lights thy path no more. 

Lord ! thou didst love Jerusalem— 

Once she was all thy own; 
Her love thy direst heritage,* 

Her power thy glory's throne:' 

' • I havo leti mio* htritaga | I havo givoa tho dcarlf4«lof*d of 
My aeat tato tbt baada of b«r oaamita.*— /«i«MJaA Kii. 7. 
* a Do aot ditfraca tho ihroao of thy ^ory.a— /cr. m. ai. 
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Till evil came, and blighted 
Thy long-loved olive-tree ; — > 

And Salem's shrines were lighted 
For other Gods than Thee! 

Then sunk the star of Solyma — 

Then pas&'d her glory's day. 
Like heath that, in the wilderness,* 

The wild wind whirls away. 
Silent and waste her bowem. 

Where once the mighty trod. 
And sunk those guilty towers. 

While Baal reign'd as God ! 

« Go,» — said the Lord— « Te conquerors! 

Steep in her blood your swords. 
And rase to earth her battlements,' 

For they arc not the Lord's ! 
Till Zion's mournful daughter 

O'er kindred bones shall tread. 
And Ilinnom's vale of slaughter i 

Shall hide but half her dead !» 



WHO IS THE MAID? 

ST JEROMES LOVE. * 

Air — Bbetbotih. 

Who is the maid my spirit seeks. 

Through cold reproof and slander's blight? 
Has she Love's roses on her cheeks? 

Is hers an eye of this world's light ? 
No, — wan and sunk with miduight prayer 

Arc the pale looks of her I love ; 
Or if, at limes, a light be there. 

Its beam is kindled from above. 

I chose not her, my soul's elect. 

From those who seek their Maker's shrine 
In gems and garlands proudly deck'd, 

As if themselves were things divine! 
No — Heaven but faintly warms the breast 

That beats beneath a broider'd veil ; 
And she who comes in glittering vest 

To mourn her frailty, still is frail.^ 

Not so the foded form I prize 

And love, because its bloom is gone; 

The glory in those sainted eyes 
Is all the grace her brow puts on. 

^ • Tb« LonI nllcJ iby nmaae a grero oliveotrae; fair aad of goodly 
fr«iit,» eic. — Jer.x'i. iG. 

> • Fi>r b« fthall be like the heath !■ the daaert.*— /tfr. xni. 6. 

1 • T^ka away bar battlemaata; for thty arc not the Lord'a.>— J#r. 
r. lo. 

« > Thrrftfore, bebolJ. the dayi coma, aaith the Lord, that it thall 
no more hr called Toj-hct, nor ihe Valley of iha Soo of Hinnora. but 
the VjUey of SUughier ; for tbrj aball bury i» Topbat till ibara be ao 
p|jce.> — JfT. rii. 33. 

» Ttir«e line* were •of'getted by a paMaga io St Jeroma'i reply te 
•oma cjlumomu' remark* ihai bad been cirruUled upoa hit intimacy 
w lb the m*Jriin P«uIj: — • Nura^'iid me vrUe* ■eriia, nilentet pem- 
mr, jiieu f*iic», am aiiri r«pu!t «ml>ili<i ? No'.la fait alta Roma ma- 
ironarum, q«» mram pn«>it pdum^r mrnlem. niii locant alque jaju- 
nant, fleiu pcnanri it*. ' — Eftitt. • Si liOi futem,* 

Ilomil. S. IB Eptil. ad Tiub 



And ne'er was Beauty's dawn so bright. 
So touching as that form's decay. 

Which, like the altar's trembling Ughc, 
In holy lustre Wastes away ! 



THE BIRD, LET LOOSE. 

Air — BlETBOTXH. 

ThU bird, let loose in eastern skies,* 

When hastening fondly home. 
Ne'er stoops to earth her wing, nor flies 

W^here idle warblers roam. 
But high she shoots through air and light. 

Above all low delay. 
Where nothing earthly bounds her llig^ht. 

Nor shadow dims her way. 

So grant me, God I from every care 

And stain of passion free. 
Aloft, through Virtue's purer air. 

To hold my course to Thee ! 
No sin to cloud — no lure to stay 

My Soul, as home she springs; — 
Thy sunshine on her joyful way. 

Thy freedom in her wings ! 



OH! THOU WHO DRTST THE MOUR^ 

TEAR ! 

^ir — Uaydn. 



■ He bcalctb the broken in heart, and bindcth ap thmit «< 
Pialm vklvii. 3. 



Oh ! Thou who dry'st the mourner's tear. 

How dark, this world would be. 
If, when deceived and wounded here. 

We could not fly to Thee. 
The friends who in our sunshine Hyc, 

When winter comes, are flown; 
And he who has but tears to give. 

Must weep tliose tears alone. 
But Thou wilt lienl that broken heart. 

Which, like the plants that throw 
Their fragrance from the wounded part, 

Breathes sweetness out of woe. 

When joy no longer soothes or cheers. 

And even the hope that thre^ir 
A moment's sparkle o'er our tears. 

Is dimm'd and vanish'd tool 
Oh I who would bear lifer's stormy doom. 

Did not thy wing of love 
Come, brightly wafting through the gloom 

Our peace-bra nrli from above? 
Then sorrow, touch'd by Thee, {prowt brigl 

With more than rapture's r.iy; 
As darkuess shows us worlds of light 

We never saw by day! 

* Tlie carrirr-pigeon, it it wellAnown. fli^* «| ,■ elraateJ 
ordai tu tnrmoaat every obatacle between h«r aaj ih* plaaa 
•b« i% dtUioed. 
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WEEP NOT FOR THOSE. 
Air — Atison. 

Wbkp not for those whom the veil of the tomb. 

In life's happy morning, hath hid from our eyes. 
Ere sin threw a blight o.'er the spirit's yiCang bloom. 

Or earth liad profaned what was bom for the skies. 
Death cliill'd the fair fountain, ere .sorrow had stain'd it, 

T was frozen in all the pure light of its course, 
And but sleeps till the sunshine of heaven has UDchain'd 
it, 

To water that Eden where first was its source! 
Weep not for those whom the veil of the tomb, 

In life's happy morning, hath hid from our eyes, 
Ere sin tlirew a blight o'er the spirit's young bloom, 

Or earth had profaned what was bom fpr th|||kies. 

Mourn not for her, the young Bride of the Vale,' 

Our gayest and loveliest, lost to us now. 
Ere life's early lustre had lime to grow pale, 

And ilie garland of love'was yet fresh on her brow! 
Oh ! then was her moment, dear spirit, for flying 

From this gloomy world, while its gloom was un- 
known — 
And the wild hymns she warbled so sweetly, in dying, 

Were echoed in heaven by lips like her own ! 
Weep not for her, — in her spring-time she flew 

To that land where the wings of the soul are un- 
fnrid. 
And now, like a star beyond evening's cold dew. 

Looks radiantly down on the tears of this world. 



THE TURF SHALL HE MY FRAGRANT SHRINE. 

Air — Stitbnson. 

The turf shall be my fragrant shrine; 
My temple, I^rd! that Arch of thine; 
My censer's breath the mountain airs, 
And silent thoughts my only prayers.' 

My choir shall he the moonlight waves, 
When murmuring homeward jp their caves. 
Or when the stillness of the sea. 
Even more than music, breathes of Tliee* 

I 'II seek, by day, some glade unknown, 
All light and silence, like thy throne! 
And the pale stars shall be, at night. 
The only eyes that watch my rite. 

Tliy heaven, on which 't is bliss to look, 
Shall be my pure and shining book. 
Where I shall read, in words of flame, 
The glories of tliy wondrous name. 



' Tbi* terood wtnt, which I wrota long ifltr the fint, alladM to the 
/ktt of* very lorrly and amiable girl, th« daugbirr of ihc Utc C«loa«l 
■aiDbrigge, who wa* narrird in Athbounis cburtb, Oclobvr 3 1. iSiS, 
■■d di«d of a ferar in a few week* after: the sound of b«r marriaie- 
h*i^* t«ein«d tcarrely oat of our can wben wc heard of her death. 
Daring her U«t drlimim »hc tuni teveral hymn*, in a voice eren 
dearer and twenrr than u«ual, and among them were aomt from the 
pmeni collection (partirularly, •There *• notbinfj brigblbat Heaven*), 
vliich tbia very interrvling girl bad oA«a beard duriaQ lb« aiMuncr. 

> Pu orant Carite. 



I '11 read thy anger in the rack 

That clouds awhile the day-beam's track; 

Thy mercy in the azure hue 

Of sunny brightness breaking through ! ■ 

There 's nothing bright, above, below. 
From flowers tliat bloom to stars that glow, 
But in its light my soul can see 
Some feature of thy Deity ! 

There 's nothing dark, below, above, 
But in its gloom I trace thy love. 
And meekly wait that moment when 
Thy touch shall turn all bright again ! 



SOUND THE LOUD TIMBREL. 

MIRIAM'S SONG. 

Ait — AvisoN.' 



• Ami Miriam, the Prophel«M. ibe titter of Aaron, look a timbrel 
in her band ; and all the women went out afkrr bar, wilb limbreU and 
with dancet.* — Exod. tv. ao. 



Sound the loud timbrel o'er Egypt's dark sea! 
Jehovah has triumph'd, — his people are free. 
Sing — for the pride of the tyrant u broken, 

His chariots, his horsemen, all splendid and brave- 
How vain was their boasting ! — The Lord hath but spoken, 

And chariots and horsemen are sunk in the wave. 
Sound the loud timbrel o'er Egypt's dark sea ! 
Jehovah has triumph'd, — his people are free. 

Praise to the Conqueror, praise to the Lord ! 

Uis word was our arrow, his breath was our sword!— 

Who shall return to tell Eg3^t the story 

Of those she sent forth in the hour of her pride 7 
For the Lord hath look'd out from his pillar of glory;' 

And all her brave thousands are dath'd in the tide. 
Sound the loud timbrel o'er Egypt's dark sea ! 
Jehovah has triumph'd, — his people are free. 

GO, LET ME WEEP! 

Air — Stbvknson. 

Go, let me weep! there 's bliss in tears. 

When he who sheds them inly feels 
Some lingering stain of early years 

Effaced by every drop that steals. 
The fruitless showers of worldly woe 

Fall dark to earth, and never rise; 
While tears that from repentance flow. 

In bright exhalement reach the skies. 
Go. let me weep ! there 's bliss in tears, 

When he who sheds them inly feels 
Some lingering stain of early years 

Effaced by every drop that steals. 

Leave me to sigh o'er hours that flew 
More idly tlian the summer's wind, 

' 1 have to altered the eharaetrr of tbit air, which i« from the be- 
ginning of one of Aviton't old-f<tbioncd cunrertoe, that, witbont tbit 
acknowledgment, it could hardly, I ibink, be racognitedL 

' • And it came to pata, that, in the morning watch, the Lord looked 
onto the boat of the Egyptiant, through the pillar of fire and of tbo 
cload, and troubled the boat of the Efyptiaiu.* — Sx*d. liv. a^. 
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And, while they pass'd, a fragrance threw, 

but left no trace of sweets behind. — 
The warmest sigh that pleasure heaves 

Is cold, is faint to those that swell 
The heart where pure repentance grieves 

O'er hours of pleasure loved too well! 
Leave me to sigh o'er days that flew 

More idly than the summer's wind, 
And, while they pass'd, a fragrance threw. 

But left no trace of sweets behind. 



COME NOT, OH LORD ! 
Air — Haydn. 

Comb not, oh Lord! in the dread robe of splendour 
Thou worest on tlie Blount, in the day of thine ire ; 

Come veil'd in those shadows, deep, awful, but tender, 
Which Mercy flings oVer thy features of firie ! 

Lord ! thou rememberest the night, when thy nation' 
Stood fronting her foe by tlie red-rolling stream; 

On Egypt ' thy pillar frowu'd dark desolation, 
While Israel bask'd all the night in its beam. 

So, when the dread clouds of anger enfold thee. 
From us, in thy mercy, the dark side remove; 

While shrouded in terrors tiie guilty behold thee, 
Ob ! turn upon us the mild light of thy Love! 

WERE NOT THE SINFUL MARTTS TEARS. 
Air — Stbvensoii. 

Wesb not the sinful Mary's tears 

An offering worthy heaven. 
When o'er the faults of former years 

She wept — and was forgiven ? — 

When, bringing every balmy sweet 

Her day of luxury stored, 
She o'er her Saviour's hallow'd feet 

The precious perfumes pour'd ; — 

And wiped them with that golden hair. 

Where once the diamond shone, 
Though now those gems of grief were there 

Which shine for God alone ! 

Were not those sweets so humbly shed, — 
That hair,— those weeping eyes, — 

And the sunk heart, that inly bled, — 
Heaven's noblest sacrifice? 

Thou that hast slept in error's sleep. 

Oh wouldst thou wake in heaven. 
Like Mary kneel, like Mary weep, 

« Love much » ^ — and be forgiven ! 

I • And it came between the cunp of the Egyptian* and the eamp of 
Itraal; and it «at a cloud and dafkncM to then, 1>nt it (ave light by 
night to tbeee • — Esod. xi*. ao. My application of this paaaage it 
borrowed from aome Uic pruac writer, whote name I am angratefal 
enoagb lo forget. 

* Inatead of • On E^ypt* here, it will auil the mneic better to «ing 
• On these i* and in ibe tkird line of the next verte, ■ While tbroadod* 
•nay, with the tame tiaw, br alured to « While wrapp'd.* 

* ■ Her sioa. which are many, are forgiven ; for the loted mncfa.* — 

St tMk4 Til. 47> 



AS DOWN IN THE SUNLESS RETREATS. 
Air—Vikton. 

As down in the sunless retreats of the ocean, 

Sweet flowers are springing no mortal can see. 
So, deep in my soul the still prayer of devotion. 
Unheard by the world, rises silent to thee. 
My God! silent to thee — 
Pure, warm, silent, to thee : 
So, deep in my soul the siiil prayer of devotion. 
Unheard by the world, rises silent to thee ! 

As still to the star of its worship, though clouded. 

The needle points foiihfuUy o'er tlie dinn sea. 
So, dark as 1 roam, in this wintry world shrouded, 
T^Mhope of my spirit turns trembling: to thee, 
^^ My God! trembling to thee — 
True, fond, tremblings to thee : 
So, dark as I roam, in this wintry world shrouded. 
The hope of my spirit turns trembling to thee I 






BUT WHO SHALL SEE. 

Air — Stevbnsor. 

But who shall see the glorious day 

When, throned on Zion's brow. 
The Lord shall rend that veil away 

Which hides the nations now !^ 
When earth no more beneath the fear 

Of his rebuke shall He ;> 
When pain shall cease, and every tear 

Be wiped from every eye I * 

Then, Judah ! thou no more shalt monm 

Beneath the heathen's chain ; 
Thy days of splendour shall -retam. 

And all be new again.4 
The Fount of Life shall thenl>e quafTd 

In peace, by all who come! ' 
And every wind that blows shall waft 

Some long-lost exile home ! 



ALMIGHTY GOD! 

CHORUS OF PRIESTS. 

Air — MozAKT. 

Almightt God! when round thy Arine 
The palm-tree's heavenly branch we tvioe,^ 
(Emblem of Life's eternal ray. 
And Love tliat « fadeth not away,») 

' a And he will dettroy in tbi* moaataia the tmem nf A* 
caat over all people, and the eeil that n thread wrar all 
Itaiak UT. 7. 

* • The rcbulie of hit people ahall h« uk« Kmvj fni alf 
earth.* — U»imh asv. 8. 

> « And God ahall wipe away all toara froaa tkctr vy«« ; 
there be any more pain.*->-lle». ui. 4* 

* • And ho that tat apon the tbioac said, BalioU. I 
new.*— Jl«». xxi. 5. 

■ « And whoaocrer will, let him uke tbo watar af lUafrraly. 
uii. 17. 

* • The Scriptures having declared thai tha Tcmipic af 
a type of the Meeatab, ii it naturki to coacl«da ikac tha 
made to coaapicaoot ■ figure in that atractiara. rvpraocalod 
and Iwumortality which were brought la Itf kt ky ika GaapeL* 
iHUioM OM i*« Pain, m « iturtd Em^Umt^ by W. Tifk«. 
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We ble«s the flowers, expanded all,* 
We bless the leaves that never fill. 
And trembling say, — « fn Eden thus 
Tlie Tree of Life may flower for us !» 

When round thy cherubs, smiling calm 
Without their tlames,* we wreathe the p«lm, 
Oh God ! we feel the emblem true, — 
Thy mercy is eternal too ! 
Those cherubs with their smiling eyes. 
That crown of palm which never dies. 
Are but the types of thee above — 
Eternal Life, aud Peace, and Love ? 



OH FAIR ! OH PUREST ! 

SAINT AUGUSTINE TO HIS SISTER.*4|k 

Air — Moon. 

Oh fair! oh purest! be thou the dove 
That flies alone to some sunny ^ve. 
And lives unseen, and bathes her wing. 
All vestal white in the limpid spring. 
There if the hovering hawk be near, 
That limpid spring in its mirror clear 
Reflects him ere he can reach his prey* 
And warns the timorous bird away. 

Oh ! be like this dove ; 
Oh fair! oh purest! be like this dove. 

The sacred pages of God's own book 
Shall be the spring, the eternal brook, 
In whose holy mirror, night and day, 
Thou wilt study Heaven's reflected ray: — 
And should the foes of virtue dare, 
With gloomy wing, to seek thee there, 
Thou wilt see how dark their shadows lie 
Between heaven and thee, and trembling fly ! 

Oh ! be like the dove ; 
Oh fair! oh purest! be like the dove. 



No. II. 

ANGEL OF CHARITY. 
j#»r — Handbl. 

Angel of Charity, who from above 

Comest to dwell a pilgrim here, 
Thy voice is music, thy smile is love, 

And pity's soul is in thy tear! 

' a An<l he carred all ibe wall* of the beatr roand about witbearrfd 
ifsm of •btfrubimi, mud palm-trcm, mad optu Jlomf*ft.»—i Eimft ti. 

9* 

■ • Wban lh« pauorer of the labcnurlet vat r«veal*<i to lb« great 

rw-gi*er in the moaat, then ibc ehcrabk iawgea which appeared in 
kat atnirlttre were nu longer ■urronndcd by Aamoa ; for the labrrnacle 
'a« a type of the diepeaaaiion of ntrry, by which Ichorab coDfinned 
ia gracioa* covenant to redeem aaaakind.* — Ok$»r9mtt»UM •» ikt 
*mtm. 

> Ib St Aogatiine't treaiiae vpon ibcadranugea of a aeliury life, 
ddreated le bitaiaier, there it the following fancifnl paaaagc. froai which 
be ihoaght of ihit aong wa* taken :— ■ Te, toror, nuni|«Mai nolo caae 
acuraoa. aed limere, temperquc tiiam fragiliutem habere auapectam, 
i inttar parid* columba frttjaeniarc riro* aqaamm etquati inapecai* 
ccipiiria cerncra ftuper*olan(i« efByieoi et eavere. Ri*i aaaamai a«n- 
aoiia annt •cripturarnn, qua de limpidiaaimo Mpiantia foalc pro- 
nenica,* etc. etc.— 0« Vil. Brmmtt. md Sonnm. 



When on the shrine of God were laid 
First-fruits of all most good and fair. 

That ever grew in Eden's shade. 
Thine was the holiest offering there ! 

Hope and her sister, Faith, were given 

But as our guides to yonder !(ky ; 
Soon as they reach the verge of heaven. 

Lost in that blaxe of bliss, they 4>c-* 
But long as Love, almighty Love, 

Shall on his throne of thrones abide, 
Thou shalt. oh! Charity, dwell above. 

Smiling for ever by his side. 



BEHOLD THE SUN. 

Air — LOID MOIKIRGTOR. 

Bbhold the sun, how bright 

From yonder east he springs, 
As if the soul of life and light 

Were breathing from' his wings. 

So bright the gospel broke 

Upon the souls of men ; 
So fresh the dreaming worid awoke 

In truth's full radiance then ! 

Before yon sun arose, 

Stars cluster'd throogh the tky— 
But oh how dim, how pale were those. 

To his one burning eye ! 

5>o truth lent many a ray. 

To bless the Pagan's night— 
But, Lord, how weak, how cold were they, 

To thy one glorious light ! 



LORD, WHO SHALL BEAR THAT DAT. 
-<^ir— Di BoTCB. 

LoBD, who shall bear that day, so dread, so splendid, 
When we shall see thy angel hovering o'er 

This sinful world, with hand to heaven extended. 
And hear bim swear by thee that time's no more?' 

When earth sluiU feel thy fast-consuming ray — 

Who, mighty God, oh who shall bear that day? 

When through the world thy awful call hath sonnded — 
« Wake, oh ye dead, to judgment wake, ye dead!* ' 

And from the clouds, by seraph eyes surrounded. 
The Saviour shall put forth his radiant head;i 

While earth and heaven before him pass away — ' 

Who, mighty God, oh who shall bear that day? 



' . iVn Faith ahall fail, and holy Hope aball dio. 
One lo«t in certainly, and one ia joy.>— Paioa. 

* ■ And 'th« Angel which I aaw ttand upon the aea and upon the 
earth, lifted np hit hand to boarcn, and aware by Rim that lieoth for 
•eer and errr, that there thould be time no longer. •^Jl#». i. 5, 6. 

* ■ Awake; ye dead, and come to jadgmooC* 

* • They thall tea the Son of Man coming in the clonda of beafeo, 
—and all the angcia with him. •— Voir laiv. 3o. and ur. 3i. 

■ ■ From hia face the oaith and the boa? en lied away.* — Jl«v. u. ii , 
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When, with a glance, the eternal Judge shall sever 
Earth's evil spirits from the pure and bright, 

And say to tfiose, «« Depart from me for ever!* 
To tliese, « Come, dvrell with me in endless light! ^ 

When each and all in silence take their way — 

Who, mighty God, oh who shall bear that day ? 



OH ! TEACH ME TO LOVE THEE. 

^ir— Hatdh. 

Oh ! teach me to love thee, to feel what thou art, 
Till, fill'd with the one sacred image, my heart 

Shall all other passions disown — 
Like some pure temple that shines apart. 

Reserved for thy worship alone ! 

f n joy and in sorrow, through praise and through blame, 
Oh still let me, living and dying the same, 

In thy service bloom and decay — 
Like some lone altar, whose votive flame 

In holiness wasteth away! 

Though born in this desert, and doom'd by my birth. 
To pain and affliciion, to darkness and dearth, 

On thee let my spirit rely-— 
Like some rude dial, that, fix'd on earth, 

Still looks for its light from the sky ! 



Tet died he not as men who sink. 
Before our eyes, to soulless clay ; 

But, changed to spirit, like a wink 
Of summer lightning, pass'd away!* 
Weep, children of Israel, weep! 



WEEP, CHILDREN OF ISRAEL. 

Mr — Stitxnsor. 

Webp, weep for him, the man of God — ' 

In yonder vale he sunk to rest. 
But none of earth can. point the sod^ 

That flowers above his sacred breast. 
Weep, children of Israel, weep ! 

His doctrines fell like heaven's rain«4 
His words refresh'd like heaven's dew — 

Oh, ne'er shall Israel see again 
A chief, to God and her so true. 
Weep, children of Israel, weep ! 

Remember ye his parting gaxe, 
His farewell song by Jordan's tide, 

When, full of glory and of days. 

He saw the promised land — and died! ^ 
Weep, children of Israel, weep ! 

■ • Aod before Him tball bt gaiherad all nation*, and lie aball •«- 
parate thrn one from anoiber. 

• Ttien ahall the King aaj unto then on hit right band, Ck>ne, yr 
hloMrd of mj Father, inherit the kingdom prepared for you, etc. 

> Tb«n Khali he lay aUo nnto them on the left hand. Depart from 
ntr, yp runted, etc. 

• And thr^e (hall go away into everlatting pnniahment ; but the 
nijlupout into life eternal.* — JLif/. nv. 3a, «f Mf . 

' « And ibe children of larael wept for Moaca in thepUinaof Moab.* 
Drut. itiir. 8. 

> a And he haried him in a valley in the land of Meab t but no nun 
knoweth of hia tepulchre unto ibie day.*— /&•</. ver. 6. 

* ■ My doctrine* aball drop aa the rain, my apecdi aball diatil aa the 
dew.* — Motes' Sony. 

* • 1 have rauaed thee to aae it with thine eye*, but ibou abalt not 
go o»er thither.*— Ver. 5. 



LIKE MORNING, WHEN HER EARLY BRl 

Air — BSETBOTKN. 

Like morning, when her eariy breeze 
Breaks up the surfoce of the seas. 
That, in their furrows, dark with night. 
Her hand may sow the seeds of light — 

Tiiy grace can send its breathings o*!^ 
fhe spirit, dark and lost before, 
And, freshening all its depths, prepare 
For truth divine to enter there ! 

Till David touch'd his sacred lyre. 
In silence lay the unbreathing wire — 
But when he swept its chords along. 
Even angels stoop'd to hear that song. 

So sleeps the soul, till thou, O Lord, 
Shall deign to touch its lifeless chord — 
Till, waked by thee, iu breath shall rise 
In music, worthy of the skies ! 



COME, YE DISGONSOLATE- 
Air — German. 

Gome, ye disconsolate, where'er you languish. 
Come at the shrine of God fervently kooel ; 

Here bring your wounded hearts, here tell your ani 
Earth has no sorrow that Heaven cannot heai 

Joy of the desolate, light of the straying, 
Hope, when all others die, fadeless and pore, 

Here speaks the Comforter, in God's name sayic 
u Earth has no sorrow that Heaven cannot cu 

Go, ask the infidel, what boon he brings us. 
What charm for aching hearts he can reveal. 

Sweet as^bat heavenly promise Hop« sings us— 
u Earth has no sorrow that God cannot heah 



AWAKE, ARISE, IHY LIGHT IS COl 

Air — Stevenson. 

Awake, arise, thy light is come ;' 

The nations, tliat before outshone thee. 

Now at thy feet lie dark and dumb — 
The glory of the Lord is on thee ! 

I • Aa he va« going to embrace Eleaaer mud Jmbaa* •■ 
diacouraing with tbem, a cloud ttood orer him oa cbe aaddr 
dieappeared in a certain valley, although b« wrote ia the 11 
that he died, which waa done out of fear. 1c«k they akoeid 
aay that, becauae of hi* extraordinary rirtue, h« ««■« to G 
pkut. Book iv. chap. Tiii. 

>■ Ariae, ahino; for iby light ia come, and tbc glary of < 
riaen upon lhce.» — itaioM U. 
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Ame — the Gentilet, to Uiy ray. 
From every nook of earth sliall clutter; 

And kings and princes haste to pay 
Tlieir homage to thy rising lustre.* 

Lift up thine eyes around, and see, 
O'er foreign fields, o'er fartliest waters. 

Thy exiled sons return to thee. 

To thee return thy home-sick daughters. ' 

And camek rich, from Midian's tents. 

Shall lay their treasures down before thee; 

And Saba bring her gold and scents, 
To fill thy atr« and sparkle o'er thee.^ 

See who are these that, like a cloud,i 

Are gathering from all earth's dominiomy* 

Like doves, long absent, wlien allow'd 
Homeward to shoot their trembling pinions. 

Surely the isles shall wait for me,' 

The ships of Tarshish round will hover, 

To bring thy sons across the sea. 
And waft their gold and silver over. 

And Lebanon, thy pomp shall grace—* 
The fir, the pine, the palm victorious 

Shall beautify our Holy Place, 
And make the ground I tread on glorioos. 

No more shall discord haunt thy ways,? 

Nor ruin waste thy cheerless nation ; 
But thou shah call thy portals. Praise, 

And thou shalt name thy walls. Salvation. 

The sun no more shall make thee bright,* 
Nor moon shall lend her lustre to thee ; 

But Geo Himself shall be thy Light, 
And (lash eternal glory through thee. 

• 

Thy sun shall never more go down ; 

A ray, from heav'n itself descended. 
Shall light thy everlasting crown — 

Thy days of mourning all are ended.9 

I • An<l lb* Gentile* tball coaic to tbj light, mmd kiog* to dk« bri|hl- 
BCM of tby miag.* — ttmiaJk b. 

' a Lift up ibioe eyrt round about and ■•« ; all tb«y fathor then. 
mmhe* Ingelhrr, th«y rome to then ibj •eat tbaU cobm from afar, and 
tby danghlert iball b« nnrted at ihy tidc.*^-M. 

* • Tlie multitude of camel* aball eovor the*} tha droaMdariea of 
Midian and Ephah ; all tbey from Shtba abali coom ; they thall bring 
gold and incen*e.« — Ik. 

* • Wbo ar« (beae that fly at ■ cloud, and at the dovet f th«irwiB- 
dowi f« — Ih. 

■ • Surely the itlet thall wait for mc, and the abipa of Tarabith firtt, 
to bring tby ton* from far, their lileer and their gold with them.* — 
th. 

* The glory of L.ebanoB thall come anto thee ; the fir-tree, the pine- 
tree, and ib« boi together, to beautify the place of my aenctnary, end I 
erill make the pla<-e of my feet glorioua.*— M. 

' • Violence thall no mora b« heard in thy land, watting nor dettrvr- 
•ioB within iliy bordert ; but thoa abalt rail thy wallt, Salratien, and 
tbygatet, Praite.* — lb. 

* a Thy tun thall be no more tby li^M by day ; neither for brigbl- 
••teeball ihe muon gi*e light onto tbec; but the Lord thali be onto 
khee an evarlatting light, and thy God ihy glory,*— f A. 

* • Thy ton th<ll no more go down ; for the Lord thall be thine 
««crl«ttiag light, and the dayt of tky monmiag eball be ended,*— 



My own, elect, and righteous Land ! 

The Branch, for ever green and vernal, 
Which I have planted witli this hand — 

Live thou shalt in Life Eternal.' 



THERE IS A BLEAK DESERT. 
Air — CiKSCE.oiTiifi. 

Tbbsb is a bleak Desert, where daylight grows weary 
Of wasting its smile on a region so dreary — 

What may that Desert be ? 
T is Life, cheerless Life, where the few joys that come 
Are lost, like that daylight, for 't is not their home. 

There is a lone Pilgrim, before whose faint eyes 
The water he pants for but sparkles and flies — 

Who may that Pilgrim be ? 
Tis Man, hapless Man, through this life tempted on 
By fair shining hopes, that in shining are gone. 

There is a bright Fountain, through that Desert stealing, 
To pure lips alone its refreshment revealing — 

What may that Fountain be ? 
T is Truth, holy Truth, that, like springs under ground. 
By the gifted of Heaven alone can be found.* 

There is a fair Spirit, 'whose wand hath the spell 
To point where those waters in secresy dwell — 

Who may that Spirit be? 
Tis Faith, humble Failh, who hath leam'd that, where'er 
Her wand stoops to worsliip,^the Truth must be there. 

SINCE FIRST THY WORD. 
Air — Nicholas Fibkmab. 

Since first thy word awaked my heart. 

Like new life dawning 'o'er me. 
Where'er I turn mine eyes. Thou art. 

All light and love before me. 
Nought else I feel, or hear or see — 

All bonds of earth I sever — 
Thee, oh Cod, and only Thee 

[ live for, now aud ever. 

Like him, whose fetters dropp'd away 

When liglit shone o'er his prison,' 
My spirit, touch'd by Mercy's ray. 

Hath from her chains arisen. 
And shall a soul Thou bid'st be free 

Return to bondage ? — never ! 
Thee, Oh God, and only Thee 

I live for, now and ever. 



HARK ! T IS THE BREEZE. 

Air — RocssiAU. 

Hask! — 't is the breeze of twilight calling 
Earth's weary children to repose; 

' • lliy people alto tball be all righleout ; they thall iaberit the 
land for aver, the branch of my planting, the work of my bandt.* — 
Itaiak ti. 

* In tinging, the following line had belter be adopted— 

• Can but by the gifted of heeven be found.* 

* • And, behold, the angel of the Lord ceaM upon htm, and a 
light thined in the prieon, and bit cbaiaa fell off from bit banda.t — 
Aeu sii. 7. 
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While, round the couch of Nature fitUiog, 
Gently the night's soft curtains close. 

Soon o'er a world, in sleep reclining. 
Numberless stars, through yonder daik. 

Shall look, Kke eyes of cherubs shining 
From'out the veils that hid the Ark ! 

Guard us, oh Thou, irho never steepest, 

Thou who, in silence throned above. 
Throughout all time, unwearied, keepest 

Thy watch of Glory, Power, and Love. 
Grant that, beneath thine eye, securely 

Our souls, awhile from life withdrawn. 
May, in their darkness, stilly, purely. 

Like « sealed fountains,** rest till dawn. 



WHERE IS YOUR DWELLING, YE SAINTED? 

Air — Hassk. 

Whbib is your dwelling, ye sainted? 

Through what Elysium more bright 
Than fancy or hope ever painted, 

Walk ye in glory and light? 
Who the same kingdom inherits? 

Breathes there a soul that may dare 
Look to that world of spirits? 

Or hope to dwell with you there? 

Sages who, ev'n in exploring 
Nature through all her bright ways. 

Went, like the seraphs, adoring, 
And veil'd your eyes in the blaze — 

Martyrs, who left for our reaping 

Truths you had sown in your blood — 

Sinners, whom long years of weeping 
. Chasten'd from evil to good — 

Maidens who, like the young Crescent, 

Turning away your pale brows 
From earth, and the light of the Present, 

Look'd to your Heavenly Spouse — 
Say, through what region enchanted 

Walk ye, in heaven's sweet air? 
Or, oh, to whom is it granted. 

Bright souls, to dwell with you there? 



HOW LIGHTLY MOUNTS THE MUSE'S WING. 
Mr — Anonymous. 

How lightly mounts the Muse's wing, * 

Whose theme is in the skies — 
Like morning larks, tliat sweeter sing 

The nearer heaven they rise! 

Though Love his wreathed lyre may tune. 
Yet ah I the (lowers he round it wreathes 

Were pluck'd beneath pale Passion's moon. 
Whose madness from their odour breathes. 

How purer far the sacred lute, 

, Round which Devotion ties 

Sweet flowers that turn to hcav'niy firuit. 
And palm that never dies. 



Though War's high-sounding harp may be 

Most welcome to the hero's ears, 
Alas, his chords of victory 

Arfc bathed, all o'er, vrith tears. 
How far more sweet their numbers run. 

Who hymn, like saints above, 
No victor, but the Eternal One, 

No trophies but of Love ! 



GO FORTH TO THE MOUNT. 

^tr— Stevbnsoh. 

Go forth to the Mount — bring the olire-branch home,' 
And rejoice, for the day of our Freedom is come! 
From that time,' when the moon up6n Ajalon's vatle. 

Looking motionless down,' saw the kings of the earth, 
In the presence of God's mighty Champion, grow pale— 

Oh never had Judah an hour of such mirth ! 
Go forth to the Mount — bring the olive-branch Yufsmt, 
And rejoice, for the day of our Freedom is come ! 

Bring myrtle and palm — bring the boughs of eadi tree 
That is worthy to wave o'er the tents of the Free.4 
From that day, when the footsteps of Israel shone. 

With a light not their own, through the Jordan's 
deep tide. 
Whose waters shrunk back as the Ark glided on — ^ 

Oh never had Judah an hour of such pride \ 
Go forth to the Mount — bring the olive-branch borne, 
And rejoice, for the day of our Freedom is come ! 



IS IT NOT SWEET TO THINK, UCREAFTEI. 

Air — ^Haydn. 

Is it not sweet to think, hereafter. 

When the spirit leaves this..sphere. 
Love, with deathless wing, shall waft her 

To those she long hath mourn'd for here ? 
Hearts, from which 't was death to sever. 

Eyes, this world can ne'er restore. 
There, as warm, as bright as ever. 

Shall meet us and be lost no more. 

When wearily we wander, asking 

Of earth and heaven, where are they. 
Beneath whose smile we once lay baskjiog 

Blest, and thinking bliss would stay ! 
Hope still lifts her radiant finger 

Pointing to the eternal home. 
Upon whose portal yet they linger. 

Looking back for us to come. 

' • And that they tbould puMitb sod procUita ta all thtir 
and in Jarutalem, faying, Go forth nnto tine nnf f_ a»d iwvdk 
brancbea,* etc. etc.— JVeA. vlii. i5. 

* • For aince tbe daya of Joahua the aoa of Kaa, aata iV rl dn.bi | 
Boi the children of larael doneaoi aod tharv was Tan M—tiUi^fi 
—lb. 17. ," 

* • Sub, atand ihoa atill upon Giboon 1 and Uiob 
ley of Ajalon.a ^-Ju«A.x. >3. 

* • Fetch olire-branabea and piae>bf«Bc1a«o, aai 
and palra-branrbea, and branchea of thick trcea, (• 
iltk. viii. iS. I 

■ • And tbe prieatt that bare ibc ark of tke cov««Mit of the W' 
•tood Mrm on dry ground in the midat of Jor^a a»4 all the 
paaaed otrr oa dry ground.*— AxA. iii. 1^. 
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-alas— doth Hope deceive ua ? 

ill friendship— love — shall all those ties 

bind a momeDt, and then leave us, 

found again where nothing dies? 

f>no other boon were given, 

keep our hearts from wrong and stain, 

would not try to win a heaven 

lerc ail vre love shall live again ? 



WAR AGAINST BABYLON. 

j4ir — NoTELLo. 

a against Babylon !» shout we around,* 

r banners through earth unfurl'd ; 

ip, ye nations; ye kings, at tiie sound — ' 

^ar against Babylon !» shout through the world ! 

boot •fsiflftl h*r roaad about.*— J«r. i. i5. 
rl op I tiaadard ia tb« Itni, blew lb« trampel aaioag (be na» 
prepare iha ■atiooft agaiatt bet, call logeihcr agaiaU bcr the 
BB«, eir. eie. — H. H. 17. 



Oh thou, that dwellest on many waters,* 

Thy day of pride ife ended now ; 
And the dark curse of hrael's daughters 

Breaks, like a thunder-cloud, over thy brow ! 
War, war, war against Babylon ! 

Make bright the arrows, and gather the shields,' 

Set the standard of God on high — 
Swarm we, like locusts, o'er all her fields, 

M Ziona our watchword, and a vengeancen our cry! 
Woe! woe! — the time of thy visitation^ 

Is come, proud Land, thy doom is cast— 
Ancf the bleak wave of desolation 

Sweeps o'er thy guilty head, at last! 

War, war, war against Babylon ! 

* ■ Olt iboa. tbal darellaai upea aiMiy vaiert, tby end n comt.* — 
Jtr. L 1 3. 

• • Mak« brigttl tba mmm% t (atbar tb« abtaUa . . . . .aet ih« •ub4- 
•rd upea th* walls af Babylea.* — lA. 

> • Wa« aate tbcaa 1 for thair day ia coiar, tba tima of tboir viaita- 
%lhn.'—U. 
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BLAGR AND BLUE EYES. 

Tbi brilliant black eye 

May in triumph let fly 
its darts, without caring who feels 'em; 

But the soft eye of blue, 

Though it scatter wounds too, 
nuch better pleased when it heals 'em. 

Dear Fanny! dear Fanny! 

The soft eye of blue, 

Though it scatter wounds too, 
ch better pleased when it heals 'em, dear Fanny! 

The black eye may say, 

«< Come and worship my ray, — 
adoring, perhaps you may move me !» 

But the blue eye, half hid, 

Says, from under its lid, 
love, and I 'm yours if you love me!» 

Dear Fanny! dear Fanny ! 

The blue eye, half hid. 

Says, from under its lid, 
ve, and am yours if you love me!a dear Fanny ! 



Then tell nne, oh! why. 

In that lovely eye, 
: a charm of its tint I discover ; 

Or why should you wear 

The only blue pair 
It ever said « Now to a lover? 

Dear Fanny ! dear Fanny ! 

Oh ! why should you wear 

The only blue pair 
>ver said « Now to a lover, dear Faiwy ? 



CEASE, OH CEASE TO TEMPT ! 

CsASB, oh cease to tempt 

My tender heart to love! 
It never, never can 

So wild a flame approve. 
All its joys and pains 

To others I resign ; 
^t be the vacant heart. 

The careless bosom mine. 
Then cease, oh cease to tempt 

My tender heart to love ! 
It never, never can 

So wild a flame approve. 

Say, oh say no more 

That lovers' pains are sweet ! 
I never, never can 

Believe the fond deceit. 
Weeping day and night. 

Consuming life in sighs, — 
This is the lover's lot, 

And this I ne'er could prize. 
Then say, oh say no more 

That lovers' pains are sweet ! 
I never, never can 

Believe the fond deceit. 



DEAR FANNY. 

SiB has beauty, but still you most keep year heart cool ; 

She has wit, but you must not be caught so ; 
Thus Reason advises, but Reason 's a fool. 

And 't is not the first time 1 have thooght so, 
Dear Fanny. 
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u She is lovely !j» Then love Uer, nor l«t the bliss tly; 

T i.s tlie charm of youth's vanishing season : 
Thus Love has advised me, and who will deny 

That Love reasons much better than Reason, 
Dear Fanny ? 

DID NOT. 

T WAS a new feeling — something more 
Than we had dared to own before, 

Which then we hid not, which then we hid not. 
We saw it in each other's eye, , 

And wish'd, in every murmur d sigh. 

To speak, but did not ; to speak, but did not. 

She felt my lips' impassion'd touch — 
'T was the first lime I dared so much. 

And yet she chid not, and yet she chid not ; 
But whisper'd o'er my burning brow, 
« Oh ! do you doubt I love you now?» 

Sweet soul ! I did not; sweet soul ! I did not. 

Warmly I felt her bosom thrill, 

I press'd it closer, closer still, 
Thougl) QCDtly bid not, though gently bid not ; 

Till — oh ! tlie world hath seldom heard 

Of lovers, who so nearly err'd. 
And yet who did not, and yet who did not. 



FANNY, DEAREST! 

Oh ! had f leisure to sigh and mourn, 

Fanny, dearest! for thee I'd sigh ; 
And every smile on my cheek should turn 

To tears, when thou art nigh. 
But, between love, and wine, and sleep. 

So busy a life I live. 
That even the lime it would take to weep 

Is more than my heart can give. 
Then bid me not to despair and pine, 

Fanny, dearest of all the dears ! 
The love, that *s ordcr'd to bathe in wine. 

Would be sure to take cold in tears. 

Reflected bright in this heart of mine, 

Fanny, dearest! thy image lies; 
Rut, oh ! the mirror would cease to shine. 

If dimm'd too often with siglis. 
They lose the half of beauty's light. 

Who view it through sorrow's tear; 
And 't is but to see thee truly bright 

That I keep my eye-beam clear. 
Then wait no longer till tears shall flow — 

Fanny, dearest! the hope is vain ; 
If sunshine canoot dissolve thy snow, 

I sh.'iU never attempt it with rain. 



FANNY WAS IN THE GROVE. 

Vknnr was in the grove. 

And Luhin, her boy, was nigh ; 

Her eye was warm with love, 
And her soul was warm as her eye. 

Oil ! oh I if Lubin now would sue, 

Oh ! oh ! what could Fanny do ? 



Fanny was made for bliss. 
Rut she was young and shy; 

And when he had stolen a kiss, 
She blush'd, and said with a sig^i — 

« Oh ! oh ! Lubin, ah ! tell me true. 

Oh ! oh ! what are you going to do?* 

They wander'd beneath the shade. 
Her eye was dimm'd with a tear. 

For ah ! the poor little moid 

Was thrilling rrith love and fear. 

Oh ! oh ! if Lubin would but sue. 

Oh ! oh! what could Fanny do ? 

Sweetly along the grove 

The birds sang all the while. 
And Fanny now said to her love. 

With a frown that was half a smile — 
« Oh! oh! why did Lubin sue? 
Oh ! oh ! why did Lubin sue ?» 



Fiver en Cadenas. 

FROM LIFE WITHOUT FREEDO! 

FaoM life without freedom, oh ! who would m 
For one day of frce<lom, oh ! who would not di 
Hark !— hark ! t is the trumpet ! the call of tl 
The death-song of tyrants and diqje of the sb 
Our country lies bleeding — oh! fly to her aid; 
One arm that defends is worth hosts that iova 
From HFe without freedom, oh ! who would i 
For one djy of freedom, oh! who would not <i 

In death's kindly bosom our last hope rvmahii 
The dead fear no tyrants, the grave has no cha 
On, on to the combat ! tlie heroes that bleed 
For virtue and mankind are heroes indeed. 
And oh ! even if Freedom from this world be d 
Despair not — at least we sliall find her in heav 
In death's kindly Ixtsom our last hope remaiii 
The dead fear no tyrants, the grave has no dk 



HERE 'S THE BOWER. 

Herb 's the bower she loved so much. 

And the tree she planted ; 
Here 's the harp she used to touch— 

Oh! how that touch enchanted ! 
Roses now unheeded sigh ; 

Where 'sthe hand to wreathe them? 
Son^s around ue^jlocted lie. 

Where *s the lip to breathe them? 
Here 's the bower she loved so much. 

And the tree she planted ; 
Here 's the harp she used to touch-— 

Oh! how that touch enchanted! 

Spring may bloom, but she we loved 
Ne'er sliall feel its sweetness! 

Time, that onrc so fleetly moved. 
Now lialli lost its fleetness. 

Years were days, when here she stray'd, 
Days were moments near her; 
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Heaven ne'er fbrm'd a brighter maid. 

Nor Pity wept a dearer ! 
Here '% the bower ftlie loved so mnch, 

And the tree she planted; 
Here's the harp she u^ed to touch — 

Oh ! how that touch enchanted ! 



HOLY BE THE PILGRIM'S SLEEP. 

Holy be the Pilgrim*s sleep, 

From the dreams of terror free; 
And may all, who wake to weep, 
Rest to-night as sweet as he! 
Hark! hark! did I hear a ve«^)er swell! 

No, no — it is my loved Pilgrim's prayer: 
No, no — 't was but the convent bell, 
That tolls upon tho midnight air. 

Holy be the Pilgrim's sleep! ^. 

Now, now again the voice I hear; 
Some holy man is wand'ring near. 

O Pilgrim! where hast thou been roaming? 
Dark is the way, and midnight 's coming. 
Stranger, I 've been o'er moor and mountain, 
To tell my beads at Agnet' fountain. 
And, Pilgrim, say, where art thou going? 
Dark Is the way, the winds are blowing. 
Weary with wand'ring, weak, I falter. 
To breathe my vows at Agnes' altar. 
Strew, then, oh! strew liis bed of rushes; 
Here he shall rest till momiog blushes. 

Peace to them whose days are done, 

Death their eyelids closing ; 
Hark ! tlie burial-rite 's begun — 

T is time for our reposing. 

Here, then, my Pilgrim's course is oVr: 
'T is my master ! 't is my master ! Welcome here once 
more; 

Come to our shed — all toil is over; 

Pilgrim no more, but knight and lover. 



I CAN NO LONGER STIFLE. 

I CAN no longer stifle, 
How much I long to rifle 

Tliat little part 

They call tlie heart 
Of you, you lovely trifle! 
You can no longer doubt it. 
So let me be about it ; 

Or on my word. 

And by the Lord, 
I 11 try to do without it. 

This pretty thing 's as light, Sir, 
As any paper kite, Sir, 

And here and there. 

And God knows where. 
She takes her wheeling flight, Sir. 
Us lovers, to amuse us. 
Unto her tail she nooses ; 

There, hung like bobs 

Of straw, or nobs, 
She whisks us where she chnses. 



I SAW THE MOON RISE CLEAR. 

I SAW the moon rise clear 

O'rr hills and vales of snow. 
Nor told my fleet rein-deer 

The track I wish'd to go. 
Rut quick he bounded forth; 

For well my rein-deer knew 
I 've but one path on earth— 

The path wliich leads to you. 

Tlie gloom that winter cast 

How soon the heart forgets! 
When summer brings, at last. 

The sun that ucver sets. 
So dawn'd my love for you ; 

Thus chasing every pain. 
Than summer sun more true, 

T will never set again. 



JOYS THAT PA.SS AWAY. 

Jots that pass away like this, 
Alas! are purchased dear. 
If every beam of blUs 
Is follow'd by a tear. 
Fare thee well! oh, fare thee well! 
Soon, too soon thou 'st broke the spell. 
Oh ! I ne'er can love again 

The girl whose faithless art 
Could break so dear a chain, 
And with it break my heart. 

Once, when truth was in those eyes. 

How beautiful they shone ; 
But now that lustre flies. 
For truth, alas ! is gone. 
Fare thee well ! oh, fare tliee well ! 
How I 've loved my hate shall tell. 
Oh ! how lorn, how lost would prove 

Thy wretched victim's fate, 
If, when deceive<l in love, 
He could not fly to hate ! 

LIGHT S013NDS THE HARP. 

Light sounds the harp when the combat is over— > 

When heroes are resting, and joy is in bloom — 
When laurels hang loose from the brow of the lover. 
And Cupid makes wings of tlie warrior's plume. 
But, when the foe returns. 
Again the hero bums ; 
High flames the sword in his hand once more ; 
The clang of mingling arms 
Is then the sound that charms. 
And brazen notes of war, by thousand tnunpett rotr. 
Oh! then comes the harp, when the combat is OTer— 

When heroes are resting, and joy is in bloom- 
When laurrls hang loose from the brow of the lover. 
And Cupid makes vrings of the warrior's plimie. 

Light went the harp when the War-God, reelhriai^ 

Lay luU'd on the white arm of Beanty to r e s t- 
When round his rich armour the myrtle hung tvrining. 
And flights of young doves made hia bdmet their 
nest. 
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But, when tlie battle came, 
The hero's eye breathed flame : 
Soon from bis neck tlie white arm was flung ; 
While to his wakenio^ car 
No other sounds were dear, 
But brazen notes of war, by thousand trumpets sung. 
But then came the light harp, when danger was ended, 

And Beauty once more lull'd the War-God to rest; 
When tresses of gold with his laurels lay blended. 
And flights of young doves made his helmet their 
nest. 



UTTLE MARY'S EYE. 

LiTTLB Mary's eye 

Is roguish, and all that, sir; 
But her little tongue 

Is quite too full of chat, sir. 
Since her eye can speak 

Enough to tell her blisses, * 

If she stir her tongue. 

Why — stop her mouth with kisses! 
Oh ! the little girls. 

Wily, warm, and winning; 
When angels tempt us to it. 

Who can keep from sinning? 

Nanny's beanung eye 

Looks as warm as any ; 
But her cheek was pale— 

Well-a-day, poor Nanny ! 
Nanny, in the field, 

She pluck'd a little posie, 
And Nanny's pallid cheek 

Soon grew sleek and rosy. 
Oh! the little girls, etc. 

Sue, the pretty nun, 

Prays with warm emotion ; 
Sweetly rolls her eye 

In love or in devotion. 
If her pious heart 

Softens to relieve you. 
She gently shares tbe crime, 

With, « Oh ! may God forgive you !» 
Oh ! the little girls. 

Wily, warm, and winning; 
When angels tempt us to it. 

Who can keep from sinning 7 



LOVE AND THE SUN-DIAL. 

Young Love found a Dial once, in a dark shade. 
Where man ne'er had wander d nor sun-beam play'd ; 
a Why thus in darkness lie ?» whisper'd young Love, 
« Thou, whose gay hours should in sun-shine move.* 
tt I nc'er,i» said the Dial, « have seen the warm sun. 
So noonday and midnight to me. Love, are one.» 

Then Love took the Dial away from the shade, 
And placed her where Heaven's beam warmly play'd. 
There she reclined, beneath Love's gazing eye. 
While, all mark'd with sun-sliiuc, her hours flew by. 
« Oh ! how,* said the Dial, « can any fair maid, 
That 's born to be shone upou,rest in the shade ?» 



But night now comes on, and the sun-beam 's o'er. 
And Love stops to gaze on the Dial no more. 
Then cold and neglected, while bleak rain and winds 
Are storming around her, with sorrow she finds 
That Love had but number'd a few sunny hours. 
And left the remainder to darkness and showers! 



LOVE AND TIME. 

T IS said — but whether true or not 

Let bards declare who 've seen *em — 
That Love and Time have only got 

One pair of wings between 'em. 
In courtship's first delicious hour, 

The boy full oft can spare 'em. 
So, loitering in his lady's bower. 

He lets tlie gray-beard wear 'em. 
Then is Time's hour of play ; 
Oh ! how he flies away! 

But short the moments, short as bright. 

When he the wings can borrow; 
If Time to-day lias had his flight. 

Love takes his turn to-nrorrow. 
Ah ! Time and Love ! your change is thai 

The saddest and most trying. 
When one begins to Ump again. 

And t' other takes to flying. 
Then is Love's hour to stray ; 
Oh ! how he flies away ! 

But there *s a nymph— whose chains I fed, 

And bless the silken fetter — 
Who knows — the dear one !— >how to deal 

With Love and Time much better. 
So well she checks their wanderings. 

So peacefully she pairs 'em. 
That Love with her ne'er thinks of trings, 

And Time for ever wears 'em. 
This is Time's holiday; 

Oh ! how he flies away ! 



LOVE, MY MARY, DWELLS WITH THEL 

LovK, my Mary, dwells with thee ; 
On thy cheek his bed I see. 
No — that cheek is pale with care • 
Love can find no roses tliere. 
'T is not on tlie check of rose 
Love can find the best ropose: 
In my heart his home iliou 'It see- 
Tbere he lives, and lives for thee. 

Love, my Mary, ne'er can roam. 
While he makes that eye his home. 
No — the eye with sorrow dim 
Ne'er can be a home for him. 
Yet, 't is not in l>eaming eyea 
Love for ever warmest lies: 
In my heart his home thou *lt see * 
There he lives, and lives for thee. 
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2*8 UGHT SUMMER CLOUD. 

'ow shall vanish before us — 

' wither, but feeling will last; 

w that e'er shall fall o'er us, 

t suminer<Ioud sweetly shall cast. 

! if to loTe thee more 

h hour I number o'er — 

bis a passion be 

rthy of thee, 

py, for thus I adore thee. 

Biy wither, but feeling shall last : 

w that e'er shall fall o'er thee, 

t summer-cloud sweetly shall cast. 

som ! no sorrows shall pain thee, 

leasurc alone shalt thou steal ; 

: eyelid ! no weeping shall stain tbee, 

ipture alone shalt thou feel. 

! if there be a charm 

love, to banish harm — 

)leasure's truest spell 

ie to love well, 

py, for thus I adore thee. 

ay wither, but feeling shall last: 

>w that e'er shall fall o'er thee, 

tt summer-cloud sweetly shall cast. 



IND'RING THROUGH THE GOLDEN 
MAZE. 

td'ring through the golden maxe 
beloved's hair, 
ery lock with fond delays, 
ot^g, linger'd there, 
he found 't were vain to fly ; 
rt was close confined, 
r curlet was a tie — 
I by beauty twined. 



LY EVERY BOSOM BOUNDETH. 

HE TYROUiSE SONG OF LISESTT. 

T every bosom boundeth, 
ily, oh! merrily, oh! 
the Song of Freedom soundeth, 
ily, oh ! merrily, oh ! 
lere the warrior's arms 
»hed more splendour, 
lere the maiden's charms 
Shine more tender— > 
ioy the land surroundeth, 
>ily, oh ! merrily, oh ! 

y every bosom pineth, 
rily, oh ! wearily, oh ! 
! the bond of slavery twinetb, 
irily, oh ! wearily, oh ! 
bere the warrior's dart 

Hath no fleetness, 
bere the maiden's heart 

Hath no sweetness- 
flower of hfe dedineth, 
irily, oh ! wearily, oh ! 



Cheerily then from hill and valley, 

Cheerily, oh! cheerily, oh ! 
like your native fountains sally. 
Cheerily, oh! cheerily, oh ! 
If a glorious death, 
Won by bravery. 
Sweeter be than breath 
^gh'd in slavery. 
Round the flag of Freedom rally. 
Cheerily, oh ! cheerily, oh ! 



NOW LET THE WARRIOR. 

Now let the warrior plume his steed. 

And wave his sword afar ; 
For tlie men of the East this day shall bleed, 

And the son shall blush with war. 
Victory siu on the Christian's helm 

To guide her holy band : 
The Knight of the Cross this day shall whelm 

The men of the Pagan land. 

Oh! bless'd who in the battle dies! 
God will enshrine him in the skies ! 
Now let the warrior plume his steed, 

And wave his sword afar, 
For the men of the East this day shall bleed. 

And the sun shall blush with war. 



OH, LADY FAHl! 

Oh, Lady fair! wher^ art thou roaming? 

The sun has sunk, the night is coming. | 

Stranger, I go o'er moor and mountain. 

To tell my beads at Agnes' founuin. 

And who is the man, with his white locks flowing? 

Oh, Lady fair ! where is he going? 

A vrand'ringPUgrim. weak, I falter. 

To tell my beads at Agnes' altar. 

Chill falls the rain, night winds are blowing, 

Dreary and dark's the way we 're gomg. 

Fair Lady ! rest till morning blushes— 
1 11 strew for thee a bed of ruslies. 
Oh ! stranger! when my beads I 'm counting, 
I 'II bless thy name at Agnes* fountain. 
Then, Pilgrim, turn, and rest thy sorrow; 
Thou 'It go to Agnes' shrine to-morrow. 
Good stranger, when my beads I 'm telling, 
My saint shall bless thy leafy dwelling. 
Strew, then, oh! strew our bed of rushes; 
Here wc must rest till morning blushes. 



OH ! REMEMHER THE TIME. 

THE CASTILUN MAID. 

Oh! remember the time, in La Mancha's shades, 
When our moments so blissfully flew ; 

When you calTd me the flower of Gastilian maids, 
And I blush'd to be calTd to by yon. 

When I uught y<m to warble the gay seguadille. 
And to dance to tha light castanet ; 

Oh ! never, dear yoath, let you roam where you will, 

. The delight of thoae momenta forget. 
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They tell me, you lovers from Erin's green isle 

Every hour a new passion can feel, 
And that soon, in the light of some lovelier smile, 

You '11 forget the poor maid of Castile. 
But they know not how brave in the battle you are, 

Or they never could think you would rove; 
For 't is always the spirit most gallant in war 

That is fondest and truest in love ! 



OH! SEE THOSE CHERRIES. 

Ob ! see those cherries — though once so glowing. 
They 've lain too long on the sun-bright wall ; 

And mark! already their bloom is going; 

Too soon they '11 wither, too soon they '11 ftdl. 

Once, cau(;ht by tticir blushes, the light bird flew 
round. 

Oft on their ruby lips leaving love's wound ; 

But now he passes them, ah ! too knowing 

To taste witlier'd cherries, when fresh may be found. 

Old Time thus 'fleetly his course is running; 

If bards were not moral, how maids would go 
wrong ! 
And thus thy beauties, now sunn'd and sunning. 

Would wither if left on the rose-tree too long. 
Then love while thou 'rt lovely — e'en I should be glad 
So sweetly to save thee from ruin so sad ; 
But, oh ! delay not — we bards are too cunning 
To sigh for old beauties when young may be had. 



OH ! SOON RETURN ! 

Thk white sail caught the erening ray, 

The wave beneath us seem'd to bum. 
When all my weeping love could say 

Was, u Oh! soon return !m 
Through many a clime our ship was driven, 

O'er many a billow rudely thrown ; 
Now chill'd beneath a northern heaven, 

Now sunn'd by summer's zone : 
Yet still, where'er our course we lay, 

When evening bid the west wave burn, 
I thought I heard her faintly say, 

« Oh! soon return ! — Oh! soon return !» 

If ever yet my bosom found 

Its thoughts one moment tum'd from thee, 
T was when the combat raged around. 

And brave men look'd to me. 
But though 'nud battle's wild alarm 

Love's gentle power might not appear. 
He gave to glory's brow the charm 

Which made even danger dear. 
And then, when victory's calm came o'er 

The hearts where rage had ceased to bum, 
I heard that farewell voice once more, 

« Oh ! soon return ! — Oh ! soon return !» 



OH! YES, SO WtLL. 

Ou I ye«i, so well, so tenderly 
Thou 'rt loved, adored by me. 

Fame, fortune, wealth, and liberty, 
Were worthless without thee. 



Though, brimm'd with blisses, pi^e and r 

Life's cup before me lay. 
Unless thy love were mingled there, 

I 'd spurn the draught away. 
Oh ! yes, so well, so tenderly 

TIiou 'rt loved, adored by me. 
Fame, fortune, wealth, and liberty. 

Are worttilcss without thee. 

Without thy smile how joylessly 

All glory's meeds I see ! 
And even the wreath of victory 

Must owe its bloom to thee. 
Those worlds, for which the conqaeror si 

For me have now no charms ; 
My only world 's thy radiant eyes — 

My throne those circling arms ! 
Oh ! yes, so well, so tenderly 

Thou 'n loved, adored by me. 
Whole realms of light and liberty 

Were worthless without thee. 



OH! YES, WHEN THE BLOOM. 

Ob ! yes, when the bloom of Love*s boyhood 
He '11 turn into friendship that feels no di 

And, thougli Time may take from him the 
once wore, 

The charms that remain will be bright as h> 
And he '11 lose but his young trick of flyi 

Then let it console thee, if Love should not 

That Friendship our last happy mom< 

crown ; 

Like the shadows of morning. Love lessms 

While Friendship, like tliose at tlie closing > 

Will linger and lengthen as Lifo's sun gc 



ONE DEAR SMILE. 

CoULDST thou look as dear as when 

First I sigh'd for thee ; 
Couldst thou make me feel again 
Every -wish I breathed thee then. 

Oh ! how blissful life would be ! 
Hopes, that now beguiling leave me, 

Joys, that lie in slumber cold — 
All would wake, couidst thou but give nM 

One dear smile like those of old. 

Oh I there 's nothing left us now. 

But to moum the past ; 
Vain was every ardent vow- 
Never yet did Heaven allow 

Love so warm, so wild, to last. 
Not even hope could now deceive me — 

Life itself looks dark and coki : 
Oh ! thou never more canst give a&« 

One dear smile like tliose of okl. 



mm 



POH, DERMOT! GO ALONG WITH 

GOSTEU. 

Pon, Dermot Igo along vith yonrgostor. 
You might as well pray at a jig. 
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Or teach an old cow Pater Notter, 
Or wbistle Moll Roe to a pi^ ! 
Arrah, child ! do yoa think I 'm a blockhead, 

And not the right son of my mother, 
To put nothing at all in one pocket. 
And not half so mach in the other ? 
Poh, Dermot! etc. 

Any thing else I can do for you, 

Keadh mille faltha, and welcome. 
Put up an Ave or two for you, 

Feard that you 'd ever to hell come. 
If you confes5» you 're a rogue, 

I will turn a deaf ear, and not care for 't ; 
Bid you put pease in your hrogue. 
But just tip you a hint to go barefoot. 
Then get along with, etc. 

If you 've the whiskey in play, 

To oblige you, I '11 come take a imack of it ; 
Stay witli you all night and day. 

Ay, and twenty-four hours to the back of it. 
Oh! whiskey 's a papist, God save it! ■ 

The beads are upon it completely; 
But I think before ever we 'd leave it. 

We 'd make it a heretic neatly. 
Then get along with, etc. 

If you 're afear'd of a Banshee, 

Or Leprochauot are not so civil, dear. 
Let Father Luke show his paunch, he 

Will frighten them all to the devil, dear. 
It 's I that can hunt them like ferrets, 

And lay them without afty fear, gra ; 
But for whiskey, and that sort of spirit*, 

Why them— I would ratlier lay here,' gra. 
Then get along with, etc. 



SEND THE BOWL ROUND MERRILY. 

SiND the bowl round merrily. 

Laughing, singing, drinking ; 
Toast it, toast it cheerily — 

Here 's to the devil with thinking ! 
Oh! for the round of pleasure. 

With sweetly-smiling lasses — 
Glasses o'erflowing their measure, 

With hearts as foil at our glasses. 
Send the bowl round merrily. 

Laughing, singing, drinking; 
Toast it, toast it cheerily — 

Here's to the devil with tliinking! 

Once I met with a funny lasa. 

Oh ! I loved her dearly ! 
Left for her my bonny glass — 

Faith! I died for her — nearly. 
But she proved damn'd uncivil. 

And thought to peck like a hen, sir; 
So fpitcli'd the jade to the devil, 

And took to my glass again, sir. 
Then tend the bowl, etc. 

* Palliaf hit hmmi oa hi* pannrb. 



Now I 'm tum'd a rover. 

In love with every petticoat ; 
No matter whom it may cover. 

Or whether it 's Jenny's or Betty's coat; 
And, if the girls can put up 

With any good thing in piccet. 
My heart I '11 ceminly cut up. 

And tluur it with dl young misset. 
Then tend the bowl, etc. 

A bumper round to the pretty ones! 

Here 's to the girl with the blue eyes ! 
Here 's to her with the jetty ones. 

Where the languishing dew lies ! 
Could all such hours as this it 

Be lumm'd in one little meaturc, 
I 'd live a sliort life of blisses. 

And die in a surfeit of pleasure! 
Then send the bowl, etc. 



THE DAY OF LOVE. 

Til beam of morning trembling 
Stole o'er the mountain brook. 
With timid ray resembling 
Affection's early look. 
That love begins — tweet mom of love ! 

The noon-tide ray ascended. 
And o'er the valley stream 

Diffused a glow as splendid 
As passion's riper dream. 
Thus love expands— warm noon of love ! 

But evening came, o'ershading 

The glories of the tky. 
Like ^th and fondnets fading 
From Pastion't alter d eye. 
Tliat love declines— cold eve of love ! 



THE PROBABILITY. 

Mt heart is united to Giloe's for ever. 
No time shall the link of their tenderness sever ; 
And, if Love be the parent of joy and of pleasure. 
Sure Chloe and I shall be blest beyond measure. 

Come, tell me, my girl, what 's the sweetest of blisses? 
« I '11 show you,» she cries, and she gives me sweet kisses; 
Ah, Clo' ! if that languishing eye 's not a traitor. 
It tells me you know of a biiskS that is greater. 

M Indeed and I do not ;» — then softly she blushes. 
And her bosom the warm tint of modesty flushes — 
« I 'm sure if I knew it, I 'd certainly show it, 
B^t, Damon, now Damon, dear, may be you know itTi» 



THE SONG OF WAR 

Thi song of war shall echo through our mountains, 
Till not one hateful link remains 
Of slavery's lingering chains — 
Till not one tyrant tread our plains. 

Nor traitor lip pollute our fountains. 
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No ! never till that (;;lorious day 
Shall Lusitania's sons be ^y, 
Or hear, oh Peace! thy welcome lay 
Resounding through her sunny mountains. 

The song of war shall echo through our mountains, 
Till Victory's self shall, smiling, say, 

« Your cloud of foes hath pass'd away, 
And Freedom comes with new-bom ray. 

To gild your vines and light your fountains.* 
Oh ! never till that glorious day 
Shall Lusitania's sons be gay. 
Or hear, oh Peace ! thy welcome lay 

Resounding through her sunny mounlains. 



THE TABLET OF LOVE. 

You bid me be happy, and bid me adieu — 
Can happiness live when absent from you 7 
Will sleep on my eyelids e'er sweetly alight, 
When greeted no more by a tender good night? 
Oh, never ! for deep is the record enshrined ; 
Thy look and thy voice will survive in my mind: 
Though age may the treasures of memory remove, 
Unfoding shall flourish the Tablet of Love. 

Through life's winding valley— in anguish, in rest ; 
Exalted in joy, or by sorrow depressed — 
From its place in the mirror that lies on my heart. 
Thine image shall never one moment depart. 
When time, life, and all that poor mortals hold dear, 
Like visions, like dreams, shall at last disappear, 
Though raised among seraphs to realms above. 
Unfading shall flourish the Tablet of Love. 



THE YOUNG ROSE. 

Til young rose which I give thee, so dewy and bright. 
Was the floweret most dear to the sweet bird of night, 
W^ho oft by the moon o'er her blushes hath hung. 
And thrill'd every leaf with the wild lay he sung. 

Oh ! take thou this young rose, and let her life be 
Prolonged by the breath she will borrow from thee ! 
For, while o'er her bosom thy soft notes shall thrill. 
She '11 think the sweet night-bird b courting her still. 



WHEN IN LANGUOR SLEEPS THE HEART. 

When in languor sleeps the heart. 
Love can wake it with his dart ; 
When the mind is dull and dark. 
Love can light it vrith his spark. 

Come, oh ! come then, let us haste, 
All the bliss of love to taste; 
Let us love both night and day. 
Let us love our hves away ! 

And for hearts from loving free 
(If indeed such hearts there be), 
May they ne'er the rapture prove 
Of the smile from lips we love. 



WHEN •BflDST THE GAY I MEET. 

WaiH 'midst the gay I meet 

That blessed smile of thine. 
Though still on me it turns most sweet, 

I scarce can call it mine : 
But when to me alone 

Your secret tears you show. 
Oh! then I feel those tears my own. 

And claim them as they flow. 
Then still with bright looks bless 

The gay, the cold, the free; 
Give smiles to those who love you less. 

But keep your tears for me. 

The snow on Jura's steep 

Can smile with many a beam. 
Yet still in chains of coldness sleep. 

How bright soe'er it seem. 
But, when some deep-felt ray. 

Whose touch is fire, appears. 
Oh ! then the smile is warm'd away. 

And, melting, turns to tears. 
Then still witli bright looks bless 

The gay, the cold, the free ; 
Give smiles to those who love you less. 

But keep your tears for me. 



WHEN TWnJGHT DEWS. 

Willi twilight dews are falling soft 

Upon the rosy sea, love ! 
I vatch the star, whose beam so oft 

Has lighted me to thee, love ! 
And thou too, on that orb so clear. 

Ah ! dost thou gase at even. 
And think, though lost for erer here. 

Thou 'It yet be mine in heaven T 

There 's not a garden walk I tread. 
There 's not a flower I see, love ! 

But brings to mind some hope that *s fled. 
Some joy I 've lost with thee, love ! 

And still I wish that hour was near, 
W^hen, friends and foes forgiven. 

The pains, the ills we 've wept through here. 
Hay turn to smiles in heaven! 



WILL YOU COME TO THE BOWER? 

Will you come to the bower I have shaded for yni? 
Our bed shall be roses all spangled with dew. 
W^ill you, will you, will you, will you 
Come to the bower ? 

There, under the bower, on roses you 'II lie. 
With a blush on your cheek, but a smile in your cyt 
Will you, will you, will you, will you 
Smile, my beloved 7 

But the roses we press shall not rival your lip. 
Nor the dew be so sweet as the kisses we 11 dp. 
Will you, will you, will you, will you 
Ki&s me, my love? 
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od oil ! for the joys that are sweeter than den 
rom langutshiog roses, or kUses from you. 
Will you, will you, will you, will you, 
>Vou*l you, my love? 



YOUNG JI-XSICA. 

Young Jcs&ica sat all the day, 

In love-dreams Innj^uisliiDgly fHoing, 
Her needle bright nejjiected lay. 

Like truant (genius idly shining. 
Jessy, 't is in idle beans 

That love and misrbief are roost nimble; 
The safest shield against the darts 

Of Cupid, is Minerva's thimble. 

A child who with a magnet play'd. 
And knew its winning ways so wily, 

The magnet near the needle laid, 

And laughing said, u We '11 steal it slily.w 

The needle, liaviug nought to do, 

Was pleased to let the magnet wheedle, 

Till closer still the tempter drew. 
And off, at length, eloped the needle. 

Now, had this needle tum'd its eye 

To some gay Ridicules construction. 
It ne'er had stray'd from duty's tie. 

Nor felt a magnet's sly seduction. 
Girls, woultl you keep tranquil hearts. 

Your snowy fingers must be nimble ; 
The saffftt shield against tlie darts 

Of Cupid, is Minerva's thimble. 



THE RABBINICAL ORIGIN OF WOMEN." 

Fhit tell us that Woman was made of a rib 
Just pick'd from a comer so snug in the side ; 

But the Rabbins hwear to you this is a fib. 
And 't was not so at nil that the sex was supplied. 
Derry down, down down derry down. 

For old Adam was fa&hion'd, the first of his kind, 
With a tail like a monkey, full yard and a span; 

And when Nature cut off tliis appendage behind. 
Why — then woman was made of tlie tail of the Man. 
Derry down, down, down derry down. 

If such is the tie between women and men, 

Tlie ninny who weds is a pitiful elf; 
For he takes to his tail, like an idiot, again, 

And makes a most damnable ape of himself! 
Derry down, down, down derry down. 

Yet, if we may judge as the foshions prevail, 
Every husband remembers the original plan, 

And, knowing his wife is no more than his tail, 
Why — he leaves her behind him as much as he can. 
Derry down, down, down derry down. 



FARFAVELL, BESSY! 

SwiiTEST love! I *ll not forget thee, 
Time shall only teach my heart 



Fonder, warmer, to regret thee, 
Lovely, gentle as tliou art ! 
Farewell, Bessy! 
We may meet again. 

Yes, oh yes! again we meet, love! 

And repose our hearts at last ; 

Oh, sure 't wUl then be sweet, love ! 

Calm to think on sorrows past. 

Farewell, Bessy! 

We may meet again. 

Yet I feel my heart is breaking 

When I think I stray from thee. 
Round the world tliat quiet seeking 
Which I fear is not for me. 
Farewell, Bessy I 
We may meet again. 

Calm to peace thy lover's bosom — 

Can it, dearest ! must it be ? 
Thou within an hour shall lose him, 
lie forever loses thee! 
Farewell, Bessy! 
Yet oh ! not for ever. 



TO-DAY, DEAREST ! IS OURS. 

To-DiT, dearest! is ours; 

Why should Love carelessly lose it? 
This life shines or lowers 

Just as we, weak mortals, use it 
T is time enough, when its flower* decay, 

To think of the thorns of Sorrow ; 
And Joy, if left 00 tlie stem to^iay, 

May wither before co-morrow. 

Then why, dearest ! so long 

Let the sweet moments fly over? 
Though now, blooming and young. 

Thou hast me devoutly thy lover. 
Yet time from both, in his silent lapse. 

Some treasure may steal or borrow; 
Tliy charms may be less in bloom, perhaps, 

Or I less in love to-morrow. 



WHEN ON TIIE LIP THE SIGH DELAYS. 

WiiN on the lip the sigh delays. 

As if 'I would linger there for ever; 
When eyes would give the world to gaxe. 

Yet still look down, and venture never; 
When, though with fiuresl nymphs we rove. 

There 's one we dream of more than any — 
If all this is not real love, 

T is something wondrous like it, Fanny! 

To think and ponder, when apart. 

On all we 've got to say at meeting; 
And yet when near, with heart to heart. 

Sit mute, and listen to their beating : 
To see but one bright object move, 

Tlie only moon, where stars are many — 
If all this is not downright love, 

I prithee say what is, my Fanny ! 
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When Hope foretels the brightest, best, 

Though Reason on the darkest reckons ; 
When Passion drives us to t)ie west, 

Though Prudence to the eastward beckons ; 
When all turns round* below, above. 

And our own heads the most of any — 
If this is not stark, staring love. 

Then you and I are sages, Fanny. 



HERE, TARE MY HEART. 

HiRB, take ray heart, 't will be safe in thy keeping, 
While I go wandering o'er land and o'er sea; 

Smiling or sorrowing, waking or sleeping. 
What need I care, so my heart is with thee? 

If, in the race we are destined to run, love. 
They who have light hearts the happiest be — 

Happier still must be they who have none, love, 
And that will be my case when mine is with thee ! 

No matter where T may now be a rover. 
No matter how many bright eyes I see; 

Should Venus' self come and ask me to love her, 
I 'd tell her I could not — my heart is with thee ! 

There let it lie, growing fonder and fonder — 
And should Dame Fortune turn truant to me, 

Why, — let her go — I *ve a treasure beyond her. 
As long as my heart 's out at interest with thee! 



OH ! CALL IT BY SOME BETTER NAME. 

Oh ! call it by some better name. 

For Friendship is too cold, 
And Love is now a worldly (lame, 

W^hose shrine must be of gold; 
And passion, like the sun at noon. 

That bums o'er all he sees, 
Awhile as warm, will set as soon, — 

Oh ! Gall it none of these. 

Imagine something purer far. 

More free from slain of clay. 
Than Friendship, Love, or Passion are. 

Yet human still as they : 
And if thy lip, for love like thb. 

No mortal word can frame, 
Go, ask of angels what it is, 

And call it by that name! 



POOR WOUNDED HEART! 

Poor woonded heart! 

Poor wounded heart, farewell ! 

Thy hour is come, 

Thy hour of rest is come ; 

Thou soon wilt reach thy home. 

Poor wounded heart, farewell! 
The pain ihou 'It feel in breaking 

Less bitter far will be, 
Than tlmt long, deadly course of aching. 

This life has been to thee — 
Poor breaking heart, poor breaking heart, farewell ! 



There — broken heart. 

Poor broken heart, farewell ! 

The pang is o'er — 

The parting pang is o'er, 

Thou now wilt bleed no more. 

Poor broken heart, farewell! 
No rest for thee but dying, 

Like waves whose strife is past, 
On death's cold shore thus early lying. 

Thou sleep'st in peace at last — 
Poor broken heart, poor broken heart, farewell! 



THE EAST INDIAN. 

CoMX May, with all thy flowers, 

Tliy sweetly-scented thorn. 
Thy cooling evening showers. 

Thy fragrant breath at mom : 
When May-dies haunt the willow. 

When May-buds tempt the bee. 
Then o'er the shining billow 

My love will come to me. 

From Eastern Isles she *s winging 

Through wat'ry wilds her way, 
And on her cheek is bringing 

The bright sun's orient ray: 
Oh ! come and court her hiUaer, 

Ye breezes mild and warm — 
One winter's gale would wither 

So soft, so pure a form. 

The fields where she was straying * 

Are blest with endless Ugfat, 
With zephyrs always playing 

Through gardens always bright. 
Then now, oh May! be sweeter 

Than e'er thou 'st been before ; 
Let sighs from roses meet her 

When she comes near our shore. 



PALE BROKEN FLOWER ! 

Pale broken flower ! what art can now recoyer tkec! 
Tom from the stem that fed thy rosy breath— 
In vain the sun-beams seek 
To warm that fided cheek ! 
The dews of heaven, that once like balm fell otcr &e^ 
Now are but tears, to weep thy early death ! 

So droops the maid whose lover hath forsaken her; 
Thrown from bis arms, as lone and lost as Cboa; 
In vain the smiles of all 
Like sun>beams round her fall — 
The only smile that could from death awaken her. 
That timiie, alas ! is gone to others now. 



THE PRETTY ROSE-TREE. 

Being weary of love, I flew to the^rove. 

And chose me a tree of the fairest ; 
Saying, « Pretty Rose-tree, thou my mistress shah be ' 
I '11 worship each bud that thou, bearest. 
For the hearts of this world are hoUow, 
And fickle the stniles we follow ' 
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knd 't b sire«t, whoa all (heir witcheries pall. 

To have a pure love to fly to : 
>o, my pretty Rose-tree, thou my mistress shalt be, 

And the only one now I shall sigh to.n 

Vhen the beautiful hue of thy cheek through the dew 

Of moniiog U bashfully peeping. 
Sweet tears,* I shall say (as 1 brush them away), 

At least there *s no art in this weeping.* 
Although thou shouldst die to-morrow, 
T will not be from pain or sorrow, 
ind the thorns of thy stem are not like them 

With which hearts wound each other: 
»o, my pretty Rose-tree, thou my mistress shalc be, 

And I '11 ne'er again sigh to another. 



SHINE OUT, STARS! 

Shini out, Stars ! let Heaven assemble 

Round us every fSeslal ray, 
Lighu that move not, lighu that tremble. 

All to grace this eve of May. 
Let the flower-beds all lie waking. 

And the odours shut up there, 
From their downy prisons breaking. 

Fly abroad through sea and air. 

And would Love too bring his sweetness. 

With our other joys to weave, 
Oh, wnat glory, what completeness. 

Then would crown this bright May eve. 
Shine out. Stars! let night assemble 

Round us every festal ray. 
Lights that move not, lights that tremble, 

To adorn this eve of May. 



THE YOUNG MULETEERS OF GRENADA. 

Oh ! the joys of our evening posada, 

When, resting at close of the day. 
We, young Muleteers of Grenada, 

Sit and sing the last sunshine away ! 
So blithe, that even the slumbers 

Which hung around us seem gone. 
Till the lute's soft drowsy numbers 

Again beguile them on. 

Then, as each to his favourite sultana 

In sleep is still breathing the sigh. 
The name of some black-eyed Tirana 

Half breaks from our lips as we lie. 
Thai, with morning's rosy twinkle, 

Again we 're up and gone — 
While the mule-bell's drowsy tinkle 

Beguiles the rough way on. 



TELL HER, OH TELL HER. 

Till her, oh tell her, the lute she left lying 
Beneath the green arbour, is still lying there ,* 

Breexes, like lovers, around it are sighing, 
But not a soft whisper replies to their prayer. 

Tell her, oh tell her, the tree that, in going. 
Beside die green arbour she playfully set. 

Lovely as ever is blushing and blovring. 
And not a bright leaflet has fallen from it yet 

So while away from that arbour forsaken. 
The maiden is wandering, oh I let her be 

True as the lute that no sighing can waken. 
And blooming for ever [unchanged as the tree! 



NIGHTS OF MUSIC. 

Nights of music, nights of loving, 

Lost too soon, remember'd long. 
When we went by moon-light roving, 

Hearts all love and lips all song. 
When this Csithful lute recorded 

All my spirit felt to thee. 
And that smile the song rewarded. 

Worth whole years of fame to me! 

Nighu of song, and nighu of splendour, 

Fill'd with joys too sweet to last- 
Joys that, like your sur-light tender. 

While they shone, no sliadow cast: 
Though all other happy hours 

From my fading memory fly, 
Of that star-light, of those bowers. 

Not a beam, a leaf, shall die ! 



OUR nRST YOUNG LOVE. 

OuB first young love resembles 

That tliort but brilliant ray. 
Which smiles, and weeps, and trembles 

Through April's earliest day. 
No, no — all life before us, 

Howe'er its lights may play. 
Can shed no lustre o'er us 

Like that first April ray. 

Our summer sun may squander 

A blaze serener, grander, 
Our autumn beam may, like a dream 

Of heaven, die calm away : 
But no — let life before us 

Bring all the light it may, 
T will shed no lustre o'er us 

Like that first trembling ray. 
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A MELOLOGUE 

UPON NATIONAL MUSIC. 



These verses were written for a Benefit at the Dublin 
Tbeatre, and were spoken by Miss Smith, with a degree 
of success, ^hich lliey owed solely to her admirable 
manner of reciting them. I wrote them in baste; and 
it very rarely happens that poetry, which has cost but 
little labour to tlic writer, is productive of any (ureat 
pleasure to the reader. Under this impression, I should 
not have published them if they had not found their 
way into some of the newspapers, with such an addition 
of errors to their own orit;iual stock, that I thought it 
but fair to limit their respousibiiity to those faults alone 
which really belong to them. 

With respect to the title which I have invented for this 
Poem, I feel even more than the scruples of the Emperor 
Tiberius, when he humbly asked pardon of the Roman 
senate for usio(; m the outlandish term monopoly. n But 
the truth is, having written the Poem with the sole view 
of serving a Benefit, I thought that an unintelligible 
word of this kind would not be without its attraction 
for the multitude, with whom, m if 't is not sense, at 
least 't is Greek. » To some of my readers, however, it 
may not be superfluous to say, that, by « Melologue,» I 
mean that mixture of recitation and miLsic, which is 
frequently adopted in the performance of CoUins's Ode 
on the Passions, and of which the most striking exam- 
ple I can remember is the prophetic speech of Joad in 
the Athaiic of Racine. 

T. 31. 

Tbbib breathes a language, known and felt 

Far as the pure air spreads its living zone ; 
Wherever rage can rouse, or pity melt. 

That language of the soul is felt and known. 
From those meridian plain.s, 

Where oft, of old, on some high tower. 
The soft Peruvian pour'd his midnight strains, 
^Vnd caird his distant love with such s^wect power, 

That, when she heard the lonely lay. 
Not worlds couhl keep her from his arms away;^ 

To the bleak climes of polar night, 

Where, beneath a sunless sky, 
The I^pland lover bids his rein-<ieer fly, 
And sings along the lengthening waste of snow. 

As blithe as if the blessed light 
Of vernal Phoebus burn'd upon his brow. 

Oh Music ! thy celestial claim 

Is still resistless, still the same; 



' • A rrruin Spaniard, one niglil Ulr, net an ladun woiiuo ia tb« 
•trectt of Coico, and would liare taken ber to bit borne, but aba cried 
out, a For God'a a«kr, Sir, lei me go ; for tbat pipe, wbiib you bear 
in yonder tower, call* ma «ith great pa«aioa, and 1 ranaot refuM tbe 
tammona ; for lofa cooatraint me to go, tbat I may be bia wife, and 
b« my hu*hmad.*—GarciLaioJ* k^VJfa, ia Sir Paul Rjcaui'i traat. 
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And, ^thfid as the mighty 
To tbe pale star tbat o'er iu realm presides. 
The spell-bound tidet 
Of human passion rise and fall for thee! 

Greek Air. 
List! 't is a Grecian maid that sio^ 
While, from llyssus' silvery springs. 
She draws the cool lymph in her graceful urn; 
And by her side, in music's charm dissolving. 
Some patriot youth, the glorioiu past revolving. 
Dreams of bright days that never can return ! 
When Athens nursed her oliverbough. 

With hands by tyrant power unchain'd. 
And braided for the muses* brow 

A wreath by tyrant touch unslain'd. 
When heroes trod each classic field 

Where coward feet now faintly falter; 
Wlien every arm was Freedom's shield. 
And every heart was Freedom's altar ! 

FlourisJi of TrtimpeL 
Hark ! 't is the sound that charms 
The war-steed's wakening ears ! — 
Oh ! many a mother folds her arms 
Round her boy-soldier when that call she hears; 
And, though her fond heart sink with fears, 
Is proud to feel his young pulse bound 
With valour's fever at the sound ! 
Sec ! from his native hills afar 
The rude Helvetian (lies to war; 
Careless for what, for whom he fights. 
For slave or despot, wrongs or rights; 

A conqueror oft — a hero never — 
Yet lavish of his life-blood still. 
As if 't were like his mountain rill. 
And gush'd for ever ! 

Oh Music ! here, even here. 

Amid this thoughtles-s wild career. 

Thy soul-felt charm asserts its wondrous power. I 

There is an air, which oft among the rocks | 

Of his own loved land, at evening hour, I 

Is heard, when shepherds homeward pipe their flocks; 

Oh ! every note of it would thrill his mind j 

With tendcrest thoughts — would bring aromd kit ' 

knees 

The rosy children whom he left behind. 

And fill each little angel eye 

With speaking Tears, that ask him why 

He wander'd from his hut for scenes like these? 

Vain, vain is thou the trumpet's brazen roar; 

Sweet notes of home — of lov e a re all he betfs; 
And the stern eyes, that look'd for blood before. 
Now melting, mournful, lose themselves in tean! 

Swiss Air — nRanz des F'aches.* 
But, wake the trumpet's blast again. 
And rouse the ranks of warrior-men ! 
Oh War! when Truth thy arm employs, 
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dom's spirit guides the labouring storm, 
thy vengeance takes a hallo w'd form, 

ke Heaven's liglitniog, sacredly destroys! 

ic ! through thy breathing sphere, 

re a sound more grateful to the ear 

lim who made all harmony, 

1 tiie bless'd sound of fetters breaking, 
the first hymn that man, awaking 

very's slumber, breathes to Liberty! 

Spanish Chorus. 
irk ! from Spain, indignant Spain, 
irsts the bold, enthusiast strain, 
ke morning's muaic on the air! 
id seems, in every note, to swear 
' Saragotta's niin'd streets. 

By brave Gerona's deathful story, 
lat, while one Spaniard's life-blood beats, 

That blood shall slain the conqueror s glory I 

Spanish Mr — « Ta Desperto.* 
! if vain the patriot's zeal, 
valour's force, nor wisdom's light 
t or melt that blood-cemented seal 
uts so close the book of Europe's right — 
t song sliall then in sadness tell 
br«ken pride, of prospects shaded, 
urird hopes, remember'd well, 
ardour quench'd, and honour faded? 
t Muse shall mourn the breathless brave, 
sweetest dirge at Memory's shrine 7 
t harp shall sigh o'er Freedom's grave? 
*h Erm ! thine ! 



UNES 

On the Death of Mr P-r—v-l. 

;e we sung o er him no censure was heard, 
itter'd and free did the tear-drop descend ; 
; in that hour how the statesman had err'd, 
pt, for the husband, the father and friend. 

d was the meed his integrity won, 

lerous indeed were the tears that we shed, 

;rief we forgot all the ill he had done* 

lOugh wrong'd by him living, bewail'd him 

nrhen dead. 

, if one harsher emotion intrude, 
vish he had chosen some lowlier state— 
n what he was, and, content to he'goodf 
•r, for our ruin, aspired to be great 

rough their own little orbit to move, 

« might haveroH'd inoffensive away; 

?n might still liave been bless'd with his love, 

gland would ne'er have been eursed with his 

;way. 

LINES 

On the DeaA of Sh-r-d-n. 



Priaeipibus plaeaUw rirU.— UOR. 



will have way — but the fast-falling tear 
mingled with deep execrations on thoM 



Who conld bask in that.spirit's meridian career. 

And yet leave it thus lonely'and dark at its close: — 

Whose vanity flew round him only while fed 

By the odour his fnme in its summer-time gave ; 

Whose vanity now, with quick scent for the d<iad. 
Like the ghole of the East, comes to feed at his grave ! 

Oh ! it tickens the heart to see bosoms so hollow 
And spirits so mean in the great and high-born; 

To think wliat a long line of titles may follow 
The retics of him who died — friendless and lorn ! 

How proud they cmn press to the funeral array 
Of one whom they shunn'd in his sicknesa and sor- 
row: — 

How bailiffii may seixe his last blanket to-day, 
Whose pall shall be held up by nobles to-morrow! 

And thoa, too, whose life, a sick epicure's dream, 
.Incoherent and gross, even grosser had paits'd, 

Were it not for that cordial and soul-giving beam 
Which his friendship and wit o'er thy nothingness 
Cttt: 

No, not for the wtallh of the land that supplies thee 
With miUiona to heap upon foppery's shrine ; — 

No, not for the riches of all who despise thee, 
Though this would make Europe's whole opulence 
mine; — 

Would I sufiler what— even in the heart that thou hast — 

All mean as it is — must have consciously bum'd,. 
When the pittance, which shame had wrung from thee 
at last. 
And which found all his wants at an end, was !«<> 
turn'd!* 

« Was tkh^ then, the fste » — future ages will say. 
When some names shall live but in history's curse; 

When Truth will be heard, and these lords of a day 
Be foiigotten as fools, or remember'd as worse— 

« Was this, then, the fate of that high-gifted man. 
The pride of the palace, the bower, and the hall, 

The orator — dramatist — minstrel, — who ran 
Through each mode of the lyre, and was master of 
all! 

« Whose mind was an essence, compounded with art 
From tlie finest and best of all other men's powers — 

Who ruled, like a wizard, the world of the heart. 
And could call up its sunshine, or bring down its 
showers ! 

« Whose humour, as gay as the fire-fly's light, 
Play'd round every subject, and shone as it play'd — 

Whose wit, in tlie combat, as gentle as bright. 
Ne'er carried a heart-stain away on its blade; — 

aWhose eloquence — bright'ning whatever it tried. 
Whether reason or fancy, the gay or the grave — 

Was as rapid, as deep, and as brilliant a tide 
As ever bore Freedom aloft on its wave!» 

' Th« •«* «a« two baadrcJ fommA»'-c/fer*4 wbcn !9i-f^.^a 
co«U so longer tekt aay MMlcaaaec, bbJ ^cdiaad, foe him. by bi* 
frioad*. 



Yet — such was the man, and so wretched his fate;— 
And thus, sooner or later, shall all have to ^eve. 

Who waste their morn's dew in the beams of the Great, 
And expect 't will return to refresh them at ere ! 

In the woods of the North there are insects that prey 
On the brain of the elk till his very last sig^h;* 

Oh, Genius! thy patrons, more cruel than they, 
Tint feed on thy brains, and then leave thee to die! 



LINES 

WIITTKN ON BXAIIIfG THAT THE AUSTIlJUfS BAD BHTUBO 

NAPLES. 



CarioM Nouti ! 



Ar — down to the dust with them, slaves as they are — 
From this hour, let the blood in their dastardly veins, 

That shruuk at the first touch of Liberty's war, 
Be suck'd out by tyrants, or stagnate in chains ! 

On, on, like a cloud, through their beautiful vales, 

Ye locusts of tyranny, blasting them o'er — 
Fill, fill up their wide sunny waters, ye sails 
{ * From each slave-mart of Europe, and poison their 
shore ! 

I^t their fate be a mock-word — let men of all lands 
Laugh out, with a scorn that shall ring to the poles. 

When each sword that the cowards let fall from their 
bands 
Shall be forged into fetters to enter their sotds ! 

And deep and more deep as the iron is driven. 
Base slaves ! may the whet of their agony be. 

To think — as the damn'd haply think of that heaven 
They h.id once in their reach — that they might have 
been free! 

Shame, shame, when there was not a bosom, whose heat 
Ever rose o'er the zero of 's heart, 

That did not, like echo, your war-hymn repeat. 
And send all its prayers with your liberty's start — 

When the world stood in hope— when a spirit, that 
breathed 

The fresh air of the olden time, whisper d about. 
And the swords of all Italy, half-way unsheathed. 

But waited one conquering cry to flash out! 

When around you, the shades of your mighty in fame, 
Filicajas and Petrarchs, seem'd bursting to view. 

And their words and tlicir warnings — like tongues of 
bright tlamc 
Over Freedom's apostles — fell kindling on you! 

Good God ! tltat in such a proud moment of life. 

Worth the history of ages — when, had you but hurl'd 

One bolt at your bloody invader, tliat strife 

Beiwcen freemen and tyrants had spread through the 
world — 

* N4iar«li«U h«v« ob««rr«i thai, upoo diMccting ao rik, (here vm-« 
t^ound in iu head •oma large flic*, wilb iu braia almoai aalca away by 
ihem.—Uittor^ ofPoUad. 



That then— oh du/ffnce upon manhood ! t/wea then. 
You should folter, should cUng to your pitiful hreatk. 

Cower down into beasts, when you might have stood 
men, 
And prefer the slave's life of damnation to death ! 

It is strange — it is dreadful ;— shout, tyranny, thamt. 
Through your dungeons and palaces, « F re e d o m is 
o'er! » — 

If there lingers one spark of her light, tread at out. 
And return to your empire of darkness once more. 

For, if such are the braggarts that claim to be free, 
Come, Despot of Russia, thy feet let me kiss— 

Far nobler to live the brute bondman of thee. 
Than to sully even chains by a struggle like this ! 

PariSt 1 82 1. 



THE INSURBECnON OF THE PAPERS. 

A DIXAM. 



• It would b« impoMibla for Hit Royal Ri^hai 
pcnoa from tho arcaaiaUtiag pile of paper* that r»i 

I«nf CAaTLcasasa'a 
M'Masoa'a 



to 



It.* 






Last night I toss'd and tum'd in bed. 
But could not sleep— at length I said, 
M I '11 tliink of Viscount CsTL-a — on« 
And of his speeches — that 's the way.*» 
And so it was, for instantly 
I slept as sound as sound could be ; 
And then I dream'd — oh, flight^ dream ! 
FusELi has no such theme ; 

never wrote or borrowed 

Any horror half so horrid ! 

Methought the P e, in whiaker*d stace^ 

Before me at his breakfast sate : 

On one side lay unread petitions. 

On 't other, hints from five physicians— 

Here tradesmen's bills, official papers. 

Notes from my Lady, drams for Tapours— 

There plans of saddles, tea and toast. 

Death-warrants and the Morning Post. 

When lo ! the Papers, one and sdl. 

As if at some magician's call. 

Began to flutter of themselves 

From desk and table, floor and shelves. 

And, cutting each some different capers. 

Advanced — oh Jacobinic papers! — 

As though they said, « Our sole dcMgn is 

To suffocate his Hoyal Highness !» 

The leader of this vile sedition 

Was a huge Catholic Petition : 

With grievances so full and heavy. 

It threaten'd worst of all the bevy* 

Then Common-Hall Addresses came 

In swaggering sheets, and took their aim 

Right at the R-g-nt s well-dress'd head. 

As if determined to be read ! 

Next Tradesmen's Bills began to fly — 

And tradesmen's bills, we know, n&otmt fa 
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Nay even death* warraou ihought they 'd hest 
Be lively too and joia the rest. 

But oh ! — the basest of defections ! 
His letter about « predilectionsn — 
lib own dear letter, void of grace. 
Now flew up in its parent's face! 
Shock'd with this breach of filial duty, 
Be just could murmur, « Et rv Brute !» 
Then sunk, subdued, upon the floor. 
At Fox's bust, to rise no more ! 

I waked — and pray'd, with lifted hand, 
« Oh ! never may this dream prove true ; 

Though paper overwhelms the land. 
Let it not crush the Sovereign too!» 



PARODY OF A CEI£BRATED LETTER. 

At length, dearest Fbiddt, the moment is nigh. 
When, with P-rc-v-l's leave, I may throw my chains by; 
And, as time now is precious, the first thing I do 
b to sit down and write a wise letter to you. 



a 






I meant before now to have sent you this letter, 
Bui Y-RM — TH and I thought perhaps 't would be better 
To wait till the Irish affairs were decided — 
That u, till both houses had prosed and divided, 
Witli all due appearance of thought and digestion — 
For though li-RTr-ao House had long settled the que»- 

tion, 
I thought it but decent, between me and yon. 
That the two otiier houses should settle it too. 

I need not remind you how cursedly bad 
Our affairs were all looking when Father went mad ; 
A strait-woLHtcoat on him, and restrictions on me, — 
A more limited monarchy could not well be. 
I was call'd upon then, in that moment of punle, 
Tochuse my own minister — just as they muzsle 
A playful young bear, and then mock his disaster 
By bidding him chusc out his own dancing-master. 

I thought the best way, as a dutiful son, 

Was to do as old Royalty's self would have done. 

So I sent word to say I would keep the whole batch in. 

The same chest of tools, without cleansing or patching — 

For tools of this kind, like Blartinus's sconce,* 

Would lose all their beauty if purified once ; 

And think — only think — if our Father should find, 

Upon graciously coming again to his mind, 

That improvement had spoil'd any favourite adviser — 

That R-sE was grown honest, or W-sTM-atL-N d wiser — 

That R-D-a was, even by one twinkle, the brighter — 

Or L-v-a-p— l's speeches but half a pound lighter — 

What a shock to his old royal heart it would be ! 

No ! — fdr were such dreams of improvement from me, 



* Tb« aat^m thuH of Martiau Seriblanu, vluch, 
tmrm'i oat to ba aaly aa tU Moaa*. 



■poo aceariag. 



And it pleased me to find at the house where, you know. 
There 's such good mutton-cutlets and tcrong cnra90«^* 
That the Marchioness called me a duteous old boy. 
And my Y-rm-th's red whiskers grew redder for joy ! 

You know, my dear Faxoor, how oft, if I womid. 

By the law of last Sessions, I might have done good. 

I might have withheld these political noodles 

From knocking their heads against hot Yankee Doodles ; 

I might have told Ireland I pitied her lot. 

Might have soothed her with hope — but you know I did 

not. 
And my wish is, in truth, that the best of old fellows 
Should not, on recovering, have cause to be jraloua. 
But find that, while he has been laid on the shelf, 
We 've been all of us nearly as mad as himaelf. 
You smile at my hopes, hut the doctors and I 
Are the last that can think the K-no ever will die! 

A new era's arrived — though you 'd hardly believe it— - 
And all things, of course, must be new to receive it. 
New villas, new f&tes (which even Waitiman attends) — 
New saddles, new helmets, and — why not new friends? 



I repeat it « new firiendsn — for I cannot describe * 

The delight I am in with this P-rc-v-l tribe. 

Such capering — such vapouring! — such rigour— such 

vigour! 
North, South, East, and West, they have cut tuck a 

figure. 
That soon they will bring the whole worid round our 

ears. 
And leave ns no friends — but Old Nick and Algiers. 
When I think of the glory they 've beam'd on my chaina, 
T is enough quite to turn my illustrious brains; 
It 's true we are bankrupts in commerce and riches, 
But think how we furnish our Allies with breeches! 
We 've lost the warm hearts of the Irish, *t is granted. 
But then we ve got Java, an island much wanted. 
To put the last lingering fpw who remain 
Of the Walcheren warriors out of their pain. 
Then, how Wbllington fights! and how squaUUes hie 

brother ! 
For papists the one, and witii papists the other ; 
One crushing Napolion by taking a city. 
While t' other lays waste a whole CathoUe Committee! 
Oh, deeds of renown ! shall I baggie or flinch. 
With such prospects before me? — by Jove not an inch. 
No— let Englands affairs go to rack if they wiU, 
We '11 look after the affairs of the Continent still. 
And, with nothing at home but starvation and riot. 
Find Lisbon in bread, and keep Sicily quiet. 
I am proud to declare I have no predilections,— 
My heart is a sieve, where some scatter'd affections 
Are just danced about for a moment or two. 
And the finer they are, the more sure to run through : 
Neither have I resentments, nor wish there should come 

ill. 
To mortal— except (now I think on 't) Biav Bi-mm-l, 
Who threatened, last year, in a superfine passion, 
To cut me, and bring the old K-Ro into fiishion. 
This is ail I can lay to my conscience at present. 
When such is my temper, so neutral, so pleasant, 

' Tba lettvrHvritar^a favo«ril« Inachaaa. 
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So royally free from all troublesome feelings. 
So Utile encumber'd by faith in my dealings 
(And, that I 'm consistent, the world vill allow, — 
What I was at Newmarket, the same I am now) — 
When such are my merits (you know I hate cracking), 
I hope, like the vender of best Patent Blacking, 
« To meet with the generous and kind approbation 
Of a candid, enlighten'd and liberal nation.n 

By the by, ere I close this magnificent letter 

(No man except Pole could have writ you a better), 

'T would please me if those, whom I 've humbugg'd so 

long 
With the notion (good men !) that I knew right from 

wrong, 
Would a few of them join me — mind, only a few — 
To let too much light in on me never would do; 
But even Gbey's brightness shan't make me afraid. 
While I 've C-mo-n and Eld-n to fly to for shade; 
Nor will Holland's clear intellect do us much harm, 
While there 's W-stm-bel-nd near him to weaken the 

charm. 
As for Moira's high spirit, if aught can subdue it. 
Sure joining with H-rtf-rd and Y-rm — th will do it! 
Between R-d-r and Wh-bt-n let Sheridan sit, 
'And their fogs will soon quench even Sheridan's wit; 
And against all the pure public feeling that glows 
Even in Whitbread himself we 've a host in G — rob 

R-se! 
So, in short, if they wish to have places, they may, 
And I *11 thank you to tell all these matters to Grbt, 
WJio, I doubt not, will write (as there 's no time to lose) 
By the two-penny post, to tell Grenville the news; 
And now, dearest Fred (thdugh I 've no predilection). 
Believe mc yours always with truest affection. 

P. S. — A copy of this is to P-rc-v-l going — 

Good Lord I how St Stephen's will ring with his crowing ! 



ANACREONTIC. 

TO A PLUMASSIEl. ' 

Fine and feathery artisan ! 
Best of Plumists, if you can 
With your art so far presume. 

Make for mc a P e's plume — 

Feathers soft and feathers rare, 
Such as suits a P e to wear! 

First, thou downiest of men ! 
Seek me out a fine pea-hen; 
Such a hen, so tall and grand, 
As by Juno's side might stand. 
If there were no cocks at hand! 
Seek her feathers, soft as down. 

Fit to shine on P e's crown ; 

If thou canst not find them, stupid! 
Ask the way of Prior's Cupid. 

Ranging these in order due. 
Pluck me next an old cuckoo; 
Emblem of the happy fates 
Of easy, kind, cornutcd mates! 
Pluck him well—be sure you do— 
Who would n't be an old cuckoo, 
Thiis to have his plumage ble&s'd, 
Beaming on a r-y-1 crest? 



Bravo, Plumist ! — now what bird 
Shall we tind for plume the tltird ! 
You must get a learned owl. 
Blackest of black-letter fowl-— 
Bigot bird that hates the light. 
Foe to all that 's ^irand brigbf f 
Seixe his quills (so fbrm'd to pen 
Books that shun the search of men, — 
Books tliat far from every eye. 
In « swelter'd venom sleeping* lie !) 
Stick them in, between the two. 
Proud pea-hen and old cuckoo ! 

4 

Now you have the triple feather. 
Bind the kindred stemc together 
With a silken tie whose hue 
Once was brilliant buff and blue ; 
Sullied now — alas ! how much ! — 
Only fit for Y-RM— Ti's touch. 
There— -enough — tliy task is done; 

Present worthy G qk's son ! 

Now beneath, in letters neat. 

Write « I SBivi,» and all 's complete. 



EXTRACTS 

FROM THE DIARY OP A POI^TICIAH. 

9redntsdmy. 

Through M-nch-st-r Square took a canter jost now— 
Met the old yellow cJiariot, and made a low bow. 
This I did, of course, thinking 't was loyal and rivil. 
But got such a look — oh, 't was black as tbedevfl! 
Uow unlucky ! — incog, he was travelling about, 
And I, like a noodle, must go find him cot! 

Mem. — -When next by the old yellow chario 1 1 ride. 
To remember there is nothing princely inude. 

At Levee to-day made another sad blander — 
What can be come over me lately, I wonder? 

The P E was as cheerful as if, all his life, 

He had never been troubled with Friends or a Wifit— 
« Fine weather,* says he — to which I, who waisf prale. 
Answcr'd, « Yes, Sir, but changeable rather, of lalc> 
He took it, I fear, for he look'd rather gruff. 
And handled h'ls new pair of whiskers so roogb. 
That before all the courtiers I fear'd they *d come ef^ 
And then, Lord! how Geramb would triumphantly scdT 

Mem. To buy for son Dickt some unguent or locioa 
To nourish his whiskers — sure road to promotion!' 



Last night a concert — vastly gay — I 

Given by Lady C-stl-r — oh. | 

My Lord loves music, and, we know, | 

Has two strings always to his bow. I 
In chusing tongs, the R-o-irr named 
« Had la heart for falsehood. /)rttmed,9 

* England !• not (be onlj coaatry «li«r« iB«irit •€ lUa kisi ■ ■*' | 
tired and rcw«rdrd. • I rcweaibcr,* mjs Tavcr*i«r« 
one of the Ring of Pertia't porten. whMe «! 
he could tie then behind hi* ■ech, for 
pentioB.* 
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WhUc gentle H-BTr-RD begg'd and prmy'd 
For « Voutuf J am^ and sort afraid.* 



RING CRACK' AND HIS IDOLS. 
fFritUn after the late Negotiation for a new M-nrStry, 

King Crack was the best of all possible kings 

(At least so his courtiers would swear to yon gladly). 

But Crack now and tlien would do het'rodox things, 
And, at last, took to worshipping Images sadly. 

Some brokeu-down Idols, that long had been placed 
In his Father's old Cabinet, pleased him so much 

That he koclt down and worshipped, though — such was 
his taitle ! 
They were monstrous to look at and rotten to touch ! 

And these were the beautiful Gods of King Crack ! — 

Till his people, disdaining to worship such things. 
Cried aloud, one and all, «Come, your Godships must 
pack — 
You will not do for tu, though you may do for 
Xings.n 

Then trampling the gross Idols under their feet. 
They sent Crack a petition, beginning, m Great Gsesar! 

We are willing to worship, but only entreat 
That you '11 find us some decenter Godhead ;than 
these are.n 

« I'll try,» says King Crack— then they fumish'd him 
models 
Of better shaped Gods, but he sent them all back; 
Some were chisell'd too fine, some had heads 'stead of 
noddles. 
In short, they were all much too godlike for Crack ! 

So he took to his darling old Idols again. 

And, just mending their legs and new broniing their 
faces, 
In open defiance of gods and of men. 

Set the monsters up grinning once more in their 
places ! 



WREATHS FOR THE MINISTERS. 

AN ANACRtONTIC. 

Hither, Flora, Queen of Flowers! 
Haste thee from Old Brompton's bowers — 
Or (if sweeter that abode), 
From the King's well-odour'd Road, 
Wliere each little nursery bud 
Breathes the dust and quafls the mud! 
Hither come, and gaily twine 
Brightest herbs and (lowers of thine 
Into wreatlts for those who rule u«— - 
Those who rule and (some say) fool us: 

* OncoftboM tn(««l)lu*ian priaret with whom Maoetbo lad Wbia- 
tea (cem %o iniimaieiy aiqaainted. If w« had the MeBMin ofTboih, 
from «birh Maariho it»mpiled hi* hittory, «• thoold fiad, I d«r« mJi 
that Crack wa« only « Regent, and thai be. pcrhapt. tacceeded Typhoa, 
who (aft WbiMon aay*) wa« the Um kiaf of (bo aaudilama dy> 
aaety. 



Flora, sure, will love to please 
England's Household Deitirs! * 

First you must then, willy-nilly« 
Fetch me many an orange lily — 
Orange of the darkest dye 
Irish G-rr-RD can supply ! 
Chuse me out the longest sprig. 
And stick it in old Eld-n's wig! 

Find me next a poppy-posy. 
Type of his harangues so doxy, 
Garland gaudy, dull aud cool, 
For the head of L-v-rp — lI — 
T will console his brilliant brows 
For that loss of laurel boughs 
Which they suffer'd (what a pity!) 
On the road to Paris City. 

Next, our C-stl-r — oh to crown. 
Bring me, from the County Down, 
Wither'd shamrocks, which have been 
Gilded o'er to hide tlie green — 
(Such as H — or — t brought away 
From Pall-Mall last Patrick's Day.)' 
Stitch the garland through and through 
With shabby threads of every hue — 
And as. Goddess! — entre nous — 
His Lordship loves (though best of men) 
A little torture now and then, 
Crimp the leaves, thou first of syrens! 
Crimp them with thy curUng-irons. 

That 's enough — away, away — 
Had 1 leisure, I could say 
How the oldest rose that grows 
Must be pluck'd to deck Old R-sR,— 
How the Doctor's brow should smile 
Crown'd with wreaths of camomile! 
But time presses. — To thy taste 
I leave the rest; so, prithee, haste! 



THE NEW COSTUME OF THE MINISTERS. 



-^-' Not ■ moaatra croarii. OVID. Mtt, lib. i. tror. 437. 

Haviro sent off the troops of brave Major Camac, 
With a swinging horse-tail at each valorous back, 
And such helmets — God bless us ! — as never deck'd any 
Male creature before, except Signor Giovanni — 
M Lett's sce,a said the R-g-nt (like Titus, perplex'd 
With the duties of empire), « whom shall I dress next In 
He looks in the glass— but perfection is there. 
Wig, whiskers, and chin-tufts, all right to a hair;' 

' The aarienta, ia like auaaer, croward their Ureo, or boeaobold 
godi.— Sea Juvenal. Ml. 9. v. i38. Pluurch too telle ea thai boaao- 
hold goit were iheo, aa they aie now. • roach gifoa to wor aod poaal 
tUlntea.> I^IV?(/«(f»IC yXi 7T0IVI/UC(/C Jkl^OTat(. 

* Certain tiatel imiiatioot of the Shjmrnck. which aro difttribalcd by 
lh« aenranta of C a Iloute OTcry Patrick' »-day. 

* That modal of prince*, the Emperor Commedaa, «a« particularly 
luxuriooa ia the dree«ing and ornamenting of hia hair. Hi* coaacteace, 
however, would not •ulTer him to truat bimacif with • barber, and ho 
aaed, accordingly, to burn o(T hit beard. • Timore toatori*.* aay* 
Lampridiua.— (HiaC Aagual. Scripior.) The diaaolato iBItaa Vera*, 
too, wa* eqoalij ■ttcatitr* to tho decoratioa of hi* wig. — (See Jal. Ca- 
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Not a single ex-curl on hit forehead he traces — 
For curls are like Ministers, strange as the case is, 
The falser (bey are, the more firm in their placet. 

His coat he next views — but the coat who could doubt? 
For his Y-iM — th's own Frencliified hand cut it out; 
Every pucker and scam were made matter* of state. 
And a grand Household Council was held on each plait! 

Then whom shall he dress? Shall he new rig his brother. 
Great G-mv-il-nd's Duke, with some kickshaw or other? 
And kindly invent liim more Christian-like shapes 
For his fcaiher-bcd neckcloths and pillory capes? 
Ah ! no — here his ardour would meet with delays. 
For the Duke had been lately pack'd up in new Stays, 
So complete for the winter, he saw very plain 
T would be devilish hard work to unpack him again ! 

So wliat 8 to be done ? — there 's the MiHisrns, bless 

'em!— 
As he made the pnppeu, why should n't he dress 'em ? 
« An excellent thought!— call the tailors — be nimble — 
Let Cum bring his spygla<«, and H-iTr-ao her thimble ; 
While Y-BM — TH shall give us, in spite of all quixsers. 
The last Paris cut with his true Gallic scissars.* 

So saying, he calls C-stl-r- oi, and the rest 
Of his heaven-bom statesmen, to come and be drets'd. 
While Y-a-M— TH, with snip-like and brisk expedition. 
Cuts up, all at once, a large Catholic Petition 

lu long taiIo9* measures (the P a crying, « Well 

donc!n) 
And first puts in hand my Lord Chancellor Eld-r . 



OCCASIONAL ADDRESS, 

For the Opening of tke New Theatre of St St-ph-n, in- 
tended to have been spoken by the Proprietory in 
full Costume^ on the a4*'» of November. 

This day a New House, for your edification. 
We open, most thinking and right-headed nation! 
Excuse the materials — though rotten and bad. 
They're the best that for money just now could be had ; 
And, if echo the charm of such houses should be, 
You will find it shall echo my speech to a T. 

As for actors, we 've got the old Company yet. 

The same motley, odd, iragi-comical set : 

And, coasidering they all were but clerks t'other day, 

It is truly surprising how well they can play. 

Our manager (he who in Ulster was nursed, 

And sung Erin go Bragh for the galleries first. 

But, on finding A«-intercst a much better thing. 

Changed his notr, of a sudden, to {God save the King f) 

Still Mvi&c as he's blooming, and fat as he's clever, 

Himself and his speeches as lengthy as ever. 

Here offers you still the full use of his breath. 

Your devoted and long-winded proser till death! 

You remombrr, last season, when tilings went perverse 

ou, 
Wfi had to engage (as a block to rehearse on) 

(lilolin.) Indeed, thi* wnt not the onlif princely trait in the chararipr 
of Vrni*, •« he had likrwitr a mo»t hearty and dignified conteinpt for 
hit tnfe. — See bitiatulling answer to her in S|>artiuia». 



One Mr V-hs-tt-ht, a good sort of pmon. 
Who 's also cmploy'd for this season to play 
In « Raising the W^ind,i» and « the Devil toPky.» 
We expect too — at least we've been p&oftiDg and pin- 
ning— 
To get tliat great actor from Liverpool, C-iin-n« ; 
And, as at the Circus there 's nothing attract! 
Like a good single combat bnwght in 'twixt the acts, 
If the Manager sliould, with the help of Sir P-va-a; 
Get up new diversions^ and G-nh-nc Rhonld stop 'cm, 
Who knows bat we '11 have to annoance in the papei^ 
a Grand fight — second time— with additiooal 
Be your taste for the ludicrous, hnmdnun, or tad, 
There is plenty of each in this House to be had ; 
Where our Manager ruleth, there weeping will be. 
For a dead hand at tragedy always was he; 
And there never was dealer in dagger and enp. 
Who so smilingly got all hu tragecKes np. 
His powers poor Ireland will never forget. 
And the widows of Walcheren weep o'er them ycc 



So much for the actors. — For secret machinery. 
Traps, and deceptions, and shifting of scenery, 
T-iM — TH and Cum are the best we can find 
To transact all that trickery business behind. 
The former *s employ'd too to teach us French jig^ 
Keep the whiskera in curi, and look after the wigs. 

In taking my leave, now 1 Ve only to say 

A few Seats in the House^ not as yet sold away. 

May be bad of the Manager, Pat C-sti/Hi-— «h. 



■ 



THE SALE OF THE TOOLS. 



latiraaenu regni.'— TAdTUI> 



J. 



Hxai 't a choice set of Tools for you. 

Ladies, 
They '11 fit you quite hsndy, whatever yoor trade is 
(Except it be Cabinet-making — I doubt | 

In that delicate service they 'are rather worn oat ; ' 
Though their owner— bright yonth! — if he'd hid kjii 

own wUl, j 

Would have bungled away with them joyoody rtill)* 
You can see they 've been pretty well hmA' d M ! 

alack! ' 

What tool is there job after job wiU not hack? j 

Their edge is but dullish, it must be confess'd. 
And their temper, like Eu.-NB'a — on*s, none of the lot; 
But you '11 find them good hard-working Tools, wf^ 

trying— ; 

Were it but for their hrass^ they are well wsrtk At 

buying ; 
They are famous for making blinds^ diderx. 
And they 're, some of them, excellent tentusf 



The first Tool I'll put up (they call it a 

Heavy concern to both purchaser and ai 

Though made of pig-iron, yet (worthy of note *t is} 

'T is ready to melt at a half-minute's notice. 

Wlio bids? Grntlo buyer ! 't will turn as thon shspnf^ 

T will make a good tlmm-screw to torture a PqaKi 

Or else a cramp-iron, to stick in the waU 

Of some church that old women are learfiil will 61; 



.'r 
I 

1 
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r, perhapt (for I 'm guessing at random), 
drafjf chain for some Lawyer's old Tandem ! 
>ody bid 7 It is cheap, I am sure. Sir— 
ioe^goiog, going — thrice — gone ! — It is yours. 

Sir. 
eady money you sha'o't be distress'd, 

at long date suits the Giancxlloi best 

rhere's the next Tool?— Oh! 't is here in a 

trice — 

ilement, Gemmen ! at first was a Fiee — 
ious and close sort of Tool, that will let 
out of iu grasp it once happens to get)— 
ace has received a new coaling of TVn, 
lough for a Prince to behold himself in! 
hat shall we say for it ? — briskly ! bid on, 
e sooner get rid of it — going — quite gone ! 
with it ! Such Tools, if not quickly koock'd 

down, 
t last cost their owner — how much T why, a 

Crown ! 

Tool 1 11 set np has hardly had handsel or 
fet, and b afso a Cliaocellor — 
1 tilings as these should be sold by the grosa ; 
as it is, 't will be found to shave close^ 
; other close shavers, some courage to gather, 
(e first began by a flourish on leather ! 
1 have it for nothing — then, marvel with me 
rrible tinkering work there must be, 
1 Tool, such as this is (I *11 leave you to judge it) 
by ill luck at the top o^Ae Budget! 



ITTLE MAN AND UTILE SOUL. 

i to the Tune of* There wasa little Man^ and 
fed a little Maid,» dedicated to the Right Hon. 
sAbb-U 






l8l3. 

as a little Man, and h« had a little Soul, 
aid, « Little Soul, let ns try, try, try, 
iVhether it 's within our reach 

make up a little speech, 
etweeo little you and little T, I, I, 

between little you and little I!» 

hen said his little Soul, 

•epiog from her little hole, 

St, little Man, yon are stout, stout, stout, 

, if 't is not oiKiril, 

f tell me, what the devil 

' little, little speech be about, boat, boat, 

)ur little, little speech be about r» 

he little Man look'd big, 

/ith the assistance of his wig, 

;aird his little Soul to order, order, order, 

she fear d he 'd make her jog in 
jail, Hke Thomas Croggan, 
rasn't duke or earl) to reward her, ward her, 

ward her, 

was n t dake or eari, lo reward her. 



The little Man then spoke, 
« Little Soul, it is no joke. 
For, as sure as i-cvt F-LI/-1 loves a tup, sup, sup, 
I will tell the Prince and People 
What I think of Church and Steeple, 
And my little patent plan to prop them up, up, up. 
And my little patent plan to prop them np.i» 

Away thflb, cheek by jowl. 
Little Man and little Soul 
Went, and spoke their little speech to a tittle, tittle, 
tittle. 
And the worid all declare 
That tilts priggish little pair 
Never yet in all their lives look'd so little, little, little. 
Never yet in all their lives look'd so little. 

REINFORCEMENTS FOR LORD WELUNGTON. 



»■— qne tibi coauBrndal Trejs pcsalrt. 



Rm cap* falenia comiiet.— VIRGIL. 



I8l3. 



As recruits in these times are not easily got. 

And the Marshal must have them — pray, why should 

we not. 
As the last and, I grant it, the worst of our loans to him. 
Ship off the Ministry, body and bones to him? 
There 's not in all England, 1 'd venture to swear, 
Any men we could half so conveniently spare ; 
And, though they 've been helping the French for years 

past. 
We may thus make them usefol to England at last. 
C-STL-a — OH in our sieges might save some disgraces, 
Being used to the taking and keeping of places ; 
And Volanteer C-NN-NO, still ready for joining. 
Might show off his talent for sly undermining, 
Gould the Hoosehold but spare us ite glory and pride. 
Old H— or— T at k»m-works again might be tried, 
And the Ch— f J-arxCK make a bold charge at his side ! 
While V-NS-TT-iT could victual the troops upon tick^ 
And the Doctor look after the baggage and sick. 

Nay, f do not see why the great R-o-nt himself 
Should, in times such as these, slay at home on the 

shelf :- 
Though through narrow defiles he 's not fitted to past, 
Yet who could resist if he bore down en masse J 
And though oft, of an evening, perhaps he might 

prove. 
Like our bravf Spanish Allies, « unable to move ;i»* 
Yet there 's one thing in war, of advantage unbounded. 
Which is, that he could not with ease be surrounded ! 

In my next, I shall sing of their arms and equipment 
At proent no more but — good luck to the shipment ! 



LORD WELUNGTON AND THE MINISTERS. 

i8i3. 
So gently in peace Alcibiades smiled. 

While in battle he shone forth so terribly grand. 
That the emblem they graved on his seal was a child. 

With a thunderbolt pUced in its innocent hand. 

* Th« ckarMln- ftvtn M tU Spuhli Ml4i«r, is Sir Jobs. Mamy't 
■lOTMnibl* «iapM«k. 

45 




Oh, WellimotonI long as such Ministers wield 

Your magnificent arm, the same emblem will do ; 

For, while they're in the Council and you in the Field, 
We 've the babies in Hunt, aud the thunder in you ! 



To Ihe Editor of the Morning Chronicle. 

Sia, — In order to explain the following fragment, it 
is necessary to refer ycnur readers to a late llorid de- 
scription of the Pavilion at Brighton, in the apartments 
of which, we arc told, « ¥vh. The Chinese Bird of Roy- 
alty ^n is a principal ornament. 

I am, Sir, yours, etc. 

Hum. 



.< As for us in Pekin» here a devil of a dio 

From the bed-chamber came, where that long MandanD, 
C-STL-a— OH (whom Ivu calls the Confucius of prow), 
Was rehearsing a speech upon Europe's repose. 
To the deep, double-bass of tlie fat idol's nose ! 

{Nota I»«ii«.— His Lordship and L-v-ap — l come. 
In collateral lines, from tlie old Motlier Hum, — 
C-STii-i— on a lluM-bug— L-v-*P— L a llvx-drum.) 
The speech being finish'd, out rush'd Osth — oh. 
Saddled Hum in a hurry, and whip, spur, away : 
Through the regions of air, like a Snip on his hobby. 
Ne'er paused till he lighted in St Stephen s lobby. 



FUM AND HUM, 

Tlie two Birds of Royalty. 

Om day the Chinese Bird of Boyalty, Fum, 

Thus accosted our own Birtl of Boyalty, Hum, 

In that Palace or China-shop (Brighton— which » »'•) 

Where Fum had just come to pay Hum a short v'l&it.— 

Near akin arc these Birds, though they differ in nation 

(The breed of the Hums is as old as creation). 

Both full-crawd Legitimates— both birds of prey, 

Poth cackling and ravenous creatures, halfway 

*T wixt the goose and the vulture, like Lord C-stl-r — fiH ; 

While Fum deals in Mandarins, Bonzes, Bohca— 

Peers, DUhops, and Punch, Hum, are sacred to thee ! 

So congenial their tastes, that, when Fum first did 

light on 
The floor of that grand China-warehouse at Brighton, 
The lanterns, and dragons, and things round the dome 
Were so like what he left, «Gad,i. says Fum, « I'm at 

homc.ff — 
And when, turning, he saw Bishop L — — — c^i 

u Zooks, itis,n 
Quoth the Bird, *< yes— I know him— a Bonze, by his 

phiz — 
And that jolly old idol he kneels to so low 
Can be none but our round-about godhead, fet Fo!» 
U chanced, at this moment, the Episcopal Prig 

Was imploring theP c to dispense with his wig,' 

Which the Bird, overhearing, Hew high o'er his head, 
And some ToBiT-like marks of his patronage shed. 
Which so dimmd the poor Dandy's idolatrous eye. 
That while Fum cried « Oh Fo '.» all the Court cried 
« Oh fie!» 



EPISTLE FROM TOM CRIB TO BIG BEN. 
Concerning some foul play in a late Tratuaetiam.' 



But, a truce to digression. — These Birds of a feather 
Thus talk'd, t" other night, on State maiteirs together— 

'j\ie P K just in bed, or about to depart for 't. 

His legs full of gout, and his arms full of ) ; 

« I say, UuM,» says Fum— Fum, of course, spoke Chi- 
nese, 
But, bless you, that 's nothing— at Brighton one sees 
Foreign lingoes and Bishops tratnlated witli ease — 
M I say. Hum, how fares it with Royally now? 
Is hupt is it prime ? is it spooney — or how?» 
(The Bird had just taken a Hash man's degree 

Under B e, Y th, and young Master 

L . 

* la eoMcqaeace of tn old promite that he tbould he allowed lo 
wear bh owa hakr, wheaerrr be might bo elevated to « liUboprick by 
hi, R 1 H ta. 



• Ahi, mio IWn !.— METASTASIO.» 

What! Ben, my old hero, is this your renown? 
Is this the new 90?— kick a man when he '9 down! 
When the foe has kuock'd under, to tread on him then— 
By the fisi of my father, I blush for thee, Bes \ 
- Foul: foul !» all the lads of the fancy exclaim— 
Chaeley Shock is clecirilied— Bclchee spiu llame- 
AudMoLTNEUX— ay, even Bl\ck.y, eric* « Shame!* 
Time was, when John Bull little difference spied 
T wixt the foe at his feet aud the friend at his side; 
When he found fsuch his humour in fighting andeJiiag,' 
iiis foe, like his beef-steak, the sweeter for keatiag- 
But this comes, Master Be.i , of your cursed fordga bo. 

tions. 
Your trinkets, wiKs, thingumbobs, gold lace, andb- 

tions ; 
Your noyaus, curacoas, aud the devil knows what— 
(One swig of Bine Ruin^ is worth the whole lot!;— 
Your great and small crowes— (ray eyes, what a brood" 
A cross-buttock from me would do some of them pi«d; 
Which have spoil'd you, till hardly a drop, my t^ 

porpoise. 
Of pure Kuglish claret is left in your corpus; 
And (as JiM says) the only one trick, (pood or bad. 
Of the fancy you 're up to, UJiblnng, my lad! 
Ilcuce it comes,— BoxiANA, disgrace to thy page!- 
llaNiug lloord, by good luck, the first *u>e« oftbrlC^ 
Hiving conquer'd the prime one, that miltd gs il 

round. 
You kick'd him, old Bex, as he gaspd on the groo*' 
Ay— just at the time to show spunk, if yoa "d gotar- 
Kickd him, audjawd him, and lagg'd* himtoBotMf 
Oh, shade of the Cheesemonger.'^ you who, al»I 
Doubled up, by the dozen, thos^ Mounaeers in bca», . 
On that great day of milling, when blood lay in lik» [ 
When Kings held the bottle and Europe ilie stakes, 
Look down upon Ben — see him dunghill all o'er, 1 
Insult the fallen foe that can harm him no more. | 
Out, cowardly spooney! — again and again. 
By the fitt of my father, I bludi for thee. But. , 



I Wriilen toon arter B — B-p-rte'« trmaaportatto* te St 

* Tom, I kuppoie, wa« • «Mi«teJ« to tliia mouo hj Mr 
it U wall-koowa, keep* the ino«i learacd coropanj {»•■{• 

I Gin. * Tranaported. 

* A Lifr-Ooardam^n, one of the Fancy, who JWtiagMkhai 
and wa> killed in the mamorablc t*t-tu ot Waterloo. 



H 



:1 



MISCELLANEOUS POEMS. 



355 



• the white feather is many men'it doom, 

lat of one feather ! — Ben shows a whole Plume 



TO LADY HOLLAND, 

On Napoleon's Legacy of a Snuff-Box. 

T of the Hero, on hit dying day. 

To her, whoM pity watch'd, for ever nigh ; 

! could }ie see the proud, the happy ray, 

rhis relic lights up on her generous eye, 

hing, he 'd fpcl how easy 't is to pay 

i friendship ail his kin(;doms could not buy. 



CORRESPONDENCE 

t a Lady and 'a Gentleman^ upon the Advan- 
of {what is called) m having Law on one's 



• LmCI AVMtA, 

S* ri piacr, ei Uc«.« 



THE GENTLEMAN'S PROPOSAL. 

y to these nrms, nor let beauties so bloomy 
e frigid owner be tied ; 

udes may revile, and your old ones look gloomy, 
earest ! we 've Law on our side. 

ik the delight of two lovers congenial, 
1 no dull decorums divide; 
ror how sweet, and their raptures how venial, 
once they've got Law on tlieir side ! 

ling that in every Kings reign has been done, 

too: 
why should it now he decried 7 
ilhcr has done it, why should n't the Son too 7 
) argues Law on our side ! 

>n should our sweet violation of duty 
d-hlooded jurors be tried, 
I but bring it in Ma misfortune,» my beauty! 
g as we 've Law on our side. 

THE LADTS answer. 

id, my good Sir! go a little more slowly; 
rant me so failliless a bride, 
ners as we are a little too lowly , 
pe to have Law on our side. 

been a great Prince, to whose star shining o'er 

*em 

M)ple should look for tlieir guide, 
ur Highness (and welcome !) might kick down 

decorum — 

always have Law on your side. 

•u even an old Bfarquis, in mischief grown 
hoary, 

■ heart, though it long ago died 
leasures of vice, is alive to its glory — 
ill would have Law on year tide 1 



But for jroii. Sir, crim. con. isa patli full of troubles; 

By my advice therefore abide. 
And leave the porsait to those Princes and Nobles 

Who ba«e such a Law on their side 1 



HORACE, ODE xi. LIB. ii. 

Freely translated by G. /L* 

'CoifK, T-iif — TH, my boy, never trouble your brains 
About what your old croney, 
Tlie Empbbob Ronkt, 
Is doing or brewing on Muscovy's pbi as: 
^ Nor tremble, my lad, at the state of our granaries ;— 
Should there come famine, 
Still plenty to cram in 
You always shall have, my dear Lord of the Stan- 
naries! 
Brisk let us revel, while revel we may ; 
^ For the gay bloom of fifty soon passes away. 
And then people get fat. 
And infirm, and — all that, 
* And a wig (I confess it) so clumsily sits. 
That it frightens the little Loves out of their wits. 

fi Thy whiskers, too, Y-bm— th !— alas, even they, 
Though so rosy they bum. 
Too quickly must turn 
(What a heart-breaking change for thy whiskers !) to 
Gaar. ^ 

7 Tlien why, my Lord Warden ! oh ! why should you 
fidget 
Tour mind about matters you don 't understand 7 
Or why should you write yourself down for an idiot, 
Because « /om,i* forsooth, « have die pen in your 
liand !» 
Think, think how much better 
Than scribbling a letter 
(Which both you and I 
Should avoid, by the by) — 
much pleasanter 't is to sit under the bust 



» Ho^ 



Of old Chaklbt, my friend here, and drink like a 
new one ; 
While CaAaLBT looks sulky and frowns at me, just 
As the ghost in the pantomime frowns at Don 
Juan! 



* Tbh aad ibc followiaf arr extractad froaa a work (whicb say aona 
tiaaa or other nctft iho «y« of iho public) aaiilM, • CMm of Uoracr, 
doaa'ialo Eagliah by •«v«r«l pcraooa of faahioa.* 

■ Quid boUiroaoa Caalaber et Seytha, 
liirpiDc Quinrti. rogilitt, Adria 
Divitiu objcctOi remitlaa 
Qcurrera. 

* N«c trvptdaa in mtmm 
Poanntia st! panes. 

* - Fofil rairo 
Lcria jaTOSiaa at decor. 

* Pcllaate laadroa amoroa 
Caaiiia. 



Vnltu. 



Noqat ano Lnoa 



■net 



' <— Qaid muni* «<« 
Coaailiia aoiaaai faii^ T 

■ Cur BOB aob alu vol plataao. val hoc 
Pioa jacoBlM aie i 
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> To crown us, Lord Warden ! 

In G-MB-ftL-No'i garden 
Grows plenty of monk'$'hood in venomous sprigs ; 

While Otto of Roses, 

Refreshing all noses. 
Shall sweetly exhale from our whiskers and wigs. 
W^hat youth of the Household will cool our noyau 

In that streamlet delicious, 

That, down 'midst the dishes, 

All full of good fishes 

Romantic doth flow ! — 

3 Or who will repair 

Unto M Sq e. 

And see if the gentle MarcKesa be there? 
Go— bid her haste hither, 

4 And let her bring with her 

The newest No-Popery Sermon that's going — 
Oh ! let her come with her dark tresses flowing, 
All gentle and juvenile, curly and gay. 
In tlie manner of Ackbimanns Dresses for May! 



HORACE, ODE xxii. UB. i. 

Freely translated by Lord Eld—n. 

^ Thi man who keeps a conscience pure 
(If not his own, at least his Prince's), 
Through toil and danger walks secure, 
Looks big, and black, and never winces ! 

7 Mo want has he of sword or dagger, 
Cock'd hat or ringlets of Gbsamb; 
Though Peers may laugh, and Papists swagger. 
He does not care one single d-mn ! 

^ Whether 'midst Irish chairmen going. 
Or, through St. Giles's alleys dim. 
Mid drunken Slieelahs, blasting, blowing, 
No matter — 't is all one to him. 



roM 



CsBM odorati capilloa 

Dam liret, AnyrUqiM aanlo 
Poumiu oncCi. 



Qaia p«er ocyM 



RMlinguel ardeatit Falcrsi 
Pocula pnetertumtt tjfWipMa? 

I Qaia — — cliciat domo 
Lydeo I 



Ebaraa die a|C turn lyra (qu. tiarHi) 



Matorat. 

* laeoatiuB LacKac 
ll«r««MMBi ralifata Bo^aoi. 

* latcf ar ntm aMUriaqae porua. 

' Noa •!•• Maori Jamlit acqur area. 
Nee Ttaaaaik fnvida aafiuia 
Taara, pliarcin. 

* S«*« per Syrtcii iter ■ttOMat, 
Sit* factoriH per inboepitaleai 
Caueasam, val qa« loca fabuioaut 

Lambit H jda*p««. 

Tbf noble tranalator bad. at firat, Lid tbe aecne of tbaac iaaciard 
daodcra of bit maa of roaarieoce amoag tbe papiatt of Spain, and bad 
tranaUird ihe word* • qna loca /»Motmi Umiit Hjd«tpaa* tbu»~ 
• Tbe fablimg Spaniard liek* the Frencb ;• but, recollecting tbat it it 
our interest juat now to be reapectful to S,paiitf«A catbolic* (tbongb tbere 
ia certainly no eartbly reason for ear b«iaf ««•■ eomaionly mil to 
Iritk onea), be altera^ tbe pau«f«a« it iuadtal praacM. 



' For instance, 1, one evening late, 
Upon a gay vacation sally, 
Singing the praise of Church and State, 
Got (God knows how) lo Cranboome-Alley. 

When lo ! «a Irish Papist darted 
Across my path, gaunt, grim, and big— 

I did but frown, and off he started. 
Scared at mt even wichont my vdg ! 

' Tet a more fierce and raw-boned dog 
Goes not to mass in Doblin City, 
Nor shakes hia brogue o'er Allen's Bog, 
Nor spouts in Catholic Committee ! 

' Oh! place me 'midst O'Rouaus, OToolis, 

The ragged royal blood of Txtuk ; 
Or place me where Dick M-aT-n rnlea. 

The houseless wilds of CoNNCMAaA ; — 

4 Of Church and Sute I '11 warble still. 
Though even Dick M-ar^n's self should grumble ; 

Sweet Church and Sute, like Jack and Jiix, 

' So lovingly upon a hill — 
Ah ! ne'er like Jack a id Jiu. to tumble 1 



HORACE, ODE i. LIB. lu. 

A FaAGMKJfT. 



Odi profannm *nlfaa et areeo. 

Faveie lingnia : earmina noa priaa 
Audita, Maaaraaa aacerrfot, 
Virginibaa, pueriaqaa canto. 

Regnm iremcodoram in proprioa grage*. 

Rrgw ia ipaoa tnperiam eat Jovb. 



i8i3. 
[ BATK thee, oh Mob ! as my lady hates delf. 

To Sir Francis 1 11 give up thy claps and diy hisses, 

' ffaaqaa aia aylaa lapaa ia SabiD*. 
Dam nuam caato Lalagea, ct altra 
TeraninuB caria Tngor espcditaa, 
Fagit inerneB. 
I cannot belp calling tbe rcadar'a attention lo tkepecaliar iageaaity 
wttb wbich tbcM linet arc parapbraa«4. Not to aMatiaa Ac hapfj 
eoavaraioa of tbe wolf into a papiat (aeeiaf tbat KoMslaa van aadiJad 
by a wolf, tbat Rome vaa fooaded by Rovabu, aa4 tbat tka Pope baa 
alwaya reigaed at Roaaa), tbere ia aometbiag particalarly aeat ia aa^ 
poaing ■ uim MnainooiB to mean earatioa-tiaa . aadtb«« tbe modeat 
conaciottaaeaa wiib wbicb tbe noble and learned tmnaUter baa m w iiwi 
toacbiag apoa iha word* ■ carta gxptdilii$» (or, aa it baa bcea oiber- 
wiae read, uuuit »xpmHtM$)» and tba felicitoua idcn of hia bciaf • iaer- 
mi«a wbea awitboat biawig.* ara altogatber tba moat ialariabla apt 
ciauaa of parapbraae ia oar laa ga a g e. 

' Qoala pertentnm aeqae militaria 
Daania in latia alit eacvlatia. 
Nee Jab« teilaa geaetat, leeaam 
Arida nutrix. 
.* Poaa OM pigria abi aalla rampia 
Arbor arativa raereatar aara i 
Qaod lataa maadi, aebal», malaa^ac 
Japiier arget. 
I mau here romark, tbat the aaid Oica M«a*-« haiag a vary good 
fellow, it waa aot at all fair to nuke a • aaalM Japttan 9i him. 
* Dalee rideatem LaUgaa aaaaba, 
Daloe lo^oantem* 
* There maaot ha imagiaed a more bappy Ulaatratiaa af the iaaaf»> 
rability of Chorch aad 8uu, aad their (what ia ralM) • aua^iag aad 
falliog togetbar.a thaa tbia aaeient apolagva of Jaca aad Jiu. Jack. 
of cooraa, reprweaata tha State in tbia iaganiooa Uttia nllegory. 
Jack fall down, 
iUd broke hia 6'raara, 
AM Jifcfc 
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Leave old Magna Cbarta to shift for itielf, 
And, like G-dw-k, write books for 501109 masters 
and mitsea. 
Oh ! it is not high rank that can make the heart merry, 
Even monarchs themselves are not free from mishap ; 
Though the Lords of Westphalia must quake before 
Jerry, 
Poor Jerry himself has to quake before Nap. 



HORACE, ODE xzxviii. UB. 1. 



A rAACMiirr. 



Trmndated by a Treasury Clerk » whiUwaidng Dinner 
for Ae Might Bon, G — rye A-^se. 



P«n(coft o4i. pa«r. a|>pwr«UM i 
Dicplicent D«sa pbiiyra coreaa. 

Stra 



BoT, tell the Cook that I hate aU nick-naekeriea. 
Fricassees, Yol-au-vents, puf fa, and gim-crackeriea,— > 
Sii by the Horse-Guards ! — old Georgy it late— 
But come — lay the table^oth — Mwnda ! do not wait, 
Nor stop 10 inquire, while the dinner is staying, 
At which of his places Old R — sb ia delaying !' 



TO 



Mori* pur qaaad* vaol, 
•■ Aaf alo.* 



•i iMcb ai vtcc p«r 



VbiMfaai 



DiK when you will, you need not 
At heaven s court a form more fair 

Than Beauty here oo earth has given ; 
Keep but the lovely looks we see — 
The voice we hear — and you will be 

An angd ready-made for heaven ! 

IMPROMPTU. 

Of«n being obliged to leave a pleasant party, from 
tike want of a pair of Breeches to dress far Dinner 
in. 

1810. 

BrrwBBN Adam and me the great difference is. 
Though a paradise each has been forced to reaign. 



* The literal doMBM* af iha vcruaa kcra caaoat b«l W 
TIm tnatUlor haa adJ«d a long, aniJiie, aaJ Sawaiy aota apoa Jtiw*. 
•Twhicb I caa ntardy ftra a apc«iai«a at prcaaai. la the firai place, 
iw raaaacks ih« AaMnaai Fotitinam ol ih* PartUa poet Sedi. with ibr 
hape «r fiadiag aoaia Pefifwa/ Hoaea. to autdi th* feaileaua ia the te>i 
— bat ia vaia : be tbea trlla at ib«i Cicero acniaed Vcrrea of repaeiaQ 
■paa a eoahioB • Melitcnai laaa fmtmm,* whi^. frOM the add aUatarc 
af worda. he tappoaet to be a kiad of hi$k Bed of Rome* . like LorJ 
Caatlereagh'*. The leaned clerk aeet revoara ae with aoaae reeaark* 
apoa a vell-kaowa poaaiaB epiupb oa fair Raeaaaoad, aad eipreaeea 
a aoat loyal hope, thai, if • Roae ataoda* area k a Kae* with dean 
beads,* it may be fnaad epplirabic to the Right Haaaafable Raae ia 
qaaaiioa. He ibea dwell* at aoae leagtb apoa tbe • Roaa a«raa,« 
which, ihoagfa dcecripiivc, ia oae aeaae, of the aid Treaaary Staieaaian, 
ya(. aa beiag eaaaerrated aad wora by the Pope, natt, ofcoarte, aot 
ba braaght iato tbe aame etaioephcre with biot. Laatly, ia referraci* 
to the words • •Ut Roae,- he wioda ap with ihe pethetk laBcauiion 
of tbe poet, • coaaeaaiMe RoMa.» The whole aaca, iadead, ■hawa.t 
kaowUdge of Roaci thai it quite edifyiag. 

' The words addressed by Lord Herbert of Chcrbory, to Che baaati- 
fal aaa at Muraaa.-Sca hU Lift. 



L 



That he never wore breeches till tum'd oat of his. 
While, for want of my breeches, I 'm banirii'd firom 
mine. 



WHAT'S MT THOUGHT LIKE? 

(^st— Wit is a Pump like VisconmC-fTL-a~«i ? 

Jnsw, — Because i^ is a slender thinff of wood. 
That up and down its awkward arm doth sway. 
And coolly spout, and spout, and spout away. 

In one weak, washy, everlasting flood! 



EPIGRAM.* 

M What news to-day Ti» — « Oh ! worse and wone-— 

M — c is the Pa a's Privy Purse !a 

The Pa I's Purse ! no, no, you fool. 

You mean the Pa— ^I's Ridicule ! 



EPIGRAM. 

Dialogue between a Catholic Delegate and his R-y-l 
B-ghn-si the D-ke of C—b^-nd. 

Said his Highness to Nbd, with that grim faee of his, 
« Why refuse as the Feto, dear Catholic Nbbot ?»— 

a Because, Sir,» said Nbd, looking full in his phiB, 
« Ton 're forbidding enough, in all conscience, al- 
ready !i» 



EPIGRAM. 

Dialogue between a Dowager and her Maid on Ae 
Night of Lord r-rm— As Fitt, 

« I wAirr the Court -Guide,» said my Lady, « to look 

If the hdUse, Seymour Place, be at 3o or bo»— 
«i We ve lost the Couri'Guide» Ma'am, bnt here *s the 
Red Book, 
Where you '11 find, I dare say, Seynumr Placbs in 
plenty !■ 

EPIGRAM. 

raOM TIB FBBNCl. 

a I REV IB give a kiss,* says Prue, 

a To naughty man, for I abhor it.» 
She will not give a kiss 't is true — 

She 11 take one, though, and thank you for it. 

ON A SQUINTING POETESS. 

To no one Muse does slie her glance confine. 
But has an aye, at once, to all the Nine ! 



THE TORCH OF LIBERTY. 

I SAW it all in Fancy's glass — 
Herself the fair, the wild magician. 

That bid this splendid day-dream pass. 
And named each gliding a|^|>arition. 

I This is a jaa wtM, attributed, I kaow aot haw imly.M ihaPa-ae" 
of W-U4. I hare aierelj rersified it. 
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T was like a torch race — such as they 
Of Greece perform'd, in ages gone, 

When the fleet youths, in long array, 
Pass'd the bright torch triumphant on. 

I saw the expectant nations sund 

To catch the coming flame in turn — ^ 

I saw, from ready hand to hand. 

The clear but struggling glory bum. .. 

And, oh ! their joy, as ft came near, 

T was in itself a joy to see — 
While Fancy whisper'd in my ear, 

M That torch they pass is Liberty \» 

And each, as she received the flame, 

Lighted her altar with its ray, 
Then, smiling to the next who came. 

Speeded it on its sparkling way. 

From Albio!! first, whose ancient shrine 
Was fumish'd with the fire already, 

Columbia caught the spark divine. 
And lit Si flame like Albion's — steady. 

The splendid gift then Gallia took. 
And, like a wild Bacchante, raising 

The brand aloft, its sparkles shook. 
As she would set the world a-blaxiog. 

And, when she fired her altar, high 

It flash'd into tlie redd'ning air 
So fierce, that Albion, who stood nigh, 

Shrunk, almost blinded by the glare ! 

Next, Spain— so new was light to her — 
Leap'd at the torch ; but, ere the spark 

She flung upon her shrine could stir, 
'T was qiiench'd, and all again was dark. 

Yet no — not quench'd — a treasure worth 
So much to mortals rarely dies. — 

Again her living light look'd forth. 
And shone, a beacon, iu all eyes. 

Who next received the flame ? — Alas ! 

Unworthy Naples — shame of shames 
That ever through such hands should pass 

That brightest of all earthly flames ! 

Scarce had her fingers touch'd the torch. 
When, frighted by the sparks it shed. 

Nor waiting e'en to feci the scorch. 
She dropp'd it to the earth — and fled. 

And fallen it might have long remain'd. 
But Grebcb, who saw her moment now, 

Caught up the prize, though prostrate, stain'd, 
And waved it round her beauteous brow. 

And Fancy bid me mark where, o'er 

Her altar as its flame ascended. 
Fair lauroll'd spirits secm'd to soar. 

Who thus in song their voices blended : — 



« Shine, shine for ever, glorious flame, 

Divinest gift of God to men ! 
From Greece thy earliest splendour came* 

To Greece thy ray returns again I 

« Take, Freedom ! take thy radiant round — 
When dimm'd, revive — when lost, retom ; 
Tin not a shrine through earth l>e found. 
On which thy glories shall not bum !» 



EPILOGUE. 

Last night, as lonely o'er my fire I sat. 
Thinking of cues, starts, exits, and — all that. 
And wondering much what little knavish sprite 
Had put it first in women's heads to Irrite : — 
Sudden I saw —as in some witching dream — 
A bright-blue glory round my book-case beaiA, 
From whose quick-opening fblds of azure Ught, 
Out flew a tiny form, as small and bright 
As Puck the Fairy, when he pops his head. 
Some sunny morning, from a violet bed. 
« Bless me !» I starling cried, « wliat imp are yoa?*~ 
« A small he-devil, Ma'am — my name Bas Blbu— 
A bookish sprite, much given to routs and reading ; 
'T is I who teach your spinsters of good breeding 
The reigning taste in chemistry and caps. 
The last new bounds of tuckers and of maps. 
And, when the waltz has twirl'd her giddy brain. 
With metaphysics twirl it back again !» 

I view'dbim, as he spoke — his hose were blne^ 
Mis wings — the covers of the last Review — 
Cerulean, border'd with a jaundice hue. 
And tinsell'd gaily o'er, for evening wear. 
Till the next quarter brings a new-fledged pair. 
« Inspired by mc— (pursued this waggisli Fairy) — 
That best of wives and Sapphos, Lady Mary, 
Votary alike of Crispin and the Muse, 
Makes her own splay-foot epigrams and shoes. 
For me the eyes of young Camilla shine. 
And mingle Love's blue brilliances with mine ; 
For me she sits apart, from coxcombs shrinking. 
Looks wise — tlie pretty soul I — and Ainks she 's think- 
ing. 
By my advice Miss Indigo attends 
Lectures on Blemory, and assures her friead«, 
* "Pon honour! — (mimicks) — nothing can surpass tlie 

plan 
Of that professor — {trying to recollect) — psha! tkal 

memory-man — 
That — what 's his name?— him I attended lately — 
'Pon honour, he improved my memory greatly.' » 

Here, curtseying low, I ask'd the blue-lcjjg'd sprite. 
What share he had in this our play to>nighL 
« Nay, there — (he cried) — there I am guiltless quite— 
What! chuse a heroine from tliat Gothic time. 
When no one waltz'd, and none but monks cmU 

rhyme ; 
When lovely woman, all unschool'd and wild, 
Blush'd without art, and without culture smiled — 
Simple as flowers, while yet unclass'd they shone. 
Ere Science call'd their brilliant world her own. 
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Ranged the wild rosy ibinfjs io learned orders, 
Aad till'd with Greek the (^urden's blu&hiog borders ? — 
No, no — your gentle laas will not do — 
To-morrow ereaiag, when tlic lights hum blue, 
I '11 cotne — (pointing downwards) — you understand — 
till then adieu !» 

And tuts the sprite been here* 7 No— jests apart — 
Howe'er man rules in science and in art. 
The sphere of woman's (;iorie<( is the heart. 
And, if our Mu«e have skelch'd with pencil true • 
The wife — tlie mother — firm, yet gentle too— 
Whose soul, wrapp'd up in tics itself hath spua« . 
, Trembles, if touch'd in the remotest one ; 
Who loves — yet dares even Love himself disown, 
When honour's broken nhaft supports his throne: 
If such our Ina, she may scorn the evils. 
Dire •• they are, of Critics and — Blue Devils. 



TO TBI MKMOET 07 

JOSEPH ATKINSON, ESQ. OF DUBUN. 

Ir ever life was prosperously cast. 

If ever life was like the Icngthen'd flow 

Of some sweet music, sweetness Co the last, 
T was his who, moorn'd by many, sleeps below. 

The sunny temper, bright where all is strife. 
The simple heart that mocks at worldly wiles. 

Light wit, that plays along the calm of life, 
And stirs its languid surface into smiles ; 

Pure charity, t!iat comes not in a shower, 
Sudden and loud, oppressing what it feeds, 

But, like the dew, with gradual silent power. 
Felt in tlie bloom it leaves along the meads ; 

The bnppy grateful spirit, that improves 
And briglilcns every gift by fortune given. 

That, wander where it >iill with those it loves, 
Makes every place a home, and home a heaven : 

All these were his. — Oh! tliou who read'st this stone. 
When for thyself, lliy children, to the sky 

Tliou humbly priiyesL, ask this boon alone, 
Tliat ye like him may live, like him may die! 



EPITAPH ON A WELL-KNOWN POET. 

Bene.vth thesf poppies buried deep, 
The l>ones of Bob the Bard lie hid; 

Peace to his manes ; and may he sleep 
As soundly as his readers did ! 

Through every sort of verse roeanderiog, 
Bob went without a hitch or fall. 

Through Epic, Snppliic, Alexandrine, 
To venie tliat was no verse at all ; 

Till fiction li.i\iiig jlone enough, 

To make a bard at least al)surd, 
And give his readers quantum suff.^ 

He took to praising George the Third : 



And now, in virtue of his crown, 

Dooms lu, poor whigs, at once to slaughter ; 
Like Donellan of bad renown, 

Poiiioning us all witli laurel-water. 

And yet at times some awkward qualms be 
^eli about leaving honour's track ; 
And though he 's got a butt of Malmsey, 
It may not save him from a sack. 

m 

Death, weary of so dull a writer. 

Put to his works ^ finis thus. 
Oh! may the earth on him lie fighter 

Than did his quartos upon us! 



THE SYLPH'S BALL. 

• 

A Stlph, as gay as ever sported 

l!er figure through the fields of air. 
By aohold swarthy Gnome was courted. 
And, strange t» say, he won tbt fur. 

The annak oftflie oldest witch 
A pair so sorted coukl not show — 

But how refuse ? — the Gnome was rirb. 
The Rothschild of the world bekm ; 

And Sylphs, like otlier pretty creatures, 
Loam from their mammas to consider 

Love as an auctioneer of features, ' 

Who knocks them down to the best bidder. 

Home she was taken to his mine — 
A palace, paved with diamonds all — 

And. proud as I^dy Gnome to shine, 
Sent out her tickets for a ball. 

The lower world, of course, was there. 
And all the best; but of the upper 

The sprinkling was but shy and rare — 
A few old Sylphids who loved supper. 

As none yet knew the wondroos lamp 
Of Davy, that renown'd Aladdin, 

And the (>nome's tialls exhaled a damp. 
Which accidents from fire were iKid in ; 

The ch.imbcrs were supplied with light 
By many strange, but safe devices:— 

Large fire-dies, such as shine at night 
Among the Orient's llowerti and spices : 

Musical flint-mills — swiftly play'd 
By elfin liands — that, (lashing round. 

Like some bright glancing min&trel maid. 
Gave out, at unce, both light and sound; 

Bologna-stones, that drink the sun ; 

And water from that Indian sea. 
Whose waves at night like wild-fire run, 

Cork'd up in crystal carefully. 

Glow-worms, that round the tiny dishes. 
Like little light-houses, were set up ; 

And pretty phospliorescenl fishes. 
That by their own gay light were eat op. 
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'Moag the few gu«sts from Ether, came 
That wicked Sylph, whom Love we call — 

My Lady knew him but by name. 
My Lord, her husband, not at all. 

Some prudent Gnomes, 't is said, apprized 
That he was coming, and, no doubt 

Alarm'd about his torch, advised 
He should, by all means, be kept out. 

But others disapproved this plan, 

And, by his flame though somewhat frighted, 
Thought Love too much a gentleman. 

In such a dangerous place to light it. 

However, there he was — and dancing 
With the fair Sylph, light as a feather : 

They looCd like two young sunbeams, glancing, 
At daybreak, down to earth together. * 

And all had gone off safe and well. 
But for that plaguy torch — whose light. 

Though not yet kincUed, whb could tell 
How soon, how devilishly it might? 

And so it chanced — which in those dark 
And fireless halls, was quite amazing, 

Did we not know how small a spark 
Can set the torch of Love a-biazing. 

Whether it came, when close entangled 
In the gay waltz, from her bright eyes. 

Or from the lucciole, that spangled 
Her locks of jet — is all surmise. 

Certain it is, the ethereal giri 

Did drop a spark, at some odd turning, 
Which, by the waltz's windy whirl, 

Was finn'd up into actual burning. 

Oh for that lamp's metallic gauze — 

That curtain of protecting wire — 
Which Davy delicately draws 

Arotmd illicit, dangerous fire ! — 

The wall he sets 'twixt flame and air 

(Like that which barr'd young Thisbe's bliss), 

Through whose small holes this dangerous pair 
May see each other but not kiss.' 

At first the torch looked rather bluely — 
A sign, they say, that no good boded — 

Then quick the gas became unruly, 

And, crack ! the ball-room all exploded. 

Sylphs Cnomes, and fiddlers, mix'd together, 
With all their aunts, sons, cousins, nieces. 

Like butterflies, in stormy weather. 

Were blown — legs, wings, and tails — to pieces ! 

While, 'mid these victims of the torch. 
The Sylph, alas ! too, bore her part — 

Found lying, with a livid scorch. 
As if from lightning, o'er her heart ! 



Parliqne dedere 



OmuU quitqu* sua, oon prrvcaieBtia coatn.-^VlD. 



« Well done \n a laughing goblin said. 
Escaping from this gaseous strife ; 

« T is not the first time Love hat made 
A Uow-up in connubial life.» . 



REMONSTRANCE. 
After a conversation with L — d J — 



i« 



which he had intimated some idea of giving up all 
' political pursuits. 



What! tfum, with thy genius, thy youth, and thy 
Thou, bom of a Russell — whose instinct to nm 

The accustomed career of thy sires, is the same 
As the eaglet's, ,to soar with his eyes on the son ! 

■ 

Whose nobility comes to thee, stamped with a seal. 
Far, far more ennobling than monarch e'er set ; 

With the blood of thy race offer'd up for the weal 
Of a nation that swears by that martyrdom yet ! 

Shalt tiiou be faint-hearted and turn from the strife. 
From the mighty arena where all that is grand. 

And devoted, and pure, and adorning in life, 
Is for high-thoughted spirits, like thine, to conmand ? 

Oh no, never dream it — while good men despair 
Between tyrants and traitors, and timid men bow. 

Never think, for an instant, thy country can spare 
Such a light from her dark'ning horizon as thou ! 

With a spirit as meek as the gentlest of those 
Who in life's sunny valley lie shelter*d and warm; 

Tet bold and heroic as ever yet rose 
To the top cliffs of Fortune, and breasted her storm ; 

With an ardour for liberty, fresh as in youth. 
It first kindles the bard, and gives life to his lyre ; 

Yet mellow'd, even now, by that mildness of truth 
Which tempers, but chills not, the patriot fire; 

With an eloquence — not like those rills feom a height. 
Which sparkle, and foam, and in yapour are o'er ; 

But a current that works out its way into light 
Through the filt'ring recesses of thought and of lore. 

Thus gifted, thou never canst sleep in the shade; 

If the stirrings of genius, the music of fame. 
And the charms of thy cause have not power to per- 
suade, 
Tet think how to freedom thou 'rt pledged by thy 
name. 

Like the bou^s of that laurel, by Delphi's decree. 
Set apart for the feme and its service divine. 

All the branches that spring from the old Ruksell tree. 
Are by Liberty claim' d for the use of her shrine. 



EPITAPH ON A LAWYER. 

HxRi lies a lawyer— one whose mind 
(Like that of ail the lawyer kind) 
Resembled, though so grave and stately. 
The pupil of a cat's eye greatly ; 
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Which for the roouting deeds, transacted 

In holes and comers, is well fitted. 
But which, in sunshine, grows contractrd, 

As if *t would — raHier not admit it ; 
Ab if, in short, a man would quite 

Throw time away who tried to let in a 
Decent portion of God's light 

On lawyer's mind or pussy's retina. 

Hence when h« took to potitics. 

As a refreshing change of evil. 
Unfit with grand affairs to mix 
Hit little Nisi-Prius tricks, 

like imps at bo-peep, play'd the deril ; 
And prored that when a small law wit 

Of statesmanship attempts th^ trial, 
T is like a player on the kit 

Put all at once to a has %idl. 

Nay, even when honest (which he could 
Be, now and then), still quibbling daily. 

He served his country as he would 
A client thief at the Old Bailey. 

But— do him justice — short and rare 

His wish through honest paths to roam ; 
Bom with a Mste for the unfair, 
Where falsehood cali'd hr Ktill was there. 

And when least honest most at home. 
Thus, shuffling, bullying, lying, creeping, 

He work'd hit way up near the throne, 
And, long before he took the keeping 

Of the king's conscience, lost his own. 



MY BIRTH-DAT. 

«Mt birth-day! — What a different sovud 
That word had in my yonthfiid ears! 

And how, each time the day comes round, 
Lesa and less white its mark appears! 

When first our scanty years are told. 
It seems like pastime to grow old ; 
And, as youth counts the shining links 
That time around him binds so fast. 
Pleased with the task, he little thinks 
How hard that chain will press at last. 

Vain was the man, and folse as vain. 

Who said,* « were he ordain'd to mn 
Hb long career of life again. 

He would do all that he had done.* — 
Ah ! 't b not thus the voice tliat dwells 

In sober birth-days speaks to me; 
Far otherwise — of time it (elb 

Lavish'd unwisely, carelessly— 
Of counsel mock'd — of ulents, made 

Haply for high and pure designs. 
But oft, like Israel's incense, laid 

Upon unholy, earthly shrines — 
Of nursing many a wrong desire— 

Of wandering after Love too far. 
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And taking every meteor fire 

That cross'd my path-way for hit star! 
All this it tells, and, could I trace 

The imperfect picture o'er again. 
With power to add, retouch, efface 

The lights and shades, the joy and pain, 
Itow little of the past would suy ! 
How quickly all should melt away- 
All— bat that freedom of the mind 

WMch hath been more than wealth to me; 
Those friendships in my boyhood twined. 

And kept till now unchangingly ; 
And that dear home, that saving ark. 

Where Love's true light at Um I 've found, 
Gieering within, when all grows dark. 

And comfortless, and stormy round ! 



FANCY. 

Tat more I 've view'd this world, the more 1 've found 

Tluit, fill'd as 't is wtth scenes and creatures rare. 
Fancy commanda^^thin her owif briglit round, 

A world of scenes and creatures hr more fair. 
Nor is it that her power can call up there 

A single charm that 's not from Nature won, 
Ifo more than rainbows, in their pride, can wear 

A single tint unborrow'd from the sun — 
But 'l is the mental medium it shines through. 
That lends to beauty all iu charm and hue ; 
As the same light, that o'er the level hike 

One dull monotony of lustre flings. 
Will, entering in the rounded rain-drop, make 

Colours as gay as those on angels' wings! 



LOVE AND HYMEN. 

LovB had a fever — ne'er could (los<> 
Hu Uttle eyes till day was breaking; 

And whimsical enough. Heaven knows. 
The things he raved about while waking. 

To let him pine so were a sin- 
One to whom all the world 's a debtor — 

So Doctor Hymen vras cali'd in. 

And Love that night slept rather better. 

Next day the case gave further hope yet. 
Though still some ugly fever latent; — 

« Dose, as before »— a gentle opiate. 
For which old Hymen has a patent. 

After a month of daily call. 
So fast the dose went on restoring. 

That Love, who first ne'er slept at all, 
Now took, the rogue! to downright snoring. 



TRANSLATION FROM CATULLUS. 

SwiiT Sirmio! thou, the very eye 

Of all peninsulas and islet 
That in our lakes of silver lie. 

Or sleep, enwrenlhed by Neptnne's smiles, 

46 
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How gladly back to thee I fly! 

Still doubting, asking can it be 
That I have left Bithyoia's sky, 

And gaze in safety upon thee ? 

Oh ! what is happier than to find 
Our hearts at ease, our perils past; 

When, anxious long, the lighten'd mind 
Lays down its load of care at last? — 

When, tired with toil on land and deep, 
Again we tread the welcome floor 

Of our own home, and sink to sleep 
On the long-wish'd-for bed once more 7 

This, this it is that pays alone 
The ilb of all life's former track — 

Shine out, my beautiful, my own 

Sweet Sirmio — greet thy master back. 

And thou, fair lake, whose water quaffs 
The light of heaven, like Lydia's sea, 

Rejoice, rejoice — let all that laughs 
Abroad, at home, laugh out for me ! 



TO MY MOTHER. 

Written in a Pocket-Book^ 182a. 

Thkt 4eU us of an Indian tree 

Which, howsoe'er tlie sun and sky 
Hay tempt its bouglis to wander free, 

And shoot and blossom, wide and high. 
Far better loves to bend its arms 

Downward again to that dear earth 
From which the life, that fills and warms 

Its grateful being, first had birth. 

T is thus, though woo'd by flattering friends, 
And fed with fame (i/fame it be), 

This heart, my own dear mother, bends. 
With love's true instinct, back to thee! 



ILLUSTRATION OF A RORE. 

If ever you 've seen a gay party. 
Relieved from the pressure of Ned — 

How instantly joyous and hearty 

They *ve grown when the damper was fled— 

You may guess what a gay piece of work, 
' What delight to champagne it must be, 

To get rid of its bore of a cork. 

And come sparkling to you, love, and me! 



A SPECULATION. 

Or all speculations the market holds fbrtli. 
The best tliat I know for a lover of pelf 

Is, to buy •••••• up, at the price he is worth. 

And then sell him at that which he sets on liimself. 



SCEPTICISM. 

EiE Psyche drank tlie cup that shed 
Immortal life into her soul. 



Some evil spirit pour'd,'t is said. 
One drop of doubt into the bowl — 

Which, mingling darkly with the stream. 
To Psyche's lips — she knew not why- 
Made even that blessed nectar seem 

As though its sweetness soon would die. 

• 

Oft, in the very arms of Love, 

A chill came o'er her heart — a fear 

That death would, even yet, remove 
Her spirit from that happy sphere. 

« Those sunny ringlets,» she exclaimed. 
Twining them round her snowy fingers — 

«That forehead, where a light, unnamed, 
Unknown on earth, for ever lingers — 

« Those lips, through which I feel the breath 
Of heaven itself, whene'er they sever — 

Oh ! are they mine beyond all death — 
Mine own, hereafter and for ever? 

« Smile not — I know that starry brow. 
Those ringlets and bright lips of thine, 

Will always f,Uine as they do now — 
But shall / live to see them shine?* 

In vain did Love say, « Turn thine eyes 
On all that sparkles round thee here — 

Thou 'rl now in heaven, where nothing dies. 
And in tliesc arms — what canst thou fear7» 

In vain — the falal drop, that stole 
Into that cup's immortal treasure, 

Had lodged its bitter near her soul. 
And gave a tinge to every pleasure. 

And, though there ne'er was rapture given 
Like Psyche's with that radiant boy, 

Hers is the only i^ce in heaven 
Tliat wears a cloud amid its joy. 



FROM THE FRENCH. 

Op all the men one meets about, 

There *s none like Jack — he 's every where: 
At church — park — auciic^ — dinner — rout — 

Go when and where you will, he 's there. 
Try the West End, he 's at your back — 

Meets you, like Eurus, in the East — 
You 're cali'd upon for u How do« Jack?>* 

One hundred times a-duy at least. 
A friend of his one evening said. 

As home he took his pensive way, 
« Upon my soul, I fear Jack 's dead — 

I 've seen him but three limes to-day !» 



ROMANCE. 

I BAVE a story of two lovers, fill'd 

With all the pure romance, the blissful sadness. 
And the sad, doubtful bliss, that ever thrill'd 

Two young and longing hearts in that sweet madnes< 
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But where to chuse the locale of my Tiftioa 
la this wide vulgar world — what real spot 
^n be found out, Kufficirnlly elyMan 

For two such perfect lovers, I know not. 
Oh, for some fair Formosa, such as he, 
The fouog Jew,' fabled of, in the Indian Sea, 
By nothiag but its name of Beauty known. 
And which Queen Fancy might make all her own, 
Her fairy kingdom — take its people, lands. 
And tenements into her own bri(;ht hands, 
And make, at least, one earthly corner fit 
For Love to live in — pure and exquisite ! 



A JOKE VERSIFIED. 

M Com, eome,* said Tom's fother, « at yoor lioae of life, 
There s no longer excune for thus pUying the rake — 

U is time you should tliink, boy, of taking a wife.»— 
« Why, so, it b, Either, — whose wife shall 1 take?* 



OS 



LiKi a snuffers, this loving old dame. 

By a destiny grievous euough. 
Though so oft she h-is snapp'd at the flame, 

Ilaih never caught more than the snuff. 



FRAGMENT OF A CHARACTER. 

Hiaa lies Factotum Ned at last: 
Long as he brcathetl the vital air. 

Nothing throughout all Europe pass'd 
In which he had n't some small share. 

Whoe'er was in, whoe'er was out — 

Whatever statesmen did or said — • 

If not exactly brought about. 
Was all, at least, contrived by Ned. 

With Nxr if Russia went to war, 
T was owing, under Providence, 

To certain hints Ned gave the Cxar — 
{Fide his pamphlet — price six pence.) 

If France was beat at Waterloo — 
As all, but Frenchmen, think she was — 

To Ned, as Wellington well knew. 
Was owing half that day's applause. 

Then for his news — no envoy's bag 

E'er pass'd so many secrets through it— 

Scarcely a telegraph could wag 

Its wooden finger, but Ned knew it. 

Sucli tales be had of foreign plots. 
With foreign names one's ear to buxx in — 

From Russia chefs and ofi iu lots, 
From Poland owskis by the doieu. 

When Gioaoi, alarm'd for England's creed, 
Tum'd out the last Whig ministry, 

And men ask'd — who advised the deed ? 
Ned modestly confess'd 't was he. 

* PwhMBWwr. 



For though, by some unlucky miss. 
He had not downright seen the King, 

He sent such hints through Viscount This, 
To Marquis That, as clench'd the thing. 

Tlie same it was in science, arts, 

Tlie drama, books, MS. and printed — 

Kcan leam'd from Ned his cleverest parts, 
And Scott s last work by him was hinted. 

Qiilde Harold in the proofs he read. 

And, here and there, infused some soul in 't 

Nay, Davy's lamp, till seen by Ned, 
Had— Hxld enough — a dangerous hole in 't. 

T was thus, all doing and all knowing. 
Wit, statesman, boxer, chemist, singer. 

Whatever was the best pie going. 
In that Ned — trust him — had his finger. 



COUNTRY-DANCE AND QUADRILLE. 

Orb night, the nymph call'd Country-Dance — 
Whom folks, of late, have used so ill. 

Preferring a coquette from France, 

A mincing thing, MomselU (Quadrille — 

Having been diascd from London down 
To tlmt last, humblest haunt of all 

She use<l to grace — a country-town — 
Went smiling to the new year's ball. 

« Here, here, at least,* she cried, « though driven 
From London'^ gay and shining tracks— 

Though, like a Peri cast from hcmven, 
1 've lost, for ever loat Almack't— 

« Though not a London Miss alive 
Would now for her acquaintance own me ; 

And ^Mnsters, even of forty-five. 

Upon their honours ne'er have known mc : 

« Here, here, at least, I triumph still. 
And —spite of some few dandy lancers, 

Who vainly try to preach (Quadrille — 

See nought but tnte-blne couutry-danoers. 

« Here still I reign, and, fresh in charms. 
My throne, like Magna Cliarta, raise, 

'Mong sturdy, free-bom legs and arms, 
That scorn tlie threateu'd chaine AnylaUe.* 

T was thus she said, as, 'mid the din 

Of footmen, and the town sedan. 
She 'lighted at the King's-llead Inn, 

And up the stairs triumphant ran. 

The squires and their squiresses all, 
With young squirinas, just come out, 

And my lord's daughters from the Hall 
(Quadrillers, in their hearts, no doubt), 

Already, as she tripp'd up stairs, 
She in the cloak-room saw assembling-^ 

When, hark ! some new outlandish airs. 
From the first fiddle, set her trembling. 
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She stops — she lUieos — can ithel 

Alas ! ia vain her ears would 'scape it — 

It is a pi tanti palpiti^M 
As plain as English bow can scrape it. 

« Courage ! » however in she goes. 

With her best sweeping country grace ; 

When, ah ! too true, her worst of foes. 
Quadrille, there meets htr, face to fiace. 

Oh for the lyre, or violin, 

Or kit of that gay Muse, Terpsichore, 
To sing the rage Uiese nymphs were in, 

Their looks and language, airs and trickery! 

There stood Quadrille, with cat-like (ace 

(The beau iddal of French beauty), 
A baod-box thing, all art and lace, 

Down from her nose-tip to her shoe-tie. 

Her flounces, fresh from Fictorine — 

From Hippofyte her rouge and hair — 
Her poetry, from Laniartine — 

Her morals from — the Lord knows where. 

And, when she danced — so slidingly. 
So near the ground she plied her art, 

You 'd swear her mother-earth and she 
Had made a compact ne'er to part. 

Her face the while, demure, sedate. 

Mo signs of life or motion lowing. 
Like a bright penduU*s dial-plate — 

So still, you *d hardly think 't was going. 

Full fronting her stood Country-Dance — 

A fresh, frank nymph, whom you would know 
For English, at a single glance — 
English all o'er, from top to toe. 

A little gauche, 't is fair to own, 
And rather given to skips and bounces ; 

Eadangering thereby many a gown, 
And playing oft the devU with flounces. 

Unlike Mamselle — who would prefer 

(As morally a lesser ill) 
A thousand flaws in character, 

To one vile rumple of a frill. 

Mo rouge did she of Albion wear ; 

Let her but run that two*heat race 
She calls a Set — not Dian e'er 

Came rosier firom the woodland chase. 

And such the nymph, whose soul had in *t 
Such aoger now — ^whose eyes of blue 

(Eyes of that bright victorious tint 
Which English maids call u ITafeWoow), 

Like summer lightnings, in the dusk 

Of a warm evening, flashing broke. 
While — to the tune of « Honey Musk,* » 

Which struck up now — she proudly spoke: — 

' Aa old Eoglith cooDiry-dance. 



« Heard yon that itrain— that joyous strain I 
T was such as England loved to hear. 

Ere thou, and all thy frippery train. 
Corrupted both her foot and ear — 

« Ere Waltz, that rake from foreign landa. 
Presumed, in sight of all beholders. 

To lay his rude licentious hands 

On virtnoiis English backs and sboul dew 

« Ere times and morals both grew bad. 
And, yet unfleeced by funding blockheads, 

Happy John Bull not only hndf 
But danced to * Money in both pockets.'* 



« Alas, the change I — oh, ! 

Where is the land coold 'scape diaaiien. 
With sttcli a Foreign Secretary, 

Aided by foreign dancing-masters? 

« Woe to ye, men of ships and shops. 
Rulers of day-books and of waves ! 

Quadrill'd, on one side, into fops. 
And drill'd, on t' other, into slaves! 

M Te, too, ye lovely victims! seen. 
Like pigeons truss'd for exhibition. 

With elbows a la crapaudine^ 
And feet in — God knows what position. 

« Hemm'd in by watchful chaperons. 
Inspectors of your airs and graces. 

Who intercept all signal tones. 
And read all telegraphic faces. 

« Unable with the youth adored. 
In that grim cordon of mammas. 

To interchange one loving word. 
Though whisper'd but in queue-^-chats. 

« Ah, did you know how bless'd we ranged. 
Ere vile Quadsillx usurp'd the fiddle — 

What looks in setting were exchanged. 
What tender words in down ffce middle f 

« How many a couple, like the wind. 
Which notliing in its course controls. 

Left time and chaperons far behind. 
And gave a loose to legs and souls ! 

u How matrimony throve— ere stopp'd 
By this cold, silent, foot-coquetting— 

Bow charmingly one's partner popp'd 
The important question in pousseUe-ing ! 

«c While now, alas, no dy advancea— 
No marriage hints— all goes on badly : 

Twixt Parson Malthus and French i^y«iKt\ 
We girls are at a discount sadly. 

« Sir William Scott (now Baron Stowdl) 
Declares not half so much is made 

By licencea-^and he must know weU-— 
SincQ vile Qnadrilling spoil'd the trade* 



She ceased — taan fell from every 
She now had tonch'd the trao pathetic 
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One such autbeaiic fact ac thif , 
It worth whole volnmet theoretie. 

Insunt the cry was « CouirrBT-DANGS !» 
And the maid saw, with brighteoiDg bee. 

The steward of the oight advance, 
And lead her to her birth-ri^C pkce. 


For all, in short, on land and sea. 
In court and camp, who are not. 

Who never were, nor e'er will be 
Good men and true — we care not • 

* 


The fiddles, which awhile had ceased. 
Now tuned again their tummons sweet, 
. And, for one happy night, at least, 

(Md En^and s triumph was complete. 


GENIUS AND CRITiaSM. 


Srripwt quUcai fau. imI M^tw.— >8EinK2A. 






Or old, the Sultan Genius reign'd— 
As Nature meant — supreme, alone; 

With mind uncheck'd, and hands nadiaUi'd, 
His views, his conquests were his own. 


SONG. 
FOR THE POCOCURANTE SOCIETY. 


To those we love we *ve drank to-night; 

But now attend, and stare not. 
While 1 the ampler list recite 

Of those for whom — we care not. 

• 


But power like his, that digs iu grave 
With its own sceptre, could not last : 

So Genius' self became the slave 
Of kws that Genius' self had pass'd. 


For royal men, howe'er they frown. 
If on their fronts they bear not 

That noblest gem that decks a crown— 
The People's Love — we cart not 


As Jove, who forged th« chain of Fate, 
Was, ever after, doom d to wear it; 

His nods, his struggles, all too late — 
« ^Mt semeljussit, ietnper parttm 


For sbvish men who bend beneath 
A despot yoke, and dare not 

Pronounce the will, whose very breath 
Would rend it< links — we care not 


To check young Genius' proud caicer. 
The slaves, who now his throne invaded. 

Made Criticism his Prime Visir, 
And from that hour his glories fiided. 


For priestly men who covet sway 
And wealth, though they declare not; 

Who point, like finger-posts, the way 
They never go— we care not 


Tied down in Legislation's school. 
Afraid of even his own ambition. 

His very victories were by rule. 
And he was grent but by permiasion. 


For martial men who on their sword, 
Ooweer it conquers, wear not 

The pledges of a soldier's word, 
Redeem'd and pure — we care not. 


His most heroic deeds — the same 

That daisied, when spontaneous actions — 
Now, done by law, seem'd cold and tame, 

And shorn of all their first attractions. 


For legal men who plead for wrong. 
And, though to lies they swear not. 

Are not more honest than the throng 
Of those who do-— we care not 


If he but stirr'd lo take the air. 
Instant the Yiiir's Council sat — 

w Good Lord ! your Highness can't go there — 
Bless us ! your Highness can't do that.» 


For courtly men who feed upon 
The land like grubs, and spare not 

The smallest leaf where they can sun 
Their reptile timbs— we care not 


If, loving pomp, he chose to buy 

Rich jeweU for his diadem— 
m The taste was bad — the price was high — 

A flower were simpler than a gem.* 


For wealthy men who keep their mines 
In darkness hid, and share not 

The paltry ore with him who pines 
In honest want — we care not 


To please them if he took to flowers— 
« What trifling, what unmeaning things! 

Fit for a woman's toilet hours. 
But not at all the style for kingt.» 


For prudent men who keep the power 
Of Love aloof, and bare not 

Their hearts in any guardlesa hoar 
To Beauty's shaft — we care not. 


If, fond of hu domestic ^here. 

He play'd no more the rambling comet — 
« A dull, good sort of man, 'twms clear, 

But, as for great or brave— for from its 


For secret men who, round the bowl 
In friendship's circle, tear not 

The cloudy curtain from their soul. 
But draw it close — we care not 


Did he then look o er distant oceans. 
For realms more worthy to enthrone him?— 

« Saint Aristotle, what wild notions! 
Serve a ' Ne exeat regno' on him.i* 
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At length — their la&t and worst to do — 

They round him placed a guard of watchmen- 
Reviewers, knaves in brown, or blue 

Turn'd up with yellow — chiefly Scotchmen— 

To dog his foot-steps all about, 

Like those in Longwood's prison-grounds, 
Who at Napoleon's heels rode out 

For fear the Conqueror should break bounds. 

Ohf for some champion of his power, 
Some ultra spirit, to set free, 



As erst in Shakspeare's sovereign hour, 
The thunders of his royaky ! — 

To Tindicate his ancient line. 
The first, the true, the only one 

Of Right eternal and divine 
That rules beneath the blessed sun! — 

To crush the rebels, that would cloud 
His triumphs with restraint or blame. 

And, honouring even his fkuits, aloud 
Re-echo « Five le Roi! quand mime — 



The following Fugitive Pieces, which luxve appeared from time to time in the most popular London 
•oumal (The Times), are very ijenerally attribuUd to Mr Moore, and, tfiough not acknowledged by 
that Gentleman, their unt, grace, variety, and spirit, sufficiently attest the truth of the report, and 
sanction their insertion in a complete collection of his. Poetical fVorks. 
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AN AMATORY COLLOQUY BETWEEN BANK 
AND GOVERNMENT. 

BANK. 

Is all then forgotten 7 — those amorous pranks 

Yon and I, in our youth, my dear Government, 
pJay'd — 

When you call'd me the fondest, tlic truest of Banks, 
And enjoy 'd the endearing advances I made. 

When— Icfl to do all, unmolested and free, 
That a dashing, expcuMve young couple should do, 

A law against paying was laid upon me, 

But none against owing, dear helpmate, on you? 

And is it then vanish'd? — tliat uhour (as OUiello 
So happily calls it) of Love and Direction, »' 

And must wo, like other fond doves, my dear fellow, 
Grow good in our old age, and cut the connexion ? 

GOVBBNMKNT. 

Even so, my beloved Mrs Bank, it must be, — 

This payiug in cash ' plays the devil with wooing — 
We Ve both had our swing, but I plainly foresee 

Tliere must soon be a stop to our 6ii/-ingand cooing. 

Propagation in reason — a small child or two — 

Even Reverend Malthus himself is a friend to : 
The issue of some folks is mod' rate and few — 

But our5, my dear corporate Bank, there 's uo end to 1 

So, — hard as it is on a pair who've already 

Disposed of so many pounds, shillings, and pence ; 

And, in spite of that pink of prosperity, Freddy,^ 

W ho 'd, even in famine, cry « D — n the expense l» — 



The day is at hand, my Papyria * Venus, 
When, high a^ we once used to carry onr capers 

Those soft billets-doux we Ve now passing between us 
Will serve but to keep Mrs G— lU in curl-papers; 

And when — if we still most continue our love. 
After all that is past— our amour, it is clear 

(Like that which Miss D.inac managed with Jove), 
Must all be transacted in bullion^ my dear! 

ODE TO THE GODDESS CERES. 

BT SIB T 5 L B. 



■ L>egirer« C«rcri Pharbo4|tt«.»^VlRCIL. 



An boar 



Of love, of worldly auuer and direction.* 

* It appear* that Ovid, bowercr, waa a friciid to the retunptioB of 
paymeol in specie : — 

• '^^^^ Saen. sptcio orlette rotumta, 
Lactibos tmpoMiit, Tealtqut Mlatifer urbi.* 

Met. 1. Er> V. 'jil, 

* Hob. F. Robinaoa. 



Dbab Goddess of Corn, whom the ancients, we know 
(Among other odd whims of those comical bodies), 

Adorn'd with somniferous poppies, to show 
Thou wert always a true Country-gentleman's God- 
dess ! 

Behold, in his best sliooting-jacket, before tbee. 
An eloquent 'Squire, who most humbly beseeches. 

Great ^ueen of Mark-lane (if tlie thing does n't bore 
tbee). 
Thou 'It read o'er the last of his — never4ast speeches. 

Ah ! Ceres, thou know'st not the slander and scorn 
Ifow heap'd upon England's 'Sqnirearcby so boasted ; 

Improving on Hunt's scheme, instead of the Com, 
'T is now the Corn-growers, alas ! that are roaited ! 

In speeches, in books, in all shapes they attack ns — 
Reviewers, economists — fellows, no doubt. 

That you, my dear Ceres, and Venus, aud Bacchua, 
And Gods of high fashion, know litUe abonc 

There 's B-ntli-m, whose English is aU his own 
making, — 
Who thinks just as little of settling a nation 
As he would of smoking his pipe, or of taking 
(What he, himself, calls) his « post-prandial Tihration.a' 



( To distiognivb h«r freii ibo • Auroa.* 

* Tho Tmarabic J«rM>y'a phrtM for bi« aft wJ ia— r watt. 
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Thrre are iwo Mr M s, too, whom Uiote that like 

reading 
Tlirough all (hat '• unreadable, call rerj clever; — 

. And, whereas M Senior makes war oo ^ood 

breeding, 
M Junior makes war oo ail 6reeiitiijr whatever ! 

In short, my dear Coddesn, Old England 's divided 
Between ultra blockheads and superfine sages ; — 

With which of these classes we, landlords, have sided, 
Thou 'It find in my Speech, if thou It read a few 

pages. 

For therein I've prov'd, to my own satisfaction. 
And that of all 'Squires I 've the honour of meeting, 

llial 't is the most senseless and foul-mouth'd detractioo 
To say that poor people are fond of cheap eating. 

On the contrary, such the chaste nntioqs of food 
That dwell in enrh pale manufacturer's heart, 

They would scorn any law, be it ever m> good. 

That would make thee, dear Goddess, less dear than 
thou art ! 

And, oh * for Monopoly what a blest day, 

When the Land and the Silk shall, in food combina- 
tion, 
(Like Sulky and 5i7Aj, that pair in the play). 

Cry out, \riih one voice, for High Rents and Stanra> 
tioni • 

Long life to the Minister ! — no matter who. 

Or liow dull he may be, if, with dignified ^spirit, he 

Keeps the ports shut — and the people's mouths, too, — 
We shall all have a lonj; run of Freddy's prosperity. 

As for myself, who've, like Hannibal, sworn 

To hate the whole crew who would take our rents 
from us. 

Had England but One to stand by thee. Dear Com, 
That last honest Uni<oru ' would be — Sir Th s ! 



DIALOGUE BETWEEN A SOVEREIGN AND A 
ONE POUND NOTE. 



• O ego BOD felii. quam lu fugit, ui pavM acrM 
AgBS lupo*. raprcr«|u« 1«obm.«— HOR. 

Said a Sovereign to a Note, 

In the pocket of my coat,. 
Where they met, in a neat purse of leather, 
« How happeai it, I prithee. 

That though I'm wedded with thee. 
Fair Pound, we can never live together? 

« Like your sex, fond of change^ 
With silver you can range. 
And of lots of young sixpences be mother ; 

■ • Hob^ to Ruia.a 

Di«ia FaaiMCfftrit (qaaoiTia foatnrU MmpOT 
lUi(i« ••! opcri) p«rBgil.— OriB. 
* Tli>« it BBaat sol to anih for a poa, aa la allasioa l« tba aBMnl 
hiafry of ib« vaicorB, wbicfa U tuppoacd to b« OMBatkiag bolwaea 
tk« Bm sad tba Aaiaua, aad, at RoM't CfflopaJia t«Ua at, hat • par- 
licalar likiaf far aay tbiag cbatta. 



While with me — on my word, 
Not my Lady and my Lord 
Of W — — >th see so litde of each other! » 

The indignant Note replied 
(Lying crumpled by bis side), 

M Shame, shame, it is yourself that roam, Sir- 
One cannot look askance. 
But, whip! you 're off to France, 

Leaving nothing but old rags at home, Sir. 

« Your scampering began 

From the moment Parson Van, 

Poor man, made us one in Love's fetter, 
* For better or for worse' 
Is the usual marri«ge ctirse : 

But onrs is all ' worse' and no ' better* 

« In vain are laws pass'd. 
There 's nothing holds you fast. 

Though you know, sweet Sovereign, I adore yon— 
At the smallest hint in life. 
You forsake your lawful wife, 

As o^er Sovereigns did before you. 

« 1 flirt with Silver, true— 

But what ran ladies do, 
Wh<n disown'd by their natural protectors? . 

And as to falsehood, stuff! 

I rhall soon he fnlse enough. 
When I get aroon^; tliose wicked Bank Directors. » 

The Sovereign, smiling on her. 

Now swore, upon his honour. 
To be henceforth domeMic and loyal; 

But, within an hour or two. 

Why — 1 sold him to a Jew, 
And he's now at No. lo, Palais Royal. 



AN EXPOSTULATION TO LORD KING. 



• Queoi daa fiatoi, Rat msgaa, laboraat N — VIRGIL. 



How can you, my Lurd, thus delight to torment all 
The Peers of the realm about cheapening their com,' 

When you know, if one hasn't a very high rental, 
T is hardly worth while being very high bom ! 

Why bore them so rodely. each night of your life, 
On a question, my Lonl, there's so much to abhor iu? 

A question — like asking one, « How is your wife?»— 
At once so confounded domestic and foreign. 

As to weavers, no matter how poorly they feast, 
But Peers, and such animals fed up for show, 

(Like the well-pliysick'd elephant, lately deceased). 
Take a wondcrfid quantum of cramming, you know. 

You might sec, my dear Baron, how bored and distrest 
Were tlieir high noble hearts by your merciless tale, 

■ S«« tbc proctediogt af iht LerJa, Wadaatday, Marcb i, vb«a 
LorJ Kiag vat tat^rcly rcprortd by trrcrai of tba aablt Patrt, far 
■akiaf to aaay tpacchat agaiatl ibf Cora Lava. 



368 



MOORE'S WORKS. 



When the force of the a|;ony wrung ev'n a jest 

From the fru^^al Scotch wit of my Lord L — d — le ! * 

Bright Peer ! to whom Natore and Berwickshire gave 
A humour, endow'd with effects so provoking. 

That, when the whole House looks unusually grave, 
Tou may always conclude that Lord L — d — le's 
joUng ! 

And then, those unfortunate weavers of Perth — 
Not to know the vast difference Providence dooms 

Between weavers of Perth and Peers of high birth, 
Twixt those who have lieirJooms, and those who' ve 
but looms ! 

To talk now of starving, as great At— I said — * 

(And the nobles all cbeer'd, and the bkhops all won- 
der'd) 
When, some years ago, he and others had fed 
Of theye same hungry devils about fifteen hundred ! 

I 

It follows from hence — and the Duke's very words 
Should be puMtsh'd wherever poor rogues of this 
craft are, 

That weavers, once rescued from starving by Lords, 
Are bound to be starved by said Lords ever after. 

When Rome was uproarious, her knowing patricians 
Made « Bread and the Circus » a cure for each row 

But not so the plan of our noble physicians, 

a No Bread and the Tread-mili *si» the regimen now. 

So cease, my dear Baron of Ockham, your prose, 
As I shall my poetry — neither convinces; 

And all we have spoken and written but shows, 

When you tread on a nobleman's com,' how he 
winces. 

MORAL POSITIONS. 

A DRBAM. 



■ Hit LoHtMp mM thai it took ■ loaf time for • moral poaiiloa to 
Bud ita way acrota tha Atlantic. Ha waa aorry that ita tpoyago bad been 
ao loof,* Mc.'—SpttcA of lard Dmdltg and Wmrd on QdomuU SUatry, 
Mareb «. 

T OTHiR night, after hearing Lord Dudley's oration 
(A treat that comes once in the year, as May- day 
does), 

I dreamt tliat I saw — what a strange operation ! 
A M moral position » shipp'd off for Barbadoes. 

The whole Bench of Bishops stood by, in grave attitudes, 

Packing the article tidy and neat ; — 
As their Rev'rences know, that in southerly latitudes 

« Moral positions » don't keep very sweet 

There was B — th — st arranging the custom-house pass; 
And, to guard the firail package from tousing and 
routing, 

'Thit nobla Earl Hid, that • when be heard i he pttitioo came from 
ladlea' boot aad •hopHnalirrt, ha thongbt it muat baagainat ' th* conia 
which they inflicted od the fa!r aoi.'v 

* The Duke of Athol Mid, that • at a former period, when ihcM 
waavera were in ^reat dittreta, ibe landed inierettof Parth had sup- 
ported i,5oo of ihem. It waa a poor reiam for thoaa very men now 
to petition against the persons who had fed them.* 

> An improvement, we Salter ounclrca, on Lord L.'a joke. 



There stood my Lord Eld— n, endorsing it « Glass,* 
Though — as to which side should lie uppermost — 
doubting. 

The freight was, however, slow'd safie in the hold ; 

The winds were polite, and the moon iook'd ro- 
mantic, 
While off in the good ship « the TruA » we were rolTd, 

With our ethical cargo, across the Atlantic. 

Long, dolefully long, seem'd the voyage we made ; — 
For, « the Truth » at all times but a very slow sailer, 

By friends, near as much as by foes, is deby'd. 
And few come aboard her, though so many Hail her. 

At length, safe arrived, I wait through « Care and 
trel>»— 
Deliver'd my goods in the primest conditioo — 
And next morning read, in the Bridgetown Gazette^ 
• « Just arrived, by ' the Truth,' a new Moral Position ; 

KThe Captain » here, startled to find myself named 

As « the Captain » (a thing which, I own it 'with pain, 

I, throu^ life, have avoided), I woke — Iook'd asham'd— 
Found I was n't a Captain, and dosed off again. 

MEMORABILU OF LAST WEEK. 

MOHDAT, MAaCH tS. 

Thk Budget — quite charming and witty — no faearii^. 

For plaudits and laughs, the good things that were 
in it ; — 
Great comfort to find, though the Speech is n't ckteriny. 

That all its gay auditors were, every minute. 

What, still more prosperity ! — mercy upon us, 
« This boy '11 be the deaUi of me » — oft as, already. 

Such smooth Budgeteers have genteelly undone w. 
For Ruin made easy there 's no one like Freddy. 

TUKSDAT. 

Much grave apprehension express'd by the Peers, 

Lest — as in the times of the Peachums and Lockitis— j 

The large stock of gold we "re to have in three years, ] 
Should all find its way into highwaymen's pockeu! ' 

A Petition presented (well dmed, after this) 

Throwing out a sly hint to Grandees, who are huri'd 

In their coaches about, that *t would not be amiss 
If they'd just throw a \itdt more light on the worid.^ 

A plan for transporting half Ireland to Canada,' 
Which (briefly the clever transacdon to state) is 

Forcing John Bull to pay high for what, any day, 
N— rb— ry, bless the old wag, would do grwkltis. 

Keeping always (said Mr Sub. Borton) in mind. 
That while we thus draw off the claims on poutoes. 

We make it a point that the Pats, left behind. 
Should get no new claimanU to fill the hiatmsS 



■ a Another objection to a meuUic currency wna, tWi^^ \x, 
a greater number of highway robberiaa.»>-lM«M •'• cA« £m« 

* Mr Estconrt praaantad a petition , praying tbnt all pcno 
be compelled to have lamps in their carriagca. 

> Mr W. Honon'a motion on the subject of BMln mtiea. 

< ■ Tha money expended in tranaportiuf tha Irish' to Canada «o^ 
be jodidonaly laid ont, provided meaauraa ware lakma is ft^^rm ibe 
gap ihay left in the pnpnlation from boing fil|«4 «f nyatn. 
iMiM Wa/tMjr<M«i«cA«t«coiHKM0«.a'— Mr W.BoJtta'ni 
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Sub. HortOD ttien read a long letter , just come 
From the Cinada Paddies, to say that these elres 

Have already {jrown wprosp'rou*« — as we are, at home — 
Aod have e'en got « a surplus,* poor devils, like our- 
selves! • 

WBDTrKSOAT. 

Little doing — for sacred, oh Wednesday, thou art 
To the !>eveu o'clock joys of full many a table, — 

When tlie Members all meet, lo make much of the part. 
With which they so rashly fell out,' in the Fable. 

It appear'd, though, to-night, that — as churchwardens, 
yearly, 
Ent up a small baby — those cormorant sinners. 
The Ikiokrupt-Commissioners. fcoft very nearly 

A modcrah'-f^ized bankrupt, tout chaud^ for their 
dinners !' 

Sola bene — a rumour to^ay, in the city, 

« Mr R-b-ns-n just has roigii'd » — what a pity! 

The BulU and the Bears all fell a sobbing, 

When lliey heard of the fate of poor Cock Rahin^ 

While thus, to the nursery-tune, so pretty, 

\ murmuring ^'tocir-dovc breathed her ditty: — 

Alas, poor Robin, he crow'd as long 

And as sweet as a pro«»perou« Cock could crow ; 
Rut his note was small, and the gold-CmcWn song 

Wan a pitch too high for Poor Robin to go. 

Who '11 make his slirotid? 

• I,» said the Bonk, « though he play'd me a prank, 
While I have a rag poor Rob shall be roll'd in 't; 

With many a pound 1 *ll paper him round. 
Like a plump rouleau — witiiout the gold in 't.w 



A HYMN OF WELCOME AFTER THE RECESS. 



• AaiMU Mp««*(i«m fieri <|«i t W f <>.« 



And now — rnKs-IuuK and pancakes o'er — 
Hail, Ixirdt mu\ (•euilenini, once more! 

Thrice liail and welcome. Houses Twain! 
The short eclipse of April-day 
Having ((lod i;rant it!) pass'd away. 

Collective Wisdom, shine again ! 

Come, Ayes and Noe^ through thick and thin. 
With Paddy H — mes for whipper-in; 

Whate'er the job, prepared to back it ; 
Come, voters of Supplies — bestowers 
Of jackets upon trumpet-blowers. 

At eighty mortal pounds the jacket J' 

Come — free, at length, from Joint-Stock cares — 
Ye 5>enalors of many Shares, 

\Miose (lr»^lnl^ of premium knew no bound'ry ; 

'• Th« bon. gentlrman ihro read a Ullrr. wiiidi mraiioB**! ihr pr<M» 
pcroMt tondidon of the writer; lliat ke bad •■ baad a reaaiderablr 
turula* urrnrn. rtc.m 

* Mr Ab^rrmwliy'* ttairment of tbc eaonn«a« urera k«U* •( the 
CAniniiM>»nrrt "f lUnkrupU. 

* An iirn of e«|>rn*# •Utrli Mr HuMe m vain ecdMvmir^ to gel 
rid of :— tranpeirr*. lika tUc aea ut AJI-Soala, nasi b« ■ Itms mi> 
UH.' 



So fond of aught like Company, 
That you would ev'n have taken tea 

(Had you been ask'd) with Mr Goundry!> 

Come, matchless country-gentlemen ; 
Come — wise Sir Thomas. — wisest then 

When creeiU and corn-laws are debated ! 
Come, ri\al ev'n the Harlot Red, 
And show how wholly into bread 

A 'Squire is transubstantiated. 

Come, L e, and tell the world, 

That— surely as thy scratch is curfd. 

As never scratch was curl'd before — 
Cheap eating docs more harm ihau good. 
And working-people, spoil'd by food. 

The less they eai, will work the more. 

Come, G — Ib-m, with thy glib defence 
(Which thou 'iLst have made for Peter's Pence) 

Of Church-Rates, worthy of a halter ; — 
Two pipes of port {old port 'C was said, 
Ry honest Newport) bought and paid 

By Papists for the Orange Altar ! * 

Come. H-rt-n, with thy plan so merry. 
For peopling Canada from Kerry— 

Not so much rendering Ireland quiet. 
As gr.ifting on tbe dull Cmadiaos 
That liveliest of earth's contagions. 

The 6u//-{>ock of Hibernian riot ! 

Come all, in short, ye wond'rous mm 
Of wit and wisdom, come again ; 

Though short your absence, ail deplore it— 
Oh, come and show, whate'er men say. 
That you can, after April-Day, 

Be ju^t as — sapient as before it. 



AIX IN THE FAMILY WAY. 

A NEW PASTOEAL BALLAD. 



(SanQ in the riMrarter of Bntaaaia.) 

■ Tbc Public Debt va< due fraai aarwieaa to aaratlvea, aad r** 
toUed ii«cir into a F«uiily Aoouos.* — Sir Roiert Petti LtUer. 

TitNK — My banks are all fMrnisfid with bees. 

My banks are all fiirnish'd with rags. 

So thick — even Fred cannot thin *em! 
I 've torn up my old money-hags, » 

Having nothing, worth while, to put in 'em. 
My tradesmen are smashing by doiens. 

But this is all nothing, they say ; 
For bankrupts, since Adam, are cotudns. 

So it 's all in the family way. 

My Debt not a p<-nny takes from me. 
As sages the matter explain ; — 



' Tb<> (^rnilraian lately before the pabii«. vlie kept M« MM-SfA 
Tru Ct>m|ijay all to bim«plf. ••ngiag • Tt M^aai MisfW.* 

* Thi« cb^rga of i«o pi|>r* of |i«ri for tk* MCraairntd viae i« a pre- 
■ Sou* •prtimrn of ih<i »<>it of r-tr« lt«ie>l upoa tbeir Cibotir fello«» 
pariabionrra by ihe ln«h Prnir«i«nt«. 

■ Ttio ihi<«i ibtl frttpi ibr anal d»ib rite 
Daib aak a driak Amac.a 

47 
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Bob owes it to Tom, and then Tommy 

Just owes it to Bob back a|^ain. 
I^nce all have thus taken to owing ^ 

There *s nobody left that can pay ; 
And this is the way to keep goin^, 

All quite in the family way. 

My senators vote away millions, 

To put in Prosperity's budget ; 
And though it were billions or trillions. 

The generous rogues would n't grudge it. 
T is all but a fiimily hop, 

T was Pitt began dancing the hay ; 
Hands round ! — why. the deuce should we stop ? 

T is all in the family way. 

My labourers used to eat mutton, 

As any great mau of th^ state does; 
And now the poor devils are put on 

Small rations of tea and potatoes. 
But cheer up, John, Sawney, and Paddy, 

The King is your father, they say: 
So, ev'n if you starve for your daddy, 

T is all in the family way. 

My rich manufacturers tumble. 

My poor ones have little to chew ; 
And, ev'n if themselves do not grumble, 

Tlieir stomaclis undouhteffly do. 
But coolly to fast enfamille 

Is as good for the soul as to pray ; 
And famine itself is genteel, 

When one starves in a fiimily way. 

I have found out a secret for Freddy, 

A secret for next Budget-day ; 
Though, perhaps, he may know it already; 

As /te, too,'s a sage in his way. 
When next for tlie Treasury scene he ■ 

Announces « the Devil to pay,» 
Let him write on the bills — « Notn-bene^ 

T *is all in the family way. 



THE CANONIZATION OF ST B-TT-RW-RTH. 



• A CbrMtian of tba bMt cdhion.*— RABELAIS. 



Caiconizi him?:— yea, verily, we'll canonize him; 

Though Cant is his hobby, and meddling his bliss. 
Though sages may pity and wits may despise him, 

He '11 ne'er make a bit the worse Saint for all this. 

Descend, all ye spirits that ever yet spread 

The dominion of Humbug o'er land and o'er sea, 

Descend on our B-tt-rw-rth's biblical head, 
Thrice-Great, Bibliopoiist, Saiut and M. P.! 

Come, shade of Jo:mna, come down from thy sphere. 
And bring Httle Shiloh — if 't is n't too far — 

^uch a sight will to B-tt-rw-rth's bosom be dear, 
Ws conceptions and tliine being much on a par. 

Nor blush. Saint Joanna, once more to behold 
A world thou hast honour'd by cheating so many; 



Thou 'It find still among us one Personage old. 
Who also by tricks and the Seals ■ makes a penny. 

Thou, too, of the Shakers, divine Mother Lee ! > 
Thy smiles to beatified B-tt-rw-rth deign ; 

Two M lights of the Gentiles* are thou, Anne, and be. 
One hallowing Fleet- street, and t' otiier Toad-lane ! ' 

The heathen, we know; made their gods out of wood. 
And saints, too, are framed of as handy m.iterials ; — 

Old women and B-tt-rw-rths make just as good 
As any the Pope ever book'd^ as Ethereals. 

Stand forth, Man of Bibles — not Mahomet's pigeon. 
When, perch'd on the Koran, hedropp'd there, ibey say. 

Strong marks of his faith, ever shed o'er religion 
Such glory as B-tt-rw-rth sheds every day. 

Great Galen of souls, with what vigour he cramt 
Down Erin's idolatrous throats, till they crack again. 

Bolus ou bolus, good man ! — and then damns 
Both their stomachs and souls, if they dare cast them 
back again. 

Ah, well might his shop — as a type representing 
The creed of himself and his sanctified clan — 

On its counter exhibit « the Art of Tormenting,* 
Bound neatly, and letter'd « Whole Duty of Man.* 

As to politics — there, too, so strong his digestion. 
Having learn'd from the law-books, by which he's 
surrounded, 

To cull all that 's worst on all sides of the question. 
His black dose of politics thus is compounded — 

The rinsing of any old Tory's dull noddle. 

Made railical-hot, and then mix'd with some grains 

Of that gritty Scotch gabble, that virulent twaddle. 
Which Murray's New Series of Blackwood contains. 

Canonize him! — by Judas, we wiU canonize him; 

For Cant is his hobby and twaddling his bliss. 
And, though wise men may pity and wits may deptsehim. 

He '11 make but the better sliop-saiut for all this. 

Call quickly together the whole tribe of Canters, 
Convoke all the serious Tag-rag of the nation ; 

Bring Shakers and Snufflers and Jumpers and Ranters, 
To witness their B-tt-rw-rth's Canonization ! 

Yea, humbly I *ve ventur'd his merits to point. 

Tea, feebly have tried all his gifi- to portray; 
And thry form a aum-Cotai tos making a saint* 

That the Devil's own Advocate could not gainsay. 

Jump high, all yc Jumpers! ye Ranters, all roar! 

While B-tt-rw-rth's spirit, sublimed from yo«r eyes. 
Like a kite made of fool's-cap, in glory shall soar. 

With a long tail of rubbish behind, 10 ilie skies! 

' A ereai part of ih« iacoiaa of Joaaaa Sooibcott aroM fraaa A$ 
Seal* of (he Lord's proicctioa whtcb aha told to b«v followen. 

■ Mra Anac Lea, the ■ rbot^a vcstela of the Shaker*, aad ■ Slaihtr 
of all the chiUrea of rvgraaratioo.* 

* Toad-laoe in Maachcater, where Mother L«« waa hot*, la her 
• Addreai to Yoaajl Believcrt.s aba aa;«. that • it i« a ■aattrr of ■» 
inporuoc* with them from whcace the mean* of their delivetaeM 
come, whether from a atohle ia Bcibiebam, or Jirom T6ad-4aaa. Maa- 
cheaur.a 
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NEW CREATION OF PEERS. 

BATCH TBE FIKST. 



• Hit 'prrncic* haa* 
n« tried on omb, 
AbJ the* ha m«<l« ch* tmM.» 



«c And now,» quoth the Minister (eased of hit panics, 
And ripe for each pastime tlie summer affords), 

M Having had our full swing at destroying mechanics. 
By way of set-off^ let us make a few Lords. 

« * T is pleasant — while nothing but mercantile fractures. 
Some simple, some com;90Mnfl, is dinn'd in our ears — 
To think that, though robb'd of all coarse manufactures, 
We still keep our fine manufacture of Peers ; — 

« Those Gobelin production!*, which King^ take a pride 
In engrossing the whole fiibrication and trade of; 
I Clu>ice tapestry things, very grand on one side, 

i Bat showing, on t'other, what rags they are made of.>» 

I 

s 

I The plan being fia'd, raw material was sooglil. 
No mMttr how middfing, so Tory the creed be: 

• And first — Co begin with — Squire W-rt-y, 't was thought, 
ifor a Lord was <«s raw a material as need be. 

Next came, with his penchant for painting and pelf. 
The usteful Sir Ch-rl-s, so reoown'd, f<tr and near, 

For purchasing pictures, and selling himself, — 
And both (as the public well knows) very dear. 

Botide him comes L-c-«t-r, with equal eeldt^ in ; — 
Stand forth, chosen pair, while for titles we measure ye; 

Both connoiMeur baronets, both fond of drawiagt 
Sir John, after nature, ^ir Cliarles, on the Treasury. 

But, bless us! — behold a new candidate come- 
In his hand he upholds a prescription, new written; 

He poiscth a pill-box 't wixt finger and thumb. 

And he asketh a seat 'mong the Peers of Great Britain ! 

« Forbid it,» cried Jenky, aye Viscounts, ye Earls! — 
Oh Rank, how thy glories would fall disenchanted. 

If coronets p.listen'd with pills 'stead of pearU, 

And the strawberry-leaves wore by rhubvb supplanted! 

« No— ask it not, ask it not, dear Doctor H-lf-rd — 
If nought but a Peerage can gladden thy life, 

And if young Master H-lf-rd as yet b too small for 't. 
Sweet Doctor, we 'U make a she Peer of thy wifie. 



Next to bearing a coronet on our owk brows 

Is to bask ia its light from the brows of another ; 

And grandeur o'er thee shall reflect frook thy «pouse, 
As o'er Vesey Fitzgerald 't will shine through his 
mother.n ' 

Thus ended the First Batch — and Jenky, much tired, 
(It being no joke to make Lords by the heap). 

Took a large dram of ether — the same that inspired 
His speech against P.ipists — and prosed off to sleep. 



' Am«Bf; tUr prr«on» nientM>«e<t«* lihclj m Ik raited tn lb« Pvrragc 
art ihe motbri of .Mr V«»ry Fiiigrraldi air. 



CAMBRIDGE UNIVERITY. 

UTIUM HORUM. — A CAMBBIDGX BALLAJ). 



• I aatboriied aay CoBBaBitiaa to uko tbo M«p wbich iboj M, of 
propeaiog a fair compartaoo of •ircaftb, upoo ibo ■■JoraUoJiBf tbat 
•bicbcvrr of ibe two aboaU pro** to be tbo wrahnt, abooM fivo 
way ioibooiber.>— £slMKf /ma Mr W. J. Baukmtu LMtr » Mr 
GmUhmrm. 

mStxxfJLSv o\*^ oC^o^^ av AZIaTOt J'r/rwvro.* 

TBBOCAITUS. 

B-NKKS is weak, and G — Ib-rn too, 

No one e'er the fact denied; — 
Which is « weakest* of the two, 

Cimbridge can alone decide. 
Chuse between them, Cambridge, pray. 
Which is weakest, Cambridge, say. 

a 

G — Ib-m of the Pope afraid is, 

B-nkes, as much afraid as he ; 
Never yet did two old ladies 

On Uiis point so well agree. 
Chuse between them, Cambridge, pray, 
Which is weakest, Cambridge,.say. 



'A 



Each a different mode pursues. 
Each the same conclusion reaches ; 

B-nkes is fool»h in Reviews, 

G — Ib-rn, fooliih in his speeches. 

Chuse between them, Cambridge, pray. 

Which is weakest, Cambridge, say. 

Each a different foe doth damn, 
When his own affiirs have gone ill; 

B-nkes he damneth Buckingham, 
G— Ib-m damneth Dan. O'Connel. 

Chuse between them, Cambridge, pray, 

Which is weakest, Cambridge, say. 

B-nkes, accustom'd much to roam, 
Pbys with Truth a traveller's pranks; 

G— Ib-m, though he sUys at home, 
TraTcls thus as much as B-nkes. 

Chuse between them, Cambridge, pray, 

Which is weakest, Cambridge, say. 

Once, we know, a horse's neigh 
Fix'd the election to a throne; 

So, whichever fintt shall hray^ 
Chuse him, Cambridgo, for lliy ow». 

Chnse him, chuse him by his bray. 

Thus elect him, Cambridge, pray. 



LINES WRITTEN IN ST STEPHEN'S CHAPEL, 
AFTER THE DISSOLUTION. 

BT A MEMBCB Of THX UPPXt BKNOIBS. 

Tax King's speech toll'd the Commons' koell. 
The Uousc is clear'd, the chair vacated. 

And gioom and loneUness now dwell 
Where Britain's wise men congregated. 

The gallery is dark and lone. 

No longer throog'd with curious folk. 
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Happy to pay their i;ood half-crown 
To hear bad speeches badly spoke. 

The Trea.sury scats uo placemen show, 
Ciear'd is each Opposition bench; 

And even never-ending Joe 

No longer cries — « Retrench ! retrench !» ' 

Fred. R-b-«s-n no more his skill 
Employs in weaving speeches ^ir. 

The country gentlemen to fill 
With promises as thin as air. 

Dick M-rt-n now no plan proposes 
To aid the brute part of the nation, 

While Members cough and blow their noses, 
To drown his most humane oration. 

Good Mr B — gd-n where art thou. 

Most worthy C — rm-n of G-mm — tees? 

To strip oue laurel from thy brow 
Wouidr surely be a thousand pities. 

T was a good joke, forsooth, to think 

Thou shouldst give up thy honest winnings. 

And thereby own that thou didst wink. 
Pure soul ! at other people's sinnings. * 

Where's U — s, corruption's ready hack. 
Who life and credit both consumes 

In whipping in the Treasury pack. 
And jobbing in committee-rooms ? ^ 

I look around — np well-known face 
Along the benches meets my eye — 

No Member « rises in his place,» 
For all have other fish to fry. 

Not one is left of K — s and sages. 

Who lately sat debating here; 
Tlie crowded hustings now engages 

Their every hope and every fear. 

Electors, rally to the poll. 

And L — d J — n R-ss-ll never heed : 
Let gold alone your choice control, 

u The best man's he who best can hUed.nK 

But if, too timid, you delay, 

(By Bribery Statute held in awe). 

Fear not — there is a ready way 

To serve yourselves and cheat the law. 

In times like these, when things are high. 
And candidates must be well fed. 



■ ■ Realiy the Hon. Member for M- 



-8 abould take a litlle 



breath; hi* objecliona are mo»t unfair; and, what ii worse, tbey are 
n**er-ei>dimg.^—%t* tbc Cb-ii— ll-r of ihe Ex— q— r'« »peecb in reply 
to Mr II— e. Feb. 23. 1836. 

* Mr B — g<i-n taid be certainly tboold not refund ths money, be- 
eame, hif so doing, he ihould convict himself.* —Sev the Report of a 
Meeting of ihe t'roprieioriof the Arigna Mining Company. 

^ Tbc bare-Uced »)»ieu of voting at private bill coinmilieet. without 
having beard an ioiu uf eviJpnce for or agiintt, formt a diuinguiahod 
feature in tbc hi«tory of ibc lale parliament. 

4 A makiBi which bat been pretty wall acted op in the present elec- 
tion*. 



Tour cabbages they '11 freely buy. 

Kind souLs! at two poimds ten a-head. * 

Thus may we hope for many a law. 
And many a measure most dUcreet, 

When — pure as even the last we saw — 
Britain's new Parliament shall meet. 

Then haste, ye Candidates, and strire 
An M. P. to your names to tack ; 

And — after July twenty-five— * 
Collective wisdom — welcome back! 



COPY OF AN INTERCEPTED DISPATCH. 

FBOM BIS EXCELLBNCT DON STREPITOSO DIABOLA, BIITOT 
EXTRAORDlNAaY TO HIS SATANIC MAJESTT. 

St James *'Strtet^ July i. 
Gbeat Sir, having just had the good luck to catch 

An official young Demon, preparing to go. 
Ready booted and spurr'd, with a black-leg dispatch. 

From the liell here, at Cr-ckf-rd's, to our Hell below— 

I write these few lines to your Highness Satanic, 
To say that, first having obey'd your directions. 

And done all the mischief I could in « the Panic,* 
My next special care was to help the Elections. 

Well knowing how dear were those limes to thy soul, 
When every good Christian tormented his brother. 

And caused, in thy realm, such a saving of coal. 
From their all coming down,ready grill'd by each other; 

Rememb'ring, besides, how it pain'd thee to part 
With the old Penal Code,— that c^/^'tftivne of Law, 

In which (though to own it too modest thou art) 
We could plainly perceive the fine touch of thy claw ; 

I thought, as we ne'er can those good times reviTe 
(Though Eld-n, with help from your Highness, would 
try) 

'T would still keep a taste for Hell's music alive. 
Could we get up a thund'riog No-Popery cry ; — 

That yell which, when chorus'd by laics and denes. 
So like is to ours., in its spirit and tone. 

That I often nigh laugh myself iuto hysterics. 
To think that Religion should make it her own. 

So, having sent down for the original notes 
Of the chorus, as sung by your Majesty's choir, 

W^ith a few pints of lava, to gargle the tluxMCs 

Of myself and some others, who siog it « with fire,* ^ 

Thought I, « if the Marseillois Hymn could command 
Such audience, tliough yell'd by a Sans-cuUtiU crew. 

What wonders shall we do, who 'te men in our band. 
That not only wear breeches, but petticoatt Coo.» 

I a Doriog the elaction at Sudbury, four cabbage* aoM for i*L. aaJ 
a plata of ^ootebcrriea fetched sSl.. lb« aeiicra where tbcac utidea warr 
«u acarce being vot«r«.— See Tkt Times of Friday, Jaac ao. 

* Tb« day on vrtiiih the writs are returnable, and ib« nem pariiaaMai 
it to meet fin forma. 

' Con fvaeo—* maeic^book direction. 



Such titen were my bnp«s; but, with torDDW, your 
Hi^ness, 

I 'm forced to confirfis — I>e the caitM what it will^ 
Wliclher ftrwiicss of voices, or hoar»eaeM, or thyoess, — 

Our bcrlzcbub Chorus lias goue off but ill. 

The truth is, no placeman now knows his ri|^t key. 
The Treasury pitch-pipe of late i^ so various; 

And certain base voices, tliat look'd for a fee 

At the Fork music-meetinj;, now think it precarious. 

Even some of our Reverends might have been warmer — 
But one or two rjpital roarers we've had; 

Doctor Wise • is, for instance, a charmini; performer, 
And Huntingdon Maberly's yell was not bad. 

AltO(rether, however, the thing was not hearty; — 
Even Eld-n allows we got ou but so so; 

And, wlien next we attempt a No-Popery party. 

We must, please your HighnoM, recruit /rom below. 

But, hark, the young Black-leg is cracking his whip- 
Excuse me, Great Sir — there's no time to be civil ; — 
The next opportunity shan't be let sHp, 
But, till then, 

I 'm, in haste, your most dutiful 

DEVIL. 



MR R()Ot:R DODSWORTH. 



Yes, sleeper of ages, tliou shnlt be their Chosen ; 

And deeply with thee will they sorrow, good men. 
To think that all Europe has, since thou wert frozen, 

So alter'd, thou hardly canst know it again. 



TO THE EDITOR OF THE TIMES. 

Sir, — Living in a remote part of Scotland, and having 
but just heard of the wonderful resurrection of Mr 
Roger Dodsworth from under an avalanctu^ where he 
had remained, bien frappt^ it seems, for the last i66 
years, I hasten to impart to you a few reflections on the 
subject. 

Yours, etc. 

LAUDATOR TEMPORIS ACTL 



What a lucky turn-up! — just as Eld-n 's withdrawing. 
To find thus a gentleman, frozen in the year 

Sixteen hundred and «iixty, who only wants tliawing 
To serve for our times quite as well as tlie Peer; — 

To bring thus to light, not the wisdom alone 
Of our ancestors, such as we find it on shelves. 

But, in perfert condition, full-wigg'd and full-grown. 
To shovel up one of those wise bucks themselves! 

Oh thaw Mr Dodsworth and send him safe home, — 
Let him learn nothing useful or new on the way ; 

With his wisdom kept snug from the light let him come, 
And our Tories will hail him with «HearM and u Hurra! w 

What a Cod-send to them — a good^-obsolete man. 
Who h.iH never of Locke or Voltaire been a reader ; — 

Oh thaw Mr Dodsworth, as fa«t as you can. 

And the L-nsd-les and U-rtf-rds shall chuse him for 
leader. 

' Tliit rcrcread QcnileniaB <li«uafui*h«<l hiaMif ■( Ui« Rcadiaf 
•Irrliea . 



»• 



And Eld-n will weep o'er each sad innovation 
Such oceans of tears, thou wilt fancy that he 

Has been also laid up in a long congelation. 
And is only now thawing, dear Roger, like thee. 



MR 



THE MILLENIUM. 

SUGGESTED BT THE LATE WORE Ot THE EBTBIEHD 
IRV-MG « O.'V PROPIECT.M 

A Millenium at hand! — I'm delighted to hear it — 
As matters, both public and private, now go. 

With multitudes round us all starving, or near it, 
A good rich 3Iillcnium will come a propos. 



Only think, Master Fred, what delight to behold. 
Instead of thy bankrupt old City of Rags, 

A brau-nev Jerusalem, built all of gold, 
Sound bulUon throughout, from theroof to the flags — 

A city, where wine and cheap corn ' shall abound, — 
A eelestial Cocaigne, on whose buttery shelves 

We may swear the best things of this world will be found, 
As your saints seldom fail to take care of themselves ! 

Thanks, reverend expounder of raptures elysian, ' 
Divine Squintifobus, who, placed within reach 

Of two opposite worlds, by a twist of your vision 
Can cast, at the same time, a sly look at each ; — 

Thanks, thanks for the hope thou hast given ut, that we 
May, even in our own times, a jubilee share. 

Which so long has been promised by prophaCt like thee, 
And so often has fail'd, we began to despair. 

There was Whi&ton,^ who learnedly took Prince Eugene 
For the man who must bring the Millenium about; 

There 's Faber, whose pious predictions have been 
All belied, ere his book's first edition was out, — 

There was Counsellor Dobbs, too, an Irish M. P., 
Who discoursed ou the subject with signal ecldty 

And, each day of his life, sat expecting to see 

A Millenium bre;ik out in the town of Armagh ! 4 

There was also — but why should I burden my lay 
With your Brotherses, Southcotes, and names less 
deserving, , 

When all past Millcniums hentyforth must give way 
To the last new Millenium of Orator Irv-ng. 

' • A otratBre of wheat for a paaay, sad lbr«« ■»•«■!«• of barley 
for a pfaay. ■ — Jlcv. c. 6. 

' Sr« (be oraiioa of ihia ravereod frallrmaa, «ber« h« dtacribe* 
the coaaubial juj* of |Mradi«r, aad paiota die aageU bovsriaf arouad 
• cacb bappy fair.* 

> Wbea Wlituoa pre«eated to Priace F.ageaa tba Bieay ia vbirb he 
altcaiptrd lo roaaeti hi* victorira o*rr ibe Turh* with revelaiioa, thr 
I'riare it Mid lo have rrpiird that • he waa aet aware b« bad ever had 
ibr hoaoar of betag knowa to M Joba.« 

« Mr iKtbba wj* a Mcatber of the lri»h Parliamaal. aad.oa all other 
•ubjr<t« but thr Millenium, a very aeaaible prnoa. He choae Amafb 
M the aceae uf the Milleniaai. e« acco«at of the aaaac A f ag tdd oa« 
aaeatieurd ia RevelatioB ! 
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Go on, mighty man,— iloom them all to the shelf — 
And, when next thou ifvilh Prophecy troublcs^ thy 
sconce. 

Oh forget not, I pray thee, to prove that thyself 

Att the Beast (chapter 4) that sees nine ways at once ! 



THE THREE DOCTORS. 



I>octoribtt« Ivtamnr triba*. 



Tbougr many ^at Doctors there be, 

There are three that all Doctors o'ertop, — 

Dr. Eady, that fomous M. D.. 
Dr. S-— tliey, and dear Doctor Slop. 

The purger — the proter— the bard — 

All quacks in a differam style ; 
Dr S — they writes books by the yard, 

Dr Eady writes puffs by the mile! 

Dr Slop, in no merit outdone 

By his scribbling or physicking brother. 

Can dose us with stuff like the one, 

Ay, and do^e us with stuff like the otlier. 

Dr Eady good company keeps ' 

With u Mo Popery » scribes on the walls ; 

Dr S — they as gloriously sleeps 

With « No Poperyw scribes, on the stalls. 

Dr Slop, upon subjects divine, 

Such bedlamite slaver lets drop, 
That, if Eady sliould take the mad line. 

He 'II be sure of a patient io Slop. 

Seven millions of Papists, no less, 

Dr S — they attacks, like a Turk;* 
Dr Eady, less bold, I confess. 

Attacks but his maid of all work.* 

Dr S— they, for his grand attack. 

Both a laureate and senator is; 
While poor Dr Eady, alack. 

Has been had up to Bow-street, for his! 

And truly, the law does so blunder, 

That, though little blood has been spilt, he 

May probably suffer as, under 

The Chalking Act, known to be guilty. 

So much for the merits sublime 

(With whose catalogue ne'er should i stop) 

Of the three greatest lights of our time. 
Doctors Eady and S — they and Slop \ 

Should you ask me, to which of the three 
Great Doctors the preference should fall. 

As a matter of course, I agree 
Dr Eady must go to the waU. 

I Tbi« Seniplric Doctor, io iho prcfaco to hi* U»t work {Yim^tim 
C e e Uttm AMjUam$UB), i«ple«M«i loauibrnutite oot only all Golbolic*, 
but oil adtocatoa of Caihwiio ; — • They h«v« for their inncdUtc »lliM 
(b« Mjs) tvtry faciion that it banded agaiatt lh« Sute. every dcBM- 
gogue, every irrriigioot and Mdiiiou* jouroaliti, every opco and every 
inaidioaa eaemy to Mooariby «ad to CUrittianity.* 

' See (he l^le acrounu in the newtpapera of the appearance of tbit 
gentleman at one of the poliie-bflicrt, in coii»e(|ucace of an alleged 
Biaault upon hia • nuid of all work.' 



But, A% S — they with lanrek is crown'd. 
And Slop with a wig and a tail is, * 

Let Eady's bright temples be bound 
With a swinging « Corona Muralis /■* 



EPITAPH ON A TDFT-HDNTER. 

L4MIKT, lament. Sir Isaac Heard, 

Put mourning round thy page, Debrett, 

For here lies one, who ne'er preferr'd 
A Viscount to a Marquis yet. 

Beside him place the God of Wit, 

Before him Beauty's rosiest girls, 
Apollo for a star he 'd quit. 

And Love's own sister for aa Eari's. 

Bid niggard fate no peers afford. 

He took, of course, to peers' relations ; 

Aud, rather than not sport a lord. 
Put up with even the last creauons. 

Even Irish names, could he but tag 'em 
With « Lordn and «« Duke,» were sweet to tall; 

And, at a pinch, Lord Ballyragguni 
Was better tlian no Lord at alL 

Heaven grant him now some noble nook. 

For, rest his soul, he 'd rather be 
Genteelly damn'd beside a Duke, 

Than saved in vulgar company. 



THE PETITION 

or TIK OB4NOKMBIf Or IUI.4IID. 

To the People of England, the humble Petition 
Of Ireland's disconsolate Orangemen, sliowing — 

That sad, very sad, is our present condition; — 

That our jobs arc all gone, and our noble selves going ; 

That, forming one seventh — within a few fraclioiK — 
Of Ireland's seven millions of hot heada and hearts, 

We hold it the basest of all base transaction 

To keep us from murdering the other six parts; — 

That, as to laws made for the good of the many. 
We humbly suggest tBere is nothing less true ; 

As all human laws (and our own, more than any) 
Are made by and /or a particular few ; — 

That much it delights every true Orange broUter 
To see you, in England, such ardour evince. 

In discussing which sect most tormented the other. 
And burn'd with most gusto, some hondred years 
since;— 

That we lore to behold, while Old Eogiand grows faint. 

Messrs Soulhey and Butler near coming to blows, 
To decide whether Dunstan, tliat strong-bodied saint. 

Ever truly .md really pull'd the devil's nose ; 

I A crown granted a» a reward anaoag Iko RoiMas to peeewi win 
perfomed any ettraordinary oxploiie apoa mmt!»—%mek ao eeatio; 
ibcHi, batioriag thorn, etc No doubt, writtof mfmu U»««K. lo (bo cl- 
ient ih^l Dr Eady doct, would equally cvtabliab • daiaa to (be ben««t 
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Whether t' oiherMtinl, Dominic, burnt the devils ptw — 
Whether £dwy intrigued with Elfpva's old mother — * 

And many such points, from which Southey doth draw 
Conclusions most apt for our hating each other. 

That 't is very well known this devout Irish nation 
Has uow, for some ages gone happily on. 

Believing iu two kinds of Substantiation, 
One p<irty in Trans, and the other in Con ;* 

That we, your petitioning Cons^ have, in right 
Of the iiaid monosyllable, ravaged the lands, 

And embezzled the goods, and annoy'd, day and night. 
Both the bodies and souls of the sticklers for Trans ; — 

That we trust to Peel, Eldon, and other such sages. 
For keeping us still in the same state of mind; 

Pretty much as the world used to be in those agea. 
When still smaller syllables maddcn'd maokiod; — 

When the words ex and per 3 served as well, to annoy 
One's neighbours and friends with, as con and trans 
now; 

And Christians, like Southey, who stickled for ot. 
Cut the throats of ail Christians, who stickled for om.4 

Tliat relying on England, whose kindness already 
So often has lielp'd us to play the game o'er. 

We have got our red coats and our carabines ready. 
And wait but the word to show sport, as before. 

Tluit, as to the expense — the few millions, or so. 

Which for all such diversions John Bull has to pay — 
T is, at least, a great comfort to John Bull to know 
That to Orangemen's pockets 't will all find its way. 

For which your petitioners ever will pray, 

etc., etc., etc., etc., etc. 



A VISION. 

BT TBB ADTHOR Of CHBI8TABEL. 

«Up!» said the Spirit, and, ere I could pray 
One hasty orison, whirl'd me away 
To a limbo, lying — I wist not where — 
Above or lielow, in earth or air; 
All glimmering o'er with a doubtful light. 
One could n't say whether 't was day or night; 
And crost by many a mazy track. 
One did n't know how to get on or back; 
And, I felt like a needle that 's going astray 
(With its one eye out) through a bundle of hay; 
When the Spirit he grinn'd, and whisper'd me, 
«Thou 'rt now in the Court of Chancery!* 

' To tuch iBi porta ni ditcaMioot at ibn* llie grettsr part of Dr 
SoMtbry't Yinttieitt EceUaitm AmfUemmte ii derated. 

* CoMubataniiaiioa— tb« Uttf rtformed bcUtfi tl UaM, lb* b«li«f 
of Lather, and, •• Motliclm sMcrta, of Mclaacthea alio. 

1 When John of Ra(pna weat to Cootuatlaoplc (at iIm tiaia tbiadia- 
pata between • •>■ and • par* waa going on), be foand tbe Tnrka, w« 
are told. • Uaj{hini: at the Cbriatiaa* for boiag ditidad by Ivetadi ia- 
aignitirant paititlea. ■ 

*Tbc Ariaa roairoreray.— Befor* that liait, aaya Rooliar. ■ ia order 
lo be a aAuod belief ing Cbriatiaa, iMa wcrcaet cariona what ayllablea 
or parttelcaofapaccb tbey uMd.a 



Aroiuid me flitted unnumber'd swarms 

Of shapeless, bodiless, tailless forms ; 

(Like bottled up babes, that grace the room 

Of that worthy knight. Sir Everard Home) — 

All of tliem things half kill'd in rearing; 

Some were lame — some wanted hearing ; 

Some had through half a century run. 

Though they had n't a leg to stapd upon. 

Others, more merry, as just beginning. 

Around on a point of law were spinning ; 

Or balanced aloft, twixt Bill and Answer^ 

Lead at each end — like a tight*rope dancer.— 

Some were m> crosSy that nothing could please 'em; — 

Some gulp'd down affidavits to ease 'em;— 

All were in motion, yet never a one. 

Let it move as it might, could ever move on. 

« These, » said tlic Spirit, «> you plainly see. 

Are what are called Suite in Chancery !» 

I heard a loud screaming of old and young, 

Like a chorus by fifty Yelutis sung; 

Or an Irish Dump (« the words by HoorcM) 

At an amateur concert scream'd in score : — 

So harsh on my ear tliat wailing fell 

Of the wretches who in this Limbo dwell ! 

It seem'd like the dismal symphony 

Of the shapes iEne;is in hell did see ; 

Or those frogs, whose legs a barbarous cook 

Cut off, and left the frogs in the brook. 

To cry all night, till life's last dregs, 

« Give us our legs! — give us our legs !» 

Touch'd with the sad and sorrowful scene, 

I ask'd what all this yell might mean ? 

When the Spirit replied, with a grin of glee, 

« T is the cry of the suitors in Clumcery !>» 

I look'd, and I saw a wizard rise. 
With a wig like a cloud before men's eyes. 
In his aged hand he held a wand, 
Wherewith he beckon'd hU embryo hand. 
And they moved, and moved, as he waved it o'er. 
But they never got on one inch the more ; 
Andsiill they kept limping to and fro, 
Like Ariels round old Prospero — 
Saying, m Dear Master, let us go ;» 
But still old Prospero answer'd, « No.n 
And 1 heard the while, that wizard elf, 
Muttering, muttering spells to himself. 
While over as many old papers he turn'd. 
As Ilunie ere moved for, or Omar burn'd. 
lie talk'd of his Virtue, though some, less nice, 
(lie owu'd with a sigh) preferr'd his Fice — 
And he said, « I think» — u I doubt >* — ** I hopip,» 
Call'd God to witness, and damn'd the Pope ; 
With many more sleights of tongue and hand 
I could n't, for the soul of me, understand. 
Amazed and posed, I wus just about 
To ask his name, wken Uie scre^inM witlioatf ' 
The merciless clack of the imps within, 
Aud that coujuror's mutteriugs, made mcb a din, 
That, startled, I woke — leap'd up in my bed- 
Found the Spirit, the imps, and the conjuror fled, 
And bless'd my stars, riglit pleased to sec 
That I was n't a« yet, in Chancery. 
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NEWS FOll COUNTRY COUSINS. 

Dear Coz, a<i I know neither you nor Miss Draper, 
When Parliament 's up, ever take in a paper, 
Kut trust for your news to such stray odds and ends 
As you cliance to pick up from political friends — 
WeuxQ one of this well-inform 'd class, I sit down, 
To transmit you the Id^t newest news that's in town. 

As to Greece and Lord Cochrane, things could n't look 
better— 

His Lordship (who promises now to CiqUi faster) 
lias ju<;t taken Rhodes, and dospatcli'd off a letter 

To Daniel O'Connel, to make him Grand Master; 
Kn>;:i{;in(; to change the old name, if he can, 
From the Knights of St John to the Knights of St Dan) — 
Or, if Dan should prefer, as a still better whim, 
lacing made the Colossus, 't is all one to him. 

From Russia the last accounts arc, that llie Czar — 
Mo^t generouit and kind, as all sovereigns are. 
And uhosc lirst priucely act (as you know, I suppose) 
Was to give away all his late brothers old clothes — 
Is now busy collecting, with brotherly care. 

The late Emperor's uight-caps, and thinks of be- 
stowing 
One night-cap a-piece (if he has them to spare) 

On all the distingui^^li'd old ladies now going. 
(Wliile I write, an arrival from Riga — « the Brothersn — 
Having night-caps on board for Lord Eld-n and others.; 

f,asl advicei from India — Sir Archy, 't is thou(;ht, 
Was near catching a Tartar (the first ever caught 
In N. lat. 21) — and his Highness Kurmese, 
being very hard prest to shell out the rupees. 
Rut not having much ready rhino, they say, meant 
To pawn his august golden foot* for the payment. — 
(How lucky for monarchs, that can, when they chuse. 
Thus establish a running account with the Jews!) 
The security being what Rothschild calls «< goot,n 
A loan will be forthwith, of course, set on foot; — 
The parties are Rothschild — A. Itaring and Co., 
Aud three other great pawnbrokers — each takes a toe, 
.\nd engages (lest Gold-foot should give us leg bail, 
As he did once before) to pay down on the nail. 

This is all for the present, — what vile pens and paper! 
Yours truly, dear Cousin, — best love to Miss Draper. 



AN INCANTATION. 

SUNG BT THE BUBBLE SPIRIT. 



Ai* — Come witb me. and wa will go 
Where tbe rockt of roral 0ruw.« 



Come with me, aud we will blow 
Lots of bubbles, a.s we go; 
iSiibbh";, bright as ever Hope 
Drew from fainy — or from soap ; 
Rriglit as o'er the South Sea scut 
From its frothy element I 
Come with me, and wo will blow 
Lots of bubbles as we go. 

' Ihi* I'oicnutr kt\le« himtdf the MooarcL of (lie GolJen Foot. 



Mix the lather, Jobh^t W-lks, 
Thou who rhymest so well to « bilks :»* 
Mix tbe lather — who can be 
Fitter for such task than thee. 
Great M. P. for 5u<fsbury ! 

Now the frothy charm is ripe. 
Puffing Peter, bring thy pipe, — 
Thou, whom ancient Coventry 
Once so dearly loved, that she 
Knew not which to her was sweeter. 
Peeping Tom or puffing Peter — 

Puff the bubble; high in air. 
Puff thy best to keep them there. 
Bravo, bravo, Peter M — re ! 
Now the rainbow humbugs' soar. 
Glittering all with golden hues, 
Such as haunt the dreams of Jews — 
Some, reflecting mines that lie 
Under Chili's glowing sky; 
Some, those virgin pearls that sleep 
Cloister'd in the southern deep ; 
Others, as if lent a ray 
From the streaming Milky Way, 
Glistening o'er with curds and whey 
From the cows of Aldemey ! 

Now 's the moment — who shall first 
Catch the bubbles ere they burst? 
Run, ye squires, ye viscounts, run, 
Rn-cn-N, T-T.-nu-M, P-lm-rst-n ; — 
Jon?i W-LKS, junior, runs beside ye. 
Take the good the knaves provide ye! ^ 
See, with upturn'd eyes and hands. 
Where the C/uireman,^ BR-GtHX, stands. 
Gaping for the froth to fall 
Down his swallow — lye and all ! 
See!— 

But, hark, my lime is out — 
Now, like some great water-spout, 
Scatter'd by the cannon s ihuutler, 
Bur^t, ye bubbles, all asunder ! 

[ Here Uie stage darkens, — a tliscordant era «A 1$ heavH 
from tlie orcliestra — the broken bubbles devend 
in n saponaceous but uncleanly mist ot'er the 
heads of the Dramatis Persona, and tJie scrnt 
drops, leaving the bubble-hunters — nil in titf 
siuls.] 

A DREA>! OF TURTLE. 

BT SIR W. CURTIS. 

T WAS evening time, in the twilight sweet 

I was sailing along, when — whom should I meet, 

I Stronjr indieuiioot of chararier may be aomctiaiea ir^reJ ia it>f 
rhymes 10 namat. Marrell iboBQbl to, «h«D lie «n>ie 

— — ■ SirEdinrd Suiloa, 

Tbe foolkb koisUt who rhyme* 10 aniion.* 
' An humble imitatioa of one of our modera poct%. who. in a po«« 
agaiott war, after de«cribing tlie tpiendid habiliment* of tbe a^iikt. 
.ipo«irun)iiie« him — ■ thou rainbow rafllaa!* 

* r Lorely Thaia atla beaiJe the*. 

Takf tbe good ibi; goda provMr thre. 
* So railed by a lori of Tuttan dulcificatioa pf ibe rK, in the «?:J 
• Ctiairman.* 
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But a turtle journeying o'er the sea, 
mOd the service of his Majesty !» * 

When I spied him first, in the twilight dim 
I did not know what to make of him ; 
But said to myself — as slow he plied 
His fins, and roU'd from side to side, 
Conceitedly over the watery path — 
mT is my Lord of St-w-ll, taking a hath, 
And I bear him now, among the fishes, 
Quoting Vatcl and Burgerdiscius!>» 

But, no — 't was, indeed, a turtle, wide 

And plump as ever theM eyes descried ; 

A turtle, juicy as ever yet 

Glued up the lips of a baronet! 

Ah, much did it grieve my soul to see 

That an animal of such dignity. 

Like an absentee, abroad should roam. 

When he ought to stay and be ate, at home. 

But now, M a change came o'er my dream,* 

Like the magic lantern's shifting slider ; — 
I look'd, and saw by the evening beam. 

On the back of that turtle sate a rider,— 
A goodly man, vrith an eye so merry, 
I knew 't was our Foreign Secretary, 
Who there, at his ease, did sit and smile. 
Like Waterton on his crocodile; 
Cracking such jokes, at every motion. 

As made the turtle squeak with glee. 
And own that they gave him a lively notion 

Of what his own /arce<i-meat balls would be. 

So, on the Sec., in his glory, went. 

Over that brioy element. 

Waving his hand, as he took farewell. 

With a graceful air, and bidding me tell 

Inquiring friends, that the turtle and he 

Were gone on a foreign embassy — 

To soften the heart of a Diplomate, 

Who is known to doat upon verdant fat, 

And to let admiri Europe see, 

That calipash an cnlipee 

Are the English forms of Diplomacy ! 



A VOICE FROM MARATHON. 

O roR a voice, as loud as that of Fame, 

To breathe the word — Arise ! 
From Pindus to Taygctus to proclaim— 

Let every Greek arise ! 

Ye who have hearts to strike a single blow, 

Hear my despairing cries! 
Ye who have hands to immolate one foe, 

Arise ! arise ! arise I 

From the dim fields of Asphodel beneath, 

Upborne by cloudy sighs 
Of those who love their country still in dcath,- 

Ev'n I— ev'n /—arise ! 



' Wc are told ib«t th« pauport of tb« Utr unni diplei 
deMTilw^ bim •• ■ on Hi» M«j««ty'« »crvir«.« 
-^— dapibas auprrui 
Grata traludo Jotia. 



icic turtle 



These are not hand.s for eartlily wringing — these ! — 
Blood should not blind these eyes ! — 

Yet here I stand, untomb'd Miltiades, 
Weeping— arise ! arise! 

Hear ye the groans that heave this burial-field ? — 

Old Grsecia's saviour-band 
Cry from the dust — « Fight on ! nor da.bi to yield ! 

Save yc our father-land ! 

« Blunt with your botom the barbaric spear ! 

Break it witliin your brrast ; 
Then come, brave Greek ! and join your brothers here 

In our immortal rest !h 

Shall modern Datis, swoln with Syrian pride. 

Cover the land with slaves ? — 
A^ — let them cower it, both far and wide, — 

Cover it with their graves ! 

Much has l)een done — but more remains to do— 

Yc have fought long and wcU ! 
The trump that, on the Egean, glory blew, 

Seem'd with a «torm to swell! 

Asia's grim tyrant shuddcr'd at the sound. 

He leap'd upon his throne ! 
Nurmur'd his horse-tail'd chieftuinry around — 

« Another Marathon !» 

Dodona, 'mid her fanes and forests hoar. 

Heard it with solemn glee : 
And old Parnassus, with a lofty roar. 

Told it from sea to sea ! 

High-bosom'd Greece, through her unnumber'd vales, 

Broke forth in glorious song ! 
Her classic streams that plough the headlong dales, 

Thunder'd the notes along ! 

But there 's a bloodier wreath to gain, oh Mends' 

Now rise, or ever fall ! 
If ye fight now no fiercer than the fiend*., 

Better not fight at all ! 

The feverish war-drum mingles with the fife 

In dismal symphony. 
And Moslem strikes at liberty and life, — 

For both, strike harder yc ! 

Hark ! how Cithsron with his eartliquake voice 

Calls to the utmost shores ! 
While Pluto bars, against the riving noise, 

His adamantine doors ! 

Athene, tiptoe on her crumbling dome. 

Cries — « Youth, yc must be men !» 
And Echo shouts witliin her roCky tomb, — 

« Greeks become Greeks again !n 

The slone first hrouf.ht, his living tomb to close, 

Pausanias' mother piled : 
Matrons of Greece ! will ye do less for foes, 

Than she did for her child ? 

Let boyhood strike ! — Let every rank and age 

Do each what each can do ! 
Let him whose arm is mighty as his rage, 

Strike deep — strike home — strike through! 

48 
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He wise, be firm, be caatiouSf yet be bold ! 

Be brotber-true ! beONt! 
I teach but what the Phrygian taught of old- 

Divide, and be undone 1 

Hallow'd in life, in death itself, b he 
Who for his country dies ; 

A light, a star, to all futurity- 
Arise ye, then ! arise ! 

O conntrymenl O eoontrymen ! once more- 
By earth — and seas — and skies — 

By Heaven— by sacred Hades — I implore — 
Arise! arise! arise! 



COTTON AND CORN. 

A DIAU)OUK. 

Said Cotton to Com, t' other day, 

As they met, and exchanged a salute — 

(Squire Com in his cabriolet, 
Poor Cotton, half famish'd, on foot) 

« Great squire, if it is n't uncivil 
To hint at starvation before you. 

Look down on a hungry poor def il, 
And give him some bread, I implore yon !» 

Quoth Cora then, in answer to Cotton, 
Perceiving he meant to make/ree, — 

« Low fellow, you 've surely forgotten 
Tlie distance between you and me ! 

« To expect that we, peers of high birth. 
Should waste our illustrious acres 

For no other purpose oa earth 
Than to fatten curst calico-makers! — 

« That bishops to bobbins should bend, — 
Should stoop from their bench's sublimity, 

Great dealers in lawn^ to befriend 
Your contemptible dealers in dimity ! 

« No— vile manufacture ! ne'er harbour 
A hope to be fed at our boards; — 

Base offspring of Arkwright, the barber, 
What claim canst Uiou have upon lords? 

« No — thanks to the taxes and debt. 
And the triumph of paper o'er guineas, 

Our race of Lord Jemmys, as yet. 

May defy your whole rabble of Jennys .'» 

So saying, whip, crack, and away 

Went Cora in his cab through the tlirong,* 
So madly, I heard them all say 

Squire Corn would be down^ before long. 



THE DONKEY AND HIS PANNIERS. 



A rABLB. 



TrMiM jam tudac ••elluc. 



Parr« ilK ; Tntram deiiciam cat aiiaua— VIRGIL. Copa. 

A DONUT, whose talent for burdens was wondrous, 
So much that you 'd swear he rejoiced in a load, 



One day had to jog under panniers so pond'roos. 
That — down the poor donkey fell, smack on the road 



His owners and drivers stood round in ami 
What! Neddy, the patient, the prosperous Neddy, 

So easy to drive, through the dirtiest ways. 
For every description of job-work so ready ! 

One driver (whom Ned mi^t have « baiTda as a « bro- 
ther »)» 

Had just been proclaiming his donkey's renown. 
For vigour, for spirit, for one thing or other,— 

When, lo, 'mid his praises, the donkey came down! 

But, how to upraise him? — one shouts, t' oCfcer whistks, 
While Jenky, the conjuror, wisest of all. 

Declared that an « over-production* of thistles — ' 
(Here Ned gave a stare)— was the cause of his fsU. 

Another wise Solomon cries, as he passes,— 

« There, let him alone, and the fit will soon cease; 

The beast has been fighting with other jack-asses. 
And this is his mode of * trannUon to peace.'* 

Some look'd at his hoofi, and, with learned grimaon. 

Pronounced that toolongwithoutshoeshehadgone— 
« Let the blacksmith provide him a sound metal basis, 

(The wiseacres said), and he 's sure to jog im.* 

But others who gabbled a jargon half Gaelic, 

Exclaim'd, u Hoot awa, mon, you 're a* gane astray,*— 

And declared that, « whoe'er might prefer the wteUUic, 
They *d shoe their own donkep with jfapier mmcke.» 

Meanwhile the poor Neddy, in torture and fear. 
Lay under his panniers, scarce able to groan. 

And — what was still dolefuller — lending an ear 
To advisers whose ears were a match for his own. 

At length, a plain rustic, whose wit went so Car 
As to see others' folly, roar'd ont, as he pass'd — 

« Quick — off with the panniers, all dolts as ye are. 
Or your prosperous Neddy will soon kick bis last!* 



ODE TO THE SUBLIME PORTE. 

Gbkat Sultan, how wise are thy state compositions! 

And oh, above all, I admire that decree. 
In which thou command's! that all she politicians 

Shall forthwith be strangled and cast in the sea. 

T is my fortune to know a lean Benthamite spinster^ 
A maid, who her faith in old Jxermt puts; 

Who talks, with a lisp, of « the last new WestaiiitsCer.* 
And hopes you 're delighted with « MiD open dots;" 

Who tells you how clever one Mr F-irBl.-ivQus is. 
How charming his Articles 'gainst the Nobility; — 

And assures you, that even a gentleman's rank is. 
In Jeremy's school, of no sort of uiUHy. 

I Alluding to [an rariy poan of Mr Col«rid(e'a tMnmtd i* a* m^, 
and baginning, • 1 bail ibea, brother !• 

' A rcrUia coanlrj ganileman hariag Mid in tbe R»nc«, ■ that •' 
rauat return at laat to the food of our aaeoalAra.* a» — b od y aihed Mr 
T. awbat food the gentUaun meant ?■—• lliitdc*. I anfpow.* ■■- 
•wered Mr T. 
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To see her, ye Gods, a new Number devoaring — 
Art. I — «> On the Needle's variations,* by Snip ; — 

Art. 3— « On the Bondage of Greece,** by Joim B — t-HC 
{That emiaent dealer ia scribbling and scrip ;) — 



Art. 3 — « Upon Fallacies,* JianiT's 

(The chief fallacy being his hope to find readers) ; — 
Art. 4 — *< Upon Honesty,M author unknovn ; — 

Art. 5— (by the young Mr M — ) « Hints to Breeders.* 

Oh Sultao, oh Sultan, though oft for the bag 

And the bowstring, like thee, I am tempted to call — 

Though drowning 's too good for each blue-stocking hag, 
I would bag this she Benthamite first of them all ! 

Ay, and — lest she should ever again lift her head 
From the watery bottom, her clack to renew, — 

As a clog, as a sinker, far better than lead, 

I woald hang round her neck her own darting Review. 



REFLECTIONS 

SUGGISTBD BT ▲ LATB COBBBSPONDBIICB OR TBB CATBOUC 

QU BSTIOIf. 

PooB Catholics, bitter enough. 

Heaven knows, arc the doses yoa 've taken ; 
You *ve swallow'd down L-v-bp — l's stnff. 

His nonsense of ether, m well shaken ;» 
You 've borne the mad slaver of Lbbs, 

And the twaddle of saintly Lord L-bt-n ; 
But — worse, oh ye gods, than all these — 

Yon 've been lectured by Mr Sec. H-bt-n ! 

Alas for six millions of men ! 

Fit subjects for nought but dissection. 
When H-RT-n himself cakes the pen, ■ 

To tell them they te lost his protection! 
Yc sects, who monopolise bliss, 

While your neighbours' damnation you sport on, 
Know ye any damnation like this — 

To be cut by the Under Sec. H-bt-n ' 



THE iiHOST OF MILTIADES. 



Ab qaoiiet dubiut Scripti* rursil aoulor i— OVID. 



The ({host of Miltiades came at night, 
And he stood by the bed of the Ilenthamilc, 
And he said, in a voice that thrill'd the frame, 
M If ever the sound of Marathon's name 
Hath fired thy blood, or flusli'd thy brdw. 
Lover of liberty, rouse thee now!* 

The Benthamite, yawning, left his bed — 
Away to the Stock Exchange he sped. 
And he found the scrip of Greece so high, 
Thni it Hrrd liis blood, it flush'd his eye. 
And oh ! '1 was a sight for the ghost to see, 
For there never was Greek more Greek than he ! 
And still, as the premium higher went. 
Wis ecstasy rose — so much per cent. 
(As we see, in a glass tliat tells the weather. 
The heal and the silver rise together), 



And Liberty simg from the patriot's lip, 

While a voice from his pocket whisper'd, « Scrip!* 

The ghost of Miltiades came again ; — 
He smiled, as the pale moon shines through rain, 
For his soul was glad at that patriot strain ; 
(And, poor, dear ghost — how little he knew 
The jobs and tricks of the Philhellene crew !) 
« Blessings and thanks !» was all he said. 
Then melting away, like a night-dream, fled! 

The Benthamite hears— amaxed that ghosts 
Could be such fools — and away be posts, 
A patriot still ? Ah no, ah no- 
Goddess of Freedom, thy scrip is low. 
And, warm and fond as thy lovers are. 
Thou triest their passion when under pmr. 
The Benthamite's ardour fiui decays. 
By turns, he weeps, and swears, and prays. 
And wishes the D — 1 had crescent and cross. 
Ere he had been forced to sell at a loss. 
They quote him the stock of various natioas. 
But, spite of his classic assocbtions, 
Lord ! how he loathes the Greek quotations ! 
« Who '11 buy my scrip? Who '11 buy my scrip?* 
Is now the theme of the patriot's lip, 
As he runs to tell how hard his lot is 
To Messrs Orlando and Luriottis, 
And says, « Oh Greece, for Uberty's sake, 
Do buy my scrip, and I vow to break 
Those dark, unholy bonds of thine — 
If you '11 only consent to buy up nune ?» 

The ghost of Bliliiades came once more; — 
His brow, like the night, was lowering o'», 
And he said, with a look that flash'd dismay, 
M Of Liberty's foes the worst are they 
Who turn to a trade her cause divine. 
And gamble for gold on Freedom's shrine !* 
Thus saying, the ghost, as he took hb flight, 
Gave a Parthian kick to tlie Bentltamite, 
Which sent him, whimpering, off to Jerry — 
And vanish'd away to the Stygian forry ! 



CORN AND CATHOUCS. 



Uuum bomm 
IMrHit bonwiT— 



MttC&fli MM€ttflU* 



Wuat! still those two infernal questions, 

Tliat with our meals, our slumbers mix- 
That spoil our tempers and digestions — 
Eternal Com and Catholics ! 

Gods ! were there ever two such bores I 

Nothing else talk'd of, night or mom- 
Nothing in doors, or out of doors. 
But endless Catholics and Com ! 

Never was such a brace of pests — 
While Ministers, still worse than eilhei, 

Skill'd but in feathering their nests, 
Dore us viith botli, and settle neither 

So addled in my cranium meet 
Popery and Com, that oft I doubt, 
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Whether, this yemr, 't was bonded wheat. 
Or bonded papists, they let oat. 

Here landlords, here polemics, nail you, 
Arm'd -with all rubbish they can rake up ; 

Pricet and texts at once assail you — 
From Daniel these^ and those from Jacob. 

And when you sleep, with head still lorn 
Between the two, their shapes yon mix, 

Till sometimes Catliolics seem Com, — 
Then Com again seem Catholics. 

Mow Dantzic wheat before you floats — 

Now, Jesuits from California — 
Now Ceres, link'd witli Titus Oats, 

Comes dancing through the « Porta Comea.»^ 

Oft, too, the Corn grows animate. 
And a whole crop of heads appears, 

Like Papists, bearding Church and State — 
Themselves, logether by the ears ! 

While, leaders of the wheat, a row 

Of Poppies, gaudily declaiming. 
Like Counsellor O'Bric and Co., 

Stand forth, somniferously flaming ! 

In short, their torments never cease ; 

And oft I wish myself transferr'd off 
To some £ir, lonely land of peace. 

Where Cora or Papists ne'er were heard of. 

Oh waft me, Parry, to the Pole ; 

For — if my fate is to be chosen 
Twixt bores and ice-bergs — on my soul, 

I *d rather, of tlie two, be frozen ! 



CROCKFORDIANA 

EPIGRAMS. 
Mala Ticini ptnnt i-onta§ia Ivdual. 
1. 

What can those workmen be about? 
Do, C D, let the secret out. 

Why thus your houses fall. — 
Quoth he, « Since folks are not in town, 
1 find it better to pull down. 

Than have ho puU at aU.» 

2. 

Sbi, passenger, at C d's high behest, 

Red coats by 6/Ac/r-legs ousted from tlieir nesc,- 
The arts of peace o'erraatching reckless war, 
And gallant Rouge undone by wily Noir! 



Impar con^euut 

Fats gave the word — the King of dice and cards 
In an unguarded moment took the Guards; 
Contrived his neighbours in a trice to drub, 
And did the trick by — turning up a Club. 

' The Horn Gata, ihrougli wfairli ihe ancirnU tuppoied ail true 
dreamt (aucii a* thofc of ihc Popish Plot, cic.) lo paw. 



NoBaai 
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T IS Strange how some will dififer — some adrance 
That the Guards* Clnb^House was pnll'd down hjduinet; 
While some, with juster notions in their maiard. 
Stoutly maintain the deed was done by hasard. 



THE TWO BONDSMEN. 

Whbm Joseph, a Bmidtman in Egypt, of old, 
Shunn d the wanton embraces of Potiphar t dame, 

She offer d him jewels, she offler'd him gold. 
But more than all riches he valued his flame. 

Oh Joseph ! thou Bondsman of Greece, can it be 

That the actions of namesakes so little agree T 

Greek Scrip is a Potiphar't lady to thee. 

When with 1 3 percent she embellish'd her charms. 

Didst thou fly, honest Joseph? Tes — ^into her arms. 

Oh Joseph ! dear Joseph! bethink thee in time. 

And take a friend's counsel, though tender'd in riiyme. 

Refund, « honest » Joseph : how great were the shame. 

If, when posteriority ' sits on thy name. 

They should sternly decree, 'twixt your namesake and 
you. 

That he was the Christian, and thou wert the Jew. 



THE PERIWINKLES AND THE LOCUSTS. 

A SALMAGUffDlAN BTMlf. 



■ To Pannrge vaa aMigned ihe Lairdahip of SaliUgwi£, vhtch «ai 
yearly worth 6,799,1 06,789 ryala, bnidra the revcoat of iho Ltemia 
■ad PeriwimkUtt amooaiinf oac yoar with •aocber to cho vato* af 
j.435.768. etc. etc.*— RABELAIS. 



M IIuRRA ! Hurra \» I heard them say. 
And they cheer'd and shouted all the way. 
As the Laird of Salmagundi went, 
To open in state hb Parliament. 

The Salmagundians once were rich. 

Or Oiought they were — no matter which — 

For, every year, the Revenue * 

From their Periwinkles larger grew ; 

And their rulers, sk'UI'd in all the trick. 

And legerdemain of arithmetic. 

Knew how to place i , a, 3, 4* 

5, 6, 7, 8, and 9 and 10, 
Such various ways, behind, before. 
That they made a unit seem a score. 

And proved themselves most wealthy men ! 

So, on they went, a prosperous crew. 
The people wbe, the rulers clever, — 

And God help those, like me and you. 

Who dared to doubt (as some now do) 

That the Periwinkle Revenue 
Would thus go flourishing on for ever. 

* n<mote pottcritj— a favourite word of lh« present AttorBcy-G<- 
oeral'*. 

* Acrrnted a* in Snift't line— 

• Not ao a nation'* revenasa arc p«id.* 
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« Hurra ! hurra !» I heard them say, 
And they cheer'd and chouied all the way. 
As the Great Paourge in {lory went. 
To open his own dear Parliament. 

But folks at length bef^n to doubt 

What all this coujuring wa* about; 

For, every day, more d«*p in debt 

They saw their wealthy rulers get : — 

M Let 'i> look («jid they) the items through. 

And see if what we're told be true 

Of our Periwinkle Revenue.* 

But, lord, they found there was n't a tittle 

Of truth in aught they heard before ; 
For, they g;iin'd by IVriwinkles little. 

And lost by LucuhU ten times more ! 
These Loeusts are .1 lordlv breed 
Some inlmagundiaus love to feed. 
Of all the beasts tlute\er were bom, 
Your I^ocust most delights in com : 
And, though his body 1m* but small. 
To fatten him takes the devil and all ! 

Nor tills the worst, for, direr still. 

Alack, aliick and a well-a-«hiy ! 

Their Periwinkleii, — onre the stay 
And prop of the Salm.igundian till — 
For want of feeding, all fell ill ! 

And still, as they thinn'd and died away. 
The Locusts, ay, and tlie Locusts' Bill, 

Grew fatter and fatter every day ! 

•< Oh fie ! oh fie!>» was now the cry, 
A* they saw the gnudy show go by. 
And the I ^ird of Salmagundi went 
To open his Ix>cust Parliament ! 



A c:ase of libel. 

A cF.«TAi^ old Sprite, who dwells below 
(T were a libel, perh.ipn, to mention where) 

Ciimc up incog., some wiuters ago. 
To try, for a cliange, the London air. 

So well he lookeil, and dress'd and talk'd. 
And hid his tail an«l his horns so handy, 

You 'd hanlly hnve known him, as he walk'd, 
From , or any other Dandy. 

(N.B.— His horns, iliey say, unscrew; 

So, he has but to take them out of the socket, 
And — just as some tine husbands do— 

Conveniently clap them into his pocket) 

In sliort, he look'd extremely natty. 

And ev'n contrived — to his own great wondcr- 
lly dint of sundry scents from Gattie, 

To keep the sulphurous hogo under. 

Aud <iO my geutlemnu lioof'd about, 

rnknn>%n to .ill but a chosen few 
At White s and Crockford's, where, no doubf. 

He had many post-obits falling due. 



Alike a gamester and a wit, 

At night he was seen with Crockibfd's crew ; 
At mom with learned damet would tit — 

So pass'd his time 't wilt bUck and blue. 

Some wish'd to make him an M. P., 
But, finding W — Iks was also one, he 

Was heanl to say <* he 'd be d — d if be 
« Would ever sit iu one house with Johnny. » 

At length, as secrets travel fast, 

Aud devils, whether he or she. 
Are sure 10 be found out at last. 

The affair got viind most rapidly. 

The press, the imparti.1l press, that tnuba 
Alike a fiend's or an angel's capers — 

Miss Pa ton's soon as Beelzebub's — 

Fired off a squib iu the morning papers ; 

« We warn good men to keep aloof 
From a grim old Handy, seen aDoat, 

With a fire-proof wig. ami a cloven hoof. 
Through a neat-cut Iloby smoking ouL* 

Now. the D<>vil being a gentleman. 

Who piques himself on Im well-bred dealings, 
Vou may guess, when o'er these lines he ran, 

How much iliey hurt and sliock'd bis feelings. 

Aviray he posts to a man of law. 

And oh, 't would makt! you bugh to 've teen 'em, 
.Vs paw shook hand, and liand sliook paw. 

And 't was « hail, good fellow, well met,* be- 
tween 'em. 

Straight an indictment was preferr'd— 
And much the H<:vil enjoy'd the jest. 

When, looking among the judges, he beard 
Tliat, of all tlie batch, his own was Best. 

In vain Defendant proffer'd proof 

That Plaintiffs si>lf was the Father of Evil- 
Brought Uoby forth, to swear to the hoof. 

And Stulti, to speak to the tailof llie Devil. 

The Jury — saints, all snug and rich. 
And reudcr> of >irtuous Sunday papers. 

Found for the Plaintiff — on hearing which 
The Devil gave one of his loftiest capers. 

For oh, it was nuts to tlie father of lies 
(As this wily fiend is named, in the Bible), 

To find it settled by laws so wise. 

That die greater the truth, the worse the libel! 



LITFJIARY ADVERTLSEMENT. 

Wa.itio — Authors of all-work, to job for tlie season, 
No matter which party, so faithful to neither : — 

Good hacks, who, if |)osed for a rhyme or a reason, 
Gan manage, like , to do without either. 

If in gaol, all the belter for out-o'-door topics; 

Your gaol is for irav'llers a charming retreat; 
They can take a day's rule for a trip to the Tropics, 

.\nd sail round the worhl. at tlu*ir east', iu the Fleet. 
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MOORE'S WORKS. 



For Dramatists, too, the most useful of schools — 
1 They may study high life in the King's Bench com- 
munity : 
Aristotle could scarce keep them more wiUUn rules. 
And of place they 're, at least, taught to stick to the 
unity, 

m 
Auy lady or gentleman come to an age 
To have good « Reminiscences* (three-score, or 
higher), 
Will meet »ritli encouragement — so much, per page. 
And the spelUng and grammar 'both found by the 
buyer. 

No matter with what their remembrance is stock'd, 
So they '11 only remember the quantum desired; — 

Enough to fill handsomely Two Volumes, oct. 
Price twenty-four shiilings, is all that's required. 

They may treat us, Hke Kelly, with o\d jeux-desprits., 
Like Reynolds, may boast of each mountebank frolic. 

Or kindly inform us, like Madame Genlis,* 

That gingerbread-cakes always give them the colick. 

There 's nothing, at present, so popular growing 
As your Autohiographers — fortunate elves, 

NVho manage to know all the best people going, 
Without having ever been heard of theouelves! 

Wanted, also, a new stock of Pamphlets on Cora, 
By « FarmersM and « Landholders* — {gemmen, whose 
lands 
Enclosed all in how-pots, their attics adorn, 

Or, whose share of the soil may be seen on their 
hands). 

No-Popcry Sermons, in ever so dull a vein. 

Sure of a market ; — should they, too, who pen 'em, 

Be renegade PapisU, like Mur(agb O'S-11-v-n, ' 
Something extra allow'd for the additional venom. 

Funds, Physic, Com, Poetry, Boxing, Romance, 
Ail excellent subjects for turning a penny ; — 

To write upon all is an author s sole chance 

For attaining, ac last, tlie least knowledge of any. 

Nine times out of ten, if his title be good. 

His matter within of small consequence is ; — 

Let him only write hue, and, if not understood. 
Why, — that 's the concern of the reader, not his. 

N.B. — A Icam'd Essay, now printing, to show. 
That Horace (as clearly as words could express it) 

Was for taxing the Fund-holders, ages ago. 
When he wrote thus — « Quodcunque in Fund i5, as- 
sess it,n* 



' Tbit lady, ia b«r Maaoin, alto favoun a* with tht addreM of tbote 
4poibecarie« who liafc, from iira<! to tiiaa, gi*aa her pilU that tgrtei 
«iib har;.— away* datiriog that iho pilU tboald be ordeied meomme 
pttmr »Ue.» 

* A ctntUman, «ko di«Uu(;ui«licd binuclfby b» OTidrncc b«for« ibo 
liUh Comraitiret. 
^ ' Ao-oi-dinf; to llie roiniuon leading, ■ quodcunque infundit, acetcit.* 



THE SLAVE. 

I HXARD, as I lay, a wailing sound, 

« He is dead — he is dead,* the rumoar flew 
And I raised my chain, and tum'd me round, 

And ask'd, through the dungeon window, « 

I saw my livid tormentors pass ; 

Their grief 't was bliss to hear and see ! 
For never came joy to them, alas. 

That did n't bring deadly banc to me. 

Eager I look'd through the mist of night. 
And ask'd, u What foe of my race hath died 

Is it he — ^that Doubter of law and right. 
Whom nothing but wrong could e'er decide- 

« Who, long as he sees but wealth to win. 
Hath never yet felt a qualm or doubt 

What suitors for justice he 'd,keep in, 

Or what suitors for freedom he 'd shut out 

« Who, a clog for ever on Truth's advance. 
Stifles her (like the Old Man of the Sea 

Round Sinbad's neck >), nor leaves a cliance 
Of shaking him off — is 't he? is 't he?* 

Ghastly my grim tormentors smiled. 

And thrusting me back to my den of woo, 

With a laughter even more fierce and wild 
Than their funeral howling, answer'd, « No 

But the cry still pierced my prison gate, 
And again I ask'd, k What scourge is gone .' 

Is it he — that Chief, so coldly great. 
Whom Fame unwillingly shines upon — 

« Whose name is one of th' ill-omen'd words 
They link with hate on his native pbins; 

And why? — they lent him hearu and swords. 
And he gave, in return, scoffo .ind chains! 

M Is it he? is it he?* I loud enquired, 

When, hark! — there sounded a royal kni-ll 

And I knew what spirit had just expired, 
And, slave as I was, my triumph fell. 

lie had pledged a hate unto me and miae, 
He had left to the future nor hope nor cho 

But seal'd tiiat hale witli a name divine. 
And he now was dead, and — I could n't re 

He had fann'd afresh the burning brands 
Of a bigotry waxing cold and dim ; 

He had arm'd anew my torturers' liands, 
And them did I curse — but sigli'd for him. 



' « You felt,* MiJ they, ■ into iliu hau>i« of ibu »IJ nun ol 
and aic ihi* fint who ever eM:a|>eJ tiiaxglini; by bitinaliucu« i 
Story of SinbnH. 



MISCELLANEOUS POEMS. 
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For his was the error of haul, not heart. 
And— oh, how beyood the ambosh'd foe, 

Who to eomity adds the traitor's part. 
And carries a smile, with a corse below ! 

If ever a heart made bright amends 
For the fital faalt of an erring head 

Go, learn his fime from the lipa of friends. 
In the orphan's tear be his f^ory read. 



A prince wilhoot pride, a man withont gnile, 
To the bst nnchanging, warm, sineere. 

For worth he had ever a hand and smile, 
And for misery ever his purse and tear. 

ch'd to the heart by that solemn toll, 
I calmly sunk in my chains again ; 
While, still as I said, « Heaven rest his soul!» 
My mates of the diugeon sigh'd, « Amen !» 
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